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BOOK    SIXTH. 


INITIAL   CHAPTER. 

WHEREIN  MR.    CAXTON  IS  PROFOUNDLY  METAPHYSICAL. 

"Life,"  said  my  father,  in  his  most  dogmatical  tone, 
"  is  a  certain  quantity  in  time,  which  may  be  regarded  in 
two  ways — 1st,  ssliie Integral ;  2d,  bs life  F7*actionaL  Life 
integral  is  that  complete  whole,  expressive  of  a  certain 
value,  large  or  small,  which  each  man  possesses  in  himself. 
Life  fractional  is  that  same  whole  seized  upon  and  invaded 
by  other  people,  and  subdivided  amongst  them.  They  who 
get  a  large  slice  of  it  say,  'A  very  valuable  life  this!' — 
those  who  get  but  a  small  handful  say,  *So,  so;  nothing 
very  great!' — those  who  get  none  of  it  in  the  scramble 
exclaim,  *Good  for  nothing!'  " 

"I  don't  understand  a  word  you  are  saying,"  growled 
Captain  Roland. 

My  father  surveyed  his  brother  with  compassion:  "I 
will  make  it  all  clear,  even  to  your  understanding.  When 
I  sit  down  by  myself  in  my  study,  having  carefully  locked 
the  door  on  all  of  you,  alone  with  my  books  and  thoughts, 
I  am  in  full  possession  of  my  integral  life.  I  am  totus, 
tei  atque  rotundus — a  whole  human  being — equivalent  in 
,  we  will  say,  for  the  sake  of  illustration,  to  a  fixed 
a — 100^.  for  example.     But  when  I  go  forth  into 
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the  common  apartment,  each  of  those  to  whom  I  am  of  any 
worth  whatsoever  puts  his  finger  into  the  bag  that  contains 
me,  and  takes  out  of  me  what  he  wants.  Kitty  requires 
me  to  pay  a  bill;  Pisistratus  to  save  him  the  time  and 
trouble  of  looking  into  a  score  or  two  of  books ;  the  chil- 
dren to  tell  them  stories,  or  play  at  hide-and-seek ;  and  so 
on  throughout  the  circle  to  which  I  have  incautiously  given 
myself  up  for  plunder  and  subdivision.  The  100/.  which 
I  represented  in  my  study  is  now  parcelled  out;  I  am 
worth  40/.  or  50/.  to  Kitty,  20/.  to  Pisistratus,  and  per- 
haps 30s.  to  the  children.  This  is  life  fractional.  And 
I  cease  to  be  an  integral  till  once  more  returning  to  my 
study,  and  again  closing  the  door  on  all  existence  but  my 
own.  Meanwhile,  it  is  perfectly  clear  that  to  those  who, 
whether  I  am  in  the  study  or  whether  I  am  in  the  common 
sitting-room,  get  nothing  at  all  out  of  me,  I  am  not  worth 
a  farthing.  It  must  be  wholly  indifferent  to  a  native  of 
Kamschatka  whether  Austin  Caxton  be  or  be  not  razed  out 
of  the  great  account-book  of  human  beings. 

"Hence,"  continued  my  father, — "hence  it  follows  that 
the  more  fractional  a  life  be — id  esty  the  greater  the  number 
of  persons  among  whom  it  can  be  subdivided — why,  the 
more  there  are  to  say,  'A  very  valuable  life  that!*  Thus, 
the  leader  of  a  political  party,  a  conqueror,  a  king,  an 
author,  who  is  amusing  hundreds,  or  thousands,  or  mil- 
lions, has  a  greater  number  of  persons  whom  his  worth  in- 
terests and  affects  than  a  Saint  Simeon  Stylites  could  have 
when  he  perched  himself  at  the  top  of  a  column ;  although, 
regarded  each  in  himself,  Saint  Simeon,  in  his  grand  mor- 
tification of  flesh,  in  the  idea  that  he  thereby  pleased  his 
Divine  Benefactor,  might  represent  a  larger  sum  of  moral 
value  /?er  se  than  Buonaparte  or  Voltaire." 

Pisistratus. — "Perfectly  clear,  sir;  but  I  don't  see 
what  it  has  to  do  with  My  Novel. " 

Mr.  Caxton. — "Everything.  Your  novel,  if  it  is  to  be 
a  full  and  comprehensive  survey  of  the  *  Qtiu'f/uid  atjunt 
homines^  (which  it  ought  to  be,  considering  the  length  and 
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breadth  to  which  I  foresee,  from  the  slow  development  of 
your  story,  you  meditate  extending  and  expanding  it),  will 
embrace  the  two  views  of  existence — the  integral  and  the 
fractional.  You  have  shown  us  the  former  in  Leonard, 
when  he  is  sitting  in  his  mother's  cottage,  or  resting  from 
his  work  by  the  little  fount  in  Riccabocca's  garden.  And 
in  harmony  with  that  view  of  his  life,  you  have  surrounded 
him  with  comparative  integrals,  only  subdivided  by  the 
tender  hands  of  their  immediate  families  and  neighbours — 
your  Squires  and  Parsons,  your  Italian  exile  and  his  Je- 
mima. With  all  these,  life  is,  more  or  less,  the  life  Natu- 
ral, and  this  is  always,  more  or  less,  the  life  Integral. 
Then  comes  the  life  Artificial,  which  is  always,  more  or 
less,  the  life  Fractional.  In  the  life  Natural,  wherein  we 
are  swayed  but  by  our  own  native  impulses  and  desires, 
subservient  only  to  the  great  silent  law  of  Virtue  (which 
has  pervaded  the  universe  since  it  swung  out  of  chaos),  a 
man  is  of  worth  from  what  he  is  in  himself — Newton  was 
as  worthy  before  the  apple  fell  from  the  tree  as  when  all 
Europe  applauded  the  discoverer  of  the  Prindple  of  Gravity. 
But  in  the  life  Artificial  we  are  only  worth  inasmuch  as  we 
affect  others.  And,  relative  to  that  life,  Newton  rose  in 
value  more  than  a  million  per  cent,  when  down  fell  the 
apple  from  which,  ultimately,  sprang  up  his  discovery.  In 
order  to  keep  civilisation  going,  and  spread  over  the  world 
the  light  of  human  intellect,  we  have  certain  desires  within 
us,  ever  swelling  beyond  the  ease  and  independence  which 
belong  to  us  as  integrals.  Cold  man  as  Newton  might  be 
(he  once  took  a  lady's  hand  in  his  own,  Kitty,  and  used 
her  forefinger  for  his  tobacco-stopper; — great  philosopher!), 
cold  as  he  might  be,  he  was  yet  moved  into  giving  his  dis- 
coveries to  the  world,  and  that  from  motives  very  little 
differing  in  their  quality  from  the  motives  that  make  Dr. 
Squills  communicate  articles  to  the  Phrenological  Journal 
upon  the  skulls  of  Bushmen  and  wombats.  For  it  is  the 
property  of  light  to  travel.  When  a  man  has  light  in  him, 
forth  it  must  go.     But  the  first  passage  of  genius  from  its 
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integral  state  (in  which  it  has  been  reposing  on  its  own 
wealth)  into  the  fractional,  is  usually  through  a  hartl  and 
vulgar  pathway.     It  leaves  behind  it  the  reveries  of  soli- 
tude, that  self -contemplating  rest  which  may  be  called  the 
Visionary,  and  enters  suddenly  into  the  state  that  may  be 
called  the  Positive  and  Actual.     There,  it  sees  the  opera- 
tions of  money  on  the  outer  life — sees  all  the  ruder  and 
commoner  springs  of  action — sees  ambition  without  noble- 
ness— love  without  romance — is  bustled  about,  and  ordereil, 
and  trampled,  and  cowed — in  short,  it  passes  an  appren- 
ticeship with  some  Richard  Avenel,  and  does  not  detect 
what  good  and  what  grandeur,  what  addition  even  to  the 
true  poetry  of  the  social  universe,  fractional  existences  like 
Richard  AvenePs  bestow;  for  the  pillars  that  support  so- 
ciety are  like  those  of  the  Court  of  the  Hebrew  Tabernacle — 
they  are   of  brass,  it  is  true,  but  they  are  filleted  with 
silver.     From  such  intermediate  state  Genius  is  expel leil 
and  driven  on  its  way,  and  would  have  been  so  in  this  case 
had  Mrs.  Fairfield  (who  is  but  the  representative  of  the 
homely  natural*  affections,  strongest  ever  in  true  genius — 
for  light  is  warm)  never  crushed  Mr.  AvenePs  moss-rose  on 
her  sisterly  bosom.     Now,  forth  from  this  passage  and 
defile  of  transition  into  the  larger  world,  must  Genius  go 
on,  working  out  its  natural  destiny  amidst  things  and  forms 
the  most  artificial.     Passions  that  move  and  influence  the 
world  are  at  work  around  it.     Often  lost  sight  of  itself,  its 
very  absence  is  a  silent  contrast  to  the  agencies  present 
Merged   and  vanished  for  a  while  amidst   the  Practical 
World,  yet  we  ourselves  feel  all  the  while  that  it  is  there; 
is  at  work  amidst  the  workings  around  it.     This  practical 
world  that  effaces  it  rose  out  of  some  genius  that  has  gone 
before ;  and  so  each  man  of  genius,  though  we  never  come 
across  him,  and  as  operations  proceed,  in   places  remote 
from  our  thoroughfares,   is  yet  influencing  the  practical 
world  that  ignores  him,  for  ever  and  ever.     That  is  genius  ! 
We  can't  describe  it  in  books — we  can  only  hint  and  sug- 
gest it,  by  the  accessories  which  we  artfully  heap  about  it. 
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The  entrance  of  a  true  Probationer  into  the  terrible  ordeal 
of  Practical  Life  is  like  that  into  the  miraculous  cavern,  by 
which,  legends  informs  us,  St.  Patrick  converted  Ireland." 
Blanche. — "  What  is  that  legend?  I  never  heard  of  it." 
Mb.  Caxton. — "  My  dear,  you  will  find  it  in  a  thin  folio 
at  the  right  on  entering  my  study,  written  by  Thomas  Mes- 
singham,  and  called  'Florilegium  InsulsB  Sanctorum,'  &c. 
The  account  therein  is  confirmed  by  the  relation  of  an 
honest  soldier,  one  Louis  Ennius,  who  had  actually  entered 
the  cavern.  In  short,  the  truth  of  the  legend  is  undeni- 
able, unless  you  mean  to  say,  which  I  can't  for  a  moment 
suppose,  that  Louis  Ennius  was  a  liar.  Thus  it  runs :  St. 
Patrick,  finding  that  the  Irish  pagans  were  incredulous  as 
to  his  pathetic  assurances  of  the  pains  and  torments  des- 
tined to  those  who  did  not  expiate  their  sins  in  this  world, 
prayed  for  a  miracle  to  convince  them.  His  prayer  was 
heard ;  and  a  certain  cavern,  so  small  that  a  man  could  not 
stand  up  therein  at  his  ease,  was  suddenly  converted  into 
a  Purgatory,  comprehendiug  tortures  sufficient  to  convince 
the  most  incredulous.  One  unacquainted  with  human  na- 
ture might  conjecture  that  few  would  be  disposed  to  ven- 
ture voluntarily  into  such  a  place; — on  the  contrary,  pil- 
grims came  in  crowds.  Now,  all  who  entered  for  vain 
curiosity,  or  with  souls  unprepared,  perished  miserably; 
but  those  who  entered  with  deep  and  earnest  faith,  con- 
scious of  their  faults,  and  if  bold,  yet  humble,  not  only 
came  out  safe  and  sound,  but  purified,  as  if  from  the  waters 
of  a  second  baptism.  See  Savage  and  Johnson  at  night  in 
Fleet  Street; — and  who  shall  doubt  the  truth  of  St.  Pat- 
rick's Purgatory!"  Therewith  my  father  sighed — closed 
his  Lucian,  which  had  lain  open  on  the  table,  and  would 
read  none  but  "  good  books  "  for  the  rest  of  the  evening. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Ox  their  escape  from  the  prison  to  which  Mr.  Avenel 
had  condemned  them,  Leonard  and  his  mother  found  their 
way  to  a  small  public-house  that  lay  at  a  little  distance 
from  the  town,  and  on  the  outskirts  of  the  high-road. 
With  his  arm  round  his  mother's  waist,  Leonard  supported 
her  steps,  and  soothed  her  excitement.  In  fact,  the  poor 
woman's  nerves  were  greatly  shaken,  and  she  felt  an  un- 
easy remorse  at  the  injury  her  intrusion  had  inflicted  on 
the  young  man's  worldly  prospects.  As  the  shrewd  reader 
has  guessed  already,  that  infamous  Tinker  was  the  prime 
agent  of  evil  in  this  critical  turn  in  the  affairs  of  his  quon- 
dam customer.  For,  on  his  return  to  his  haunts  around 
Hazeldean  and  the  Casino,  the  Tinker  had  hastened  to 
apprise  Mrs.  Fairfield  of  his  interview  with  Leonard,  and, 
on  finding  that  she  was  not  aware  that  the  boy  was  imder 
the  roof  of  his  uncle,  the  pestilent  vagabond  (perhaps  from 
spite  against  Mr.  Avenel,  or  perhaps  from  that  pure  love 
of  mischief  by  which  metaphysical  critics  explain  the  char- 
acter of  lago,  and  which  certainly  formed  a  main  element 
in  the  idiosyncrasy  of  Mr.  Sprott)  had  so  impressed  on  the 
widow's  mind  the  haughty  demeanour  of  the  uncle,  and  the 
refined  costume  of  the  nephew,  that  Mrs.  Fairfield  had 
been  seized  with  a  bitter  and  insupportable  jealousy.  There 
was  an  intention  to  rob  her  of  her  boy ! — he  was  to  be  made 
too  fine  for  her.  His  silence  was  now  accounted  for.  This 
sort  of  jealousy,  always  more  or  less  a  feminine  quality,  is 
often  very  strong  amongst  the  poor;  and  it  was  the  more 
strong  in  Mrs.  Fairfield,  because,  lone  woman  that  she  was, 
the  boy  was  all  in  all  to  her.  And  though  she  was  recon- 
ciled to  the  loss  of  his  presence,  nothing  could  reconcile  her 
to  the  thought  that  his  affections  should  be  weaned  from 
her.  Moreover,  there  were  in  her  mind  certain  impres- 
sions, of  the  justice  of  which  the  reader  may  better  judge 
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hereafter,  as  to  the  gratitude— more  than  ordinarily  filial — 
which  Leonard  owed  to  her.  In  short,  she  did  not  like,  as 
she  phrased  it,  "to  be  shaken  off:"  and  after  a  sleepless 
night  she  resolved  to  judge  for  herself,  much  moved  thereto 
by  the  malicious  suggestions  lo  that  effect  made  by  Mr. 
Sprott,  who  mightily  enjoyed  the  idea  of  mortifying  the 
gentleman  by  whom  he  had  been  so  disrespectfully  threat- 
ened with  the  treadmill.  The  widow  felt  angry  with  Par- 
son Dale,  and  with  the  Riccaboecas :  she  thought  they  were 
in  the  plot  against  her;  she  communicated,  therefore,  her 
intentions  to  none — and  off  she  set,  performing  the  journey 
partly  on  the  top  of  the  coach,  partly  on  foot.  No  wonder 
that  she  was  dusty,  poor  woman. 

"And,  oh,  boy!"  said  she,  half  sobbing,  "when  I  got 
through  the  lodge-gates,  came  on  the  lawn,  and  saw  all 
that  power  o'  fine  folk — I  said  to  myself,  says  I — (for  I 
felt  fritted) — I'll  just  have  a  look  at  him  and  go  back. 
But  ah,  Lenny,  when  I  saw  thee,  looking  so  handsome — 
and  when  thee  turned  and  cried  *  Mother,'  my  heart  was 
just  ready  to  leap  out  o'  my  mouth — and  so  I  could  not 
help  hugging  thee,  if  I  had  died  for  it.  And  thou  wert  so 
kind  that  I  forgot  all  Mr.  Sprott  had  said  about  Dick's 
pride,  or  thought  he  had  just  told  a  fib  about  that,  as  he 
had  wanted  me  to  believe  a  fib  about  thee.  Then  Dick 
came  up — and  I  had  not  seen  him  for  so  many  years — and 

we  come  o'  the  same  father  and  mother ;  and  so — and  so " 

The  widow' s  sobs  here  fairly  choked  her.  "  Ah, "  she  said, 
after  giving  vent  to  her  passion,  and  throwing  her  arms 
round  Leonard's  neck,  as  they  sat  in  the  little  sanded  par- 
lour of  the  public-house — "Ah,  and  I've  brought  thee  to 
this.     Go  back;  go  back,  boy,  and  never  mind  me." 

With  some  difficulty  Leonard  pacified  poor  Mrs.  Fair- 
field, and  got  her  to  retire  to  bed;  for  she  was,  indeed, 
thoroughly  exhausted.  He  then  stepped  forth  into  the 
road,  musingly.  All  the  stars  were  out;  and  Youth,  in  its 
troubles,  instinctively  looks  up  to  the  stars.  Folding  his 
arms,  Leonard  gazed  on  the  heavens,  and  his  lips  murmured. 


14  MY  NOVEL; 

From  this  trance,  for  so  it  might  be  called,  he  was 
awakened  by  a  voice  in  a  decidedly  London  accent;  and, 
turning  hastily  round,  saw  Mr.  Avenel's  very  gentleman- 
like butler.  Leonard's  first  idea  was  that  his  uncle  had 
repented,  and  sent  in  search  of  him.  But  the  butler 
seemed  as  much  surprised  at  the  rencofUre  as  himself :  that 
personage,  indeed,  the  fatigues  of  the  day  being  over,  was 
accompanying  one  of  Mr.  Gunter's  waiters  to  the  public- 
house  (at  which  the  latter  had  secured  his  lodging),  having 
discovered  an  old  friend  in  the  waiter,  and  proposing  to  re- 
gale himself  with  a  cheerful  glass,  and — (that  of  course) — 
abuse  of  his  present  sittVation. 

"Mr.  Fairfield!"  exclaimed  the  butler,  while  the  waiter 
walked  discreetly  on. 

Leonard  looked,  and  said  nothing.  The  butler  began  to 
think  that  some  apology  was  due  for  leaving  his  plate  and 
his  pantry,  and  that  he  might  as  well  secure  Leonard's 
propitiatory  influence  with  his  master. 

"Please,  sir,"  said  he,  touching  his  hat,  "I  was  just 
a-showing  Mr.  Giles  the  way  to  the  Blue  Bells,  where  he 
puts  up  for  the  night.  I  hope  my  master  will  not  be  of- 
fended. If  you  are  a-going  back,  sir,  would  you  kindly 
mention  it?" 

"I  am  not  going  back,  Jarvis,"  answered  Leonard,  after 
a  pause:  "I  am  leaving  Mr.  Avenel's  house,  to  accompany 
my  mother:  rather  suddenly.  I  should  be  very  much 
obliged  to  you  if  you  would  bring  some  things  of  mine  to 
me  at  the  Blue  Bells.  I  will  give  you  the  list^  if  you  will 
step  with  me  to  the  inn." 

Without  waiting  for  a  reply,  Leonard  then  turned  tow- 
ards the  inn,  and  made  his  humble  inventory : — item,  the 
clothes  he  had  brought  with  him  from  the  Casino ;  item, 
the  knapsack  that  had  contained  them ;  item,  a  few  books, 
ditto;  item,  Dr.  Riccabocca's  watch;  item,  sundry  MSS., 
on  which  the  young  student  now  built  all  his  hopes  of 
fame  and  fortune.     This  list  he  put  into  Mr.  Jarvis' s  hatid. 

"  Sir, "  said  the  butler,  twirling  the  paper  between  his 
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finger  and  thumb,  "you're  not  a-going  for  long,  I  hope?" 
and  he  looked  on  the  face  of  the  young  man,  who  had  al- 
ways been  "civil-spoken  to  him,"  with  as  much  curiosity 
and  as  much  compassion  as  so  apathetic  and  princely  a  per- 
onage  could  experience  in  matters  affecting  a  family  less 
aristocratic  than  he  had  hitherto  condescended  to  serve. 

"Yes,"  said  Leonard,  simply  and  briefly;  "and  your 
master  will  no  doubt  excuse  you  for  rendering  me  this 
service." 

Mr.  Jarvis  postponed  for  the  present  his  glass  and  chat 
with  the  waiter  and  went  back  at  once  to  Mr.  Avenel. 
That  gentleman,  still  seated  in  his  library,  had  not  been 
aware  of  the  butler's  absence;  and  when  Mr.  Jarvis  en- 
tered and  told  him  that  he  had  met  Mr.  Fairfield,  and 
communicating  the  commission  with  which  he  was  in- 
trusted, asked  leave  to  execute  it,  Mr.  Avenel  felt  the 
man's  inquisitive  eye  was  on  him,  and  conceived  new  wrath 
against  Leonard  for  a  new  humiliation  to  his  pride.  It 
was  awkward  to  give  no  explanation  of  his  nephew's  de- 
parture, still  more  awkward  to  explain.  After  a  short  pause 
Mr.  Avenel  said,  sullenly,  "  My  nephew  is  going  away  on 
business  for  some  time — do  what  he  tells  you;"  and  then 
turned  his  back,  and  lighted  his  cigar. 

"  That  beast  of  a  boy, "  said  he,  soliloquising,  "  either 
means  this  as  an  affront,  or  an  overture :  if  an  affront,  he 
is,  indeed,  well  got  rid  of ;  if  an  overture,  he  will  soon 
make  a  more  respectful  and  proper  one.  After  all,  I  can't 
have  too  little  of  relations  till  I  have  fairly  secured  Mrs. 
M^Catchley.  An  Honourable!  I  wonder  if  that  makes 
me  an  Honourable  too?  This  cursed  Debrett  contains  no 
practical  information  on  those  points." 

The  next  morning,  the  clothes  and  the  watch  with  which 
Mr.  Avenel  presented  Leonard  were  returned,  with  a  note 
meant  to  express  gratitude,  but  certainly  written  with  very 
little  knowledge  of  the  world ;  and  so  full  of  that  somewhat 
over-resentful  pride  which  had  in  earlier  life  made  Leonard 
fly  from  Hazeldean,  and  refuse  all  apology  to  Eandal,  that 
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it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  Mr.  Avenel's  last  remorse- 
ful feelings  evaporated  in  ire.  "1  hope  he  will  starve!" 
said  the  uncle,  vindictively. 


CHAPTER  III. 


"  Listen  to  me,  my  dear  mother,"  said  Leonard  the  next 
morning,  as,  with  knapsack  on  his  shoulder  and  Mrs.  Fair- 
field on  his  arm,  he  walked  along  the  high-road ;  '*  I  do 
assure  you,  from  my  heart,  that  I  do  not  regret  the  loss  of 
favours  which  I  see  plainly  would  have  crushed  out  of  me 
the  very  sense  of  independence.  But  do  not  fear  for  me ; 
I  have  education  and  energy — I  shall  do  well  for  myself, 
trust  me.  No,  I  cannot,  it  is  true,  go  back  to  our  cottage — 
I  cannot  be  a  gardener  again.  Don't  ask  me — I  should 
be  discontented,  miserable.  But  I  will  go  up  to  London! 
That's  the  place  to  make  a  fortune  and  a  name:  I  will 
make  both.  Oh  yes,  trust  me,  I  will.  You  shall  soon  be 
proud  of  your  Leonard ;  and  then  we  will  always  live  to- 
gether— always !     Don't  cry. " 

"But  what  can  you  do  in  Lunnon — such  a  big  place, 
Lenny?" 

"What!  Every  year  does  not  some  lad  leave  our  vil- 
lage, and  go  and  seek  his  fortune,  taking  with  him  but 
health  and  strong  hands?  I  have  these,  and  I  have  more : 
I  have  brains,  and  thoughts,  and  hopes,  that — again  I  say, 
No,  no — never  fear  for  me!" 

The  boy  threw  back  his  head  proudly;  there  was  some- 
thing sublime  in  his  young  trust  in  the  future. 

"  Well.  But  you  will  write  to  Mr.  Dale,  or  to  me?  I 
will  get  Mr.  Dale  or  the  good  Mounseer  (now  1  know  they 
were  not  agin  me)  to  read  your  letters." 

"I  will,  indeed!" 

"  And,  boy,  you  have  nothing  in  your  pockets.  We  have 
paid  Dick;  these,  at  least,  are  my  own,  after  paying  the 
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coach  fare."  And  she  would  thrust  a  sovereign  and  some 
shillings  into  Leonard's  waistcoat  pocket. 

After  some  resistance,  he  was  forced  to  consent. 

*^  And  there's  a  sixpence  with  a  hole  in  it.  Don't  part 
with  that,  Lenny;  it  will  bring  thee  good  luck." 

Thus  talking,  they  gained  the  inn  where  the  three  roads 
met,  and  from  which  a  coach  went  direct  to  the  Casino. 
And  here,  without  entering  the  inn,  they  sat  on  the  green- 
sward by  the  hedgerow,  waiting  the  arrival  of  the  coach. 
Mrs.  Fairfield  was  much  subdued  in  spirits,  and  there  was 
evidently  on  her  mind  something  uneasy — some  struggle 
with  her  conscience.  She  not  only  upbraided  herself  for 
her  rash  visit,  but  she  kept  talking  of  her  dead  Mark.  And 
what  would  he  say  of  her,  if  he  could  see  her  in  Heaven? 

"It  was  so  selfish  in  me,  Lenny." 

"Pooh,  pooh!     Has  not  a  mother  a  right  to  her  child?" 

"Ay,  ay,  ay!"  cried  Mrs.  Fairfield.  "I  do  love  you  as 
a  child — my  own  child.  But  if  I  was  not  your  mother, 
after  all,  Lenny,  and  cost  you  all  this — oh,  what  would  you 
say  of  me  then?" 

"Not  my  own  mother!"  said  Leonard,  laughing  as  he 
kissed  her.  "Well,  I  don't  know  what  I  should  say  then 
differently  from  what  I  say  now — that  you,  who  brought 
me  up  and  nursed  and  cherished  me,  had  a  right  to  my 
home  and  my  heart,  wherever  I  was." 

"Bless  thee!"  cried  Mrs.  Fairfield,  as  she  pressed  him 
to  her  heart.  "  But  it  weighs  here — it  weighs, "  she  said, 
starting  up. 

At  that  instant  the  coach  appeared,  and  Leonard  ran 
forward  to  inquire  if  there  was  an  outside  place.  Then 
there  was  a  short  bustle  while  the  horses  were  being 
changed ;  and  Mrs.  Fairfield  was  lifted  up  to  the  roof  of 
the  vehicle.  So  all  farther  private  conversation  between 
her  and  Leonard  ceased.  But  as  the  coach  whirled  away, 
and  she  waved  her  hand  to  the  boy,  who  stood  on  the  road- 
side gazing  after  her,  she  still  murmured,  "  It  weighs  her( 

it  weighs!" 
2—2 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Leonard  walked  sturdily  on  in  the  high-road  to  the 
Great  City.  The  day  was  calm  and  sunlit,  but  with  a 
gentle  breeze  from  grey  hills  at  the  distance;  and  with 
each  mile  that  he  passed,  his  step  seemed  to  grow  more 
firm,  and  his  front  more  elate.  Oh !  it  is  such  joy  in  youth 
to  be  alone  with  one's  day-dreams!  And  youth  feels  so 
glorious  a  vigour  in  the  sense  of  its  own  strength,  though 
the  world  be  before  and — against  it!  Removed  from  that 
chilling  counting-house — from  the  imperious  will  of  a  pa- 
tron and  master — all  friendless,  but  all  independent — the 
young  adventurer  felt  a  new  being — felt  his  grand  nature 
as  Man.  And  on  the  Man  rushed  the  genius  long  inter- 
dicted and  thrust  aside — rushing  back,  with  the  first  breath 
of  adversity,  to  console — no!  the  Man  needed  not  consola- 
tion, — to  kindle,  to  animate,  to  rejoice !  If  there  is  a  being 
in  the  world  worthy  of  our  envy,  after  we  have  grown  wise 
philosophers  of  the  fireside,  it  is  not  the  palled  voluptuary, 
nor  the  careworn  statesman,  nor  even  the  great  prince  of 
arts  and  letters,  already  crowned  with  the  laurel,  whose 
leaves  are  as  fit  for  poison  as  for  garlands;  it  is  the  young 
child  of  adventure  and  hope.  Ay,  and  the  emptier  his 
purse,  ten  to  one  but  the  richer  his  heart,  and  the  wiser 
the  domains  which  his  fancy  enjoys  as  he  goes  on  with 
kingly  step  to  the  Future. 

Not  till  towards  the  evening  did  our  adventurer  slacken 
his  pace  and  think  of  rest  and  refreshment.  There,  then, 
lay  before  him  on  either  side  the  road,  those  wide  patches 
of  uninclosed  land  which  in  England  often  denote  the  en- 
trance to  a  village.  Presently  one  or  two  neat  cottages 
came  in  sight — then  a  small  farm-house,  with  its  yard  and 
barns.  And  some  way  farther  yet,  he  saw  the  sign  swing- 
ing before  an  inn  of  some  pretensions — the  sort  of  inn  often 
found  on  a  long  stage  between  two  great  towns  commonly 
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called  "The  Half-way  House."  But  the  inn  stood  back 
from  the  road,  having  its  own  separate  sward  in  front, 
whereon  was  a  great  beech -tree  (from  which  the  sign  ex- 
tended) and  a  rustic  arbour — so  that,  to  gain  the  inn,  the 
coaches  that  stopped  there  took  a  sweep  from  the  main 
thoroughfare.  Between  our  pedestrian  and  the  inn  there 
stood,  naked  and  alone,  on  the  common  land,  a  church; 
our  ancestors  never  would  have  chosen  that  site  for  it; 
therefore  it  was  a  modern  church — modern  gothic — hand- 
some to  an  eye  not  versed  in  the  attributes  of  ecclesiastical 
architecture — very  barbarous  to  an  eye  that  was.  Some- 
how or  other  the  church  looked  cold  and  raw  and  uninvit- 
ing. It  looked  a  church  for  show — much  too  big  for  the 
scattered  hamlet— and  void  of  all  the  venerable  associa- 
tions which  give  their  peculiar  and  unspeakable  atmosphere 
of  piety  to  the  churches  in  which  succeeding  generations 
have  knelt  and  worshipped.  Leonard  paused  and  surveyed 
the  edifice  with  an  unlearned  but  poetical  gaze — it  dissatis- 
fied him.  And  he  was  yet  pondering  why,  when  a  young 
girl  passed  slowly  before  him,  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground, 
opened  the  little  gate  that  led  into  the  churchyard,  and 
vanished.  He  did  not  see  the  child's  face;  but  there  was 
something  in  her  movements  so  utterly  listless,  forlorn, 
and  sad,  that  his  heart  was  touched.  What  did  she  there? 
He  approached  the  low  wall  with  a  noiseless  step,  and 
looked  over  it  wistfully. 

There  by  a  grave,  evidently  quite  recent,  with  no  wooden 
tomb  nor  tombstone  like  the  rest,  the  little  girl  had  thrown 
herself,  and  she  was  sobbing  loud  and  passionately.  Leon- 
ard opened  the  gate,  and  approached  her  with  a  soft  step. 
Mingled  with  her  sobs,  he  heard  broken  sentences,  wild 
and  vain,  as  all  human  sorrowings  over  graves  must  be. 

"Father — oh,  father,  do  you  not  really  hear  me?  I  am 
so  lone — so  lone!  Take  me  to  you — take  me!"  And  she 
biu-ied  her  face  in  the  deep  grass. 

"Poor  child!"  said  Leonard,  in  a  half  Whisper — "he  is 
not  there.     Look  above!" 
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The  girl  did  not  heed  him — he  put  his  arm  round  her 
waist  gently — she  made  a  gesture  of  impatience  and  anger 
but  she  would  not  turn  her  face — and  she  clung  to  the 
grave  with  her  hands. 

After  clear  sunny  days  the  dews  fall  more  heavily;  and 
now,  as  the  sun  set^  the  herbage  was  bathed  in  a  vaporous 
haze — a  dim  mist  rose  around.  The  young  man  seated  him- 
self beside  her,  and  tried  to  draw  the  child  to  his  breast. 
Then  she  turned  eagerly,  indignantly,  and  pushed  him 
aside  with  jealous  arms.  He  profaned  the  grave!  He 
understood  her  with  his  deep  poet-heart  and  rose.  There 
was  a  pause. 

Leonard  was  the  first  to  break  it. 

"Come  to  your  home  with  me,  my  child,  and  we  will 
talk  of  him  by  the  way." 

"Him!  Who  are  you?  You  did  not  know  him!" — . 
said  the  girl,  still  with  anger.  "Go  away — why  do  you 
disturb  me?    I  do  no  one  harm.     Go — go!" 

"  You  do  yourself  harm,  and  that  will  grieve  him  if  he 
sees  you  yonder !     Come!" 

The  child  looked  at  him  through  her  blinding  tears,  and 
his  face  softened  and  soothed  her. 

"Go!"  she  said,  very  plaintively,  and  in  subdued  ac- 
cents. "I  will  but  stay  a  minute  more.  I — I  have  so 
much  to  say  yet." 

Leonard  left  the  churchyard,  and  waited  without;  and 
in  a  short  time  the  child  came  forth,  waved  him  aside  as 
he  approached  her,  and  hurried  away.  He  followed  her  at 
a  distance,  and  saw  her  disappear  within  the  inn. 


CHAPTER  V. 


"  Hip — Hip — Hurrah !"  Such  was  the  sound  that  greeted 
our  young  traveler  as  he  reached  the  inn  door — a  sound 
joyous  in  itself,  but  sadly  out  of  harmony  with  the  feelings 
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which  the  child  sobbing  on  the  tombless  grave  had  left  at 
his  heart.  The  sound  came  from  within,  and  was  followed 
by  thumps  and  stamps,  and  the  jingle  of  glasses.  A  strong 
odour  of  tobacco  was  wafted  to  his  olfactory  sense.  He 
hesitated  a  moment  at  the  threshold. 

Before  him,  on  benches  under  the  beech-tree  and  within 
the  arbour,  were  grouped  sundry  athletic  forms  with  "  pipes 
in  the  liberal  air." 

The  landlady,  as  she  passed  across  the  passage  to  the 
tap-room,  caught  sight  of  his  form  at  the  doorway,  and 
came  forward.  Leonard  still  stood  irresolute.  He  would 
have  gone  on  his  way,  but  for  the  child :  she  had  interested 
him  strongly. 

"You  seem  full,  ma'am,"  said  he.  "Can  I  have  accom- 
modation for  the  night?" 

"Why,  indeed,'  sir,"  said  the  landlady,  civilly,  "I  can 
give  you  a  bedroom,  but  I  don't  know  where  to  put  you 
meanwhile.  The  two  parlours  and  the  tap-room  and  the 
kitchen  are  all  choke-full.  There  has  been  a  great  cattle 
fair  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  I  suppose  we  have  as  many 
as  fifty  farmers  and  drovers  stopping  here." 

"  As  to  that,  ma'am,  I  can  sit  in  the  bedroom  you  are 
kind  enough  to  give  me ;  and  if  it  does  not  cause  you  much 
trouble  to  let  me  have  some  tea  there,  I  should  be  glad ; 
but  I  can  wait  your  leisure.  Do  not  put  yourself  out  of 
the  way  for  me." 

The  landlady  was  touched  by  a  consideration  she  was 
not  much  habituated  to  receive  from  her  bluff  customers. 

"  You  speak  very  handsome,  sir,  and  we  will  do  our  best 
to  serve  you,  if  you  will  excuse  all  faults.  This  way, 
sir. " 

Leonard  lowered  his  knapsack,  stepped  into  the  passage, 
with  some  difficulty  forced  his  way  through  a  knot  of  sturdy 
giants  in  top-boots  or  leathern  gaiters,  who  were  swarming 
in  and  out  the  tap-room,  and  followed  his  hostess  up-stairs 
to  a  little  bedroom  at  the  top  of  the  house. 

"It  is  small,  sir,  and  high,"  said  the  hostess,  apologeti- 
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cally.  *'  But  there  be  four  gentlemen  fanners  that  have 
come  a  great  distance,  and  all  the  first  Hoor  is  engaged; 
you  will  be  more  out  of  the  noise  here. " 

"Nothing  can  suit  me  better.  But,  stay — i>ardon  me;" 
and  Leonard,  glancing  at  the  garb  of  the  hostesH,  observed 
she  was  not  in  mourning.  '*  A  little  girl  whom  I  saw  in 
the  churchyard  yonder,  weeping  very  bitterly — is  she  a  re- 
lation of  yours?  Poor  child!  she  seems  to  have  deeper 
feelings  than  are  common  at  her  age." 

"Ah,  sir,"  said  the  landlady,  putting  the  corner  of  her 
apron  to  her  eyes,  "  it  is  a  very  sad  story — 1  don't  know 
what  to  do.  Her  father  was  taken  ill  on  his  way  to  Lun- 
non,  and  stopped  here  and  has  been  buried  four  days.  And 
the  poor  little  girl  seems  to  have  no  relations — and  where 
is  she  to  go?  Laryer  Jones  says  we  must  pass  her  to 
Mary  bone  parish,  where  her  father  lived  last;  and  what's 
to  become  of  her  then?  My  heart  bleeds  to  think  on  it" 
Here  there  rose  such  an  uproar  from  below,  that  it  was 
evident  some  quai'rel  had  broken  out;  and  the  hostess,  re- 
called to  her  duties,  hastened  to  carry  thither  her  propiti- 
atory influences. 

Leonard  seated  himself  pensively  by  the  little  lattice. 
Here  was  some  one  more  alone  in  the  world  than  he.  And 
she,  poor  orphan,  had  no  stout  man's  heart  to  grapple  with 
fate,  and  no  golden  manuscripts  that  were  to  be  as  the 
"  Open-Sesame  "  to  the  treasures  of  Aladdin.  By  and  by, 
the  hostess  brought  him  up  a  tray  with  tea  and  other  re- 
freshments, and  Leonard  resumed  his  inquiries.  "  No  rela- 
tives?" said  he;  "  surely  the  child  must  have  some  kinsfolk 
in  London?  Did  her  father  leave  no  directions,  or  was  he 
in  possession  of  his  faculties?" 

"Yes,  sir;  he  was  quite  reasonable  like  to  the  last. 
And  I  asked  him  if  he  had  not  anything  on  his  mind,  and 
he  said,  *I  have.'  And  I  said,  *Your  little  girl,  sir?'  And 
he  answered  me,  *  Yes,  ma'am;'  and  laying  his  head  on  his 
pillow,  he  wept  very  quietly.  I  could  not  say  more  my- 
self, for  it  set  me  off  to  see  him  cry  so  meekly;  but  my 
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husband  is  harder  nor  I,  and  he  said,  *  Cheer  up,  Mr. 
Digby ;  had  not  you  better  write  to  your  friends?' 

"* Friends!'  said  the  gentleman,  in  such  a  voice! 
*  Friends!  I  have  but  one,  and  I  am  going  to  Him!  I 
cannot  take  her  there!'  Then  he  seemed  suddenly  to  rec- 
ollect himself,  and  called  for  his  clothes,  and  rummaged  in 
the  pockets  as  if  looking  for  some  address,  and  could  not 
find  it.  He  seemed  a  forgetful  kind  of  gentleman,  and  his 
hands  were  what  I  call  helpless  hands,  sir !  And  then  he 
gasped  out,  'Stop — stop!     I  never  had  the  address.    Write 

to  Lord  Les ,'  something   like  Lord  Lester — but  we 

could  not  make  out  the  name.  Indeed  he  did  not  finish 
it,  for  there  was  a  rush  of  blood  to  his  lips ;  and  though 
he  seemed  sensible  when  he  recovered  (and  knew  us  and 
his  little  girl  too,  till  he  went  off  smiling),  he  never  spoke 
word  more." 

"Poor  man,"  said  Leonard,  wiping  his  eyes.  "But  his 
little  girl  surely  remembers  the  name  that  he  did  iiot 
finish?" 

"  No.  She  says  he  must  have  meant  a  gentleman  whom 
they  had  met  in  the  Park  not  long  ago,  who  was  very  kind 
to  her  father,  and  was  Lord  something ;  but  she  don't  re- 
member the  name,  for  she  never  saw  him  before  or  since, 
and  her  father  talked  very  little  about  any  one  lately,  but 
thought  he  should  find  some  kind  friends  at  Screwstown, 
and  travelled  down  there  with  her  from  Lunnon.  But  she 
supposes  he  was  disappointed,  for  he  went  out,  came  back, 
and  merely  told  her  to  put  up  the  things,  as  they  must  go 
back  to  Lunnon.  And  on  his  way  there  he — died.  Hush, 
what's  that?  I  hope  she  did  not  overhear  us.  No,  we 
were  talking  low.  She  has  the  next  room  to  your'n,  sir. 
I  thought  I  heard  her  sobbing.     Hush!" 

"In  the  next  room?  I  hear  nothing.  Well,  with  your 
leave,  I  will  speak  to  her  before  I  quit  you.  And  had  her 
father  no  money  with  him?" 

"  Yes,  a  few  sovereigns,  sir ;  they  paid  for  his  funeral, 
and  there  is  a  little  left  still — enough  to  take  her  to  town  5 
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for  my  husl)aiul  said,  says  lit',  'Hannah,  tiio  widow  ya re 
her  mite,  and  we  must  nut  fakf  the  orphairs;'  and  my  hus- 
band is  a  hanl  man,  too,  sir — bless  him!" 

**  Let  me  take  your  hand,  ma'am.  God  n^ward  you 
both." 

**La,  sir — why,  even  IXoetor  Dosewell  said,  rather 
grumpily  though,  'Never  mind  my  bill;  but  don't  call  me 
up  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  again,  without  knowing 
a  little  more  about  people.'  And  I  never  afore  knew  Dr. 
Dosewell  go  without  his  bill  being  i>iii<l.  He  said  it  was  a 
trick  o'  the  other  Doctor  to  spite  him." 

"What  other  Doctor?" 

"  Oh,  a  very  gootl  gentleman,  who  got  out  with  Mr.  Digby 
when  he  was  taken  ill,  and  stayed  till  the  next  morning; 
and  our  Doctor  says  his  name  is  Morg<'in,  and  he  lives  in — 
Lunnon,  and  is  a  homy — something. " 

"Homicide,"  suggested  Leonard,  ignorantly. 

"  Ah — homicide ;  something  like  that,  only  a  deal  longer 
and  worse.  But  he  left  some  of  the  tiniest  little  balls  you 
ever  see,  sir,  to  give  the  child;  but,  bless  you,  they  did  her 
no  good — how  should  they  ?" 

"Tiny  balls,  oh — homoeopathist— I  understand.  And 
the  Doctor  was  kind  to  her;  perhaps  he  may  help  her. 
Have  you  written  to  him?" 

"  But  we  don't  know  his  address,  and  Lunnon  is  a  vast 
place,  sir." 

"  I  am  going  to  London  and  will  find  it  out." 

"Ah,  sir,  you  seem  very  kind;  and  sin'  she  must  go  to 
Lunnon  (for  what  can  we  do  with  her  here? — she's  too 
genteel  for  service),  I  wish  she  was  going  with  you." 

"With  me  I"  said  Leonard,  startled — "with  me!  Well, 
why  not?" 

"  I  am  sure  she  comes  of  good  blooil,  sir.  You  would 
have  known  her  father  was  quite  the  gentleman,  only  to 
see  him  die,  sir.  He  went  oif  so  kind  and  civil  like,  as  if 
he  was  ashamed  to  give  so  much  trouble — quite  a  gentle- 
man, if  ever  there  was   one.     And  so  are  you,  sir,  I'm 
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sure,"  said  the  landlady,  curtseying;  "I  know  what  gentle- 
folk be.  I^ve  been  a  housekeeper  in  the  first  of  families  in 
this  very  shire,  sir,  though  I  can't  say  I've  served  in  Lun- 
non ;  and  so,  as  gentlefolks  know  each  other,  I'  ve  no  doubt 
you  could  find  out  her  relations.  Dear — dear!  Coming, 
coming!" 

Here  there  were  loud  cries  for  the  hostess,  and  she  hur- 
ried away.  The  farmers  and  drovers  were  beginning  to 
depart,  and  their  bills  were  to  be  made  out  and  paid. 
Leonard  saw  his  hostess  no  more  that  night.  The  last 
Hip — hip — hurrah  was  heard;  some  toast,  perhaps  to  the 
health  of  the  county  members ; — and  the  chamber  of  woe, 
beside  Leonard's,  rattled  with  the  shout.  By  and  by,  si- 
lence gradually  succeeded  the  various  dissonant  sounds  be- 
low. The  carts  and  gigs  rolled  away ;  the  clatter  of  hoofs 
on  the  road  ceased :  there  was  then  a  dumb  dull  sound  as 
of  locking-up,  and  low,  humming  voices  below,  and  foot- 
steps mounting  the  stairs  to  bed,  with  now  and  then  a 
drunken  hiccup  or  maudlin  laugh,  as  some  conquered  votary 
of  Bacchus  was  fairly  carried  up  to  his  domicile. 

All,  then,  at  last,  was  silent,  just  as  the  clock  from  the 
church  sounded  the  stroke  of  eleven. 

Leonard,  meanwhile,  had  been  looking  over  his  MSS. 
There  was  first  a  project  for  an  improvement  on  the  steam- 
engine — a  project  that  had  long  lain  in  his  mind,  begun 
with  the  first  knowledge  of  mechanics  that  he  had  gleaned 
from  his  purchases  of  the  Tinker.  He  put  that  aside  now — 
it  required  too  great  an  effort  of  the  reasoning  faculty  to 
re-examine. 

He  glanced  less  hastily  over  a  collection  of  essays  on 
various  subjects — some  that  he  thought  indifferent,  some 
that  he  thought  good.  He  then  lingered  over  a  collection 
of  verses  written  in  his  best  hand  with  loving  care — verses 
first  inspired  by  his  perusal  of  Nora's  melancholy  memo- 
rials. These  verses  were  as-  a  diary  of  his  heart  and  his 
fancy — those  deep,  unwitnessed  struggles  which  the  boy- 
hood of  all  more  thoughtful  natures  has  passed  in  its  bright 


26  MY  NOVKL; 

yet  murky  storm  of  the  i*loud  and  the  lightning-flash — 
though  but  few  boys  |)ause  to  roeonl  the  crisis  from  which 
slowly  emerges  Man.  And  these  first  desultory  grapplings 
with  the  fugitive  airy  images  that  flit  through  the  dim 
chambers  of  the  brain  had  become  with  <*ach  effort  more 
sustained  and  vigorous,  till  the  phantoms  were  spelled,  the 
flying  ones  arrested,  the  InnuaU*rial  seiztnl,  and  clothed 
with  Form.  Gazing  on  his  last  effort,  Leonard  felt  that 
there  at  length  spoke  forth  the  i)oet.  It  was  a  work  which, 
though  as  yet  but  half  completed,  came  from  a  strong 
hand;  not  that  shadow  trembling  on  unstea^ly  waters, 
which  is  but  the  pale  reflex  and  imitation  of  some  bright 
mind,  sphered  out  of  reach  and  afar,  but  an  original  sub- 
stance— a  life — a  thing  of  the  Cn'utire  Faculty — breathing 
back  already  the  breath  it  had  rei*eived.  This  work  had 
paused  during  Leonard's  renidence  with  Mr.  Avenel,  or 
had  only  now  and  then,  in  stc^alth,  and  at  night,  received 
a  rare  touch.  Now,  as  with  fresh  eye,  he  rei^erused  it; 
and  with  that  strange,  innocent  admiration,  not  of  self — 
for  a  man's  work  is  not,  alas!  himself — it  is  the  beautified 
and  idealised  essence,  extracteil  he  knows  not  how  from  his 
own  human  elements  of  clay — admiration  known  but  to 
poets — their  purest  delight,  often  their  sole  reward.  And 
then  with  a  warmer  and  more  earthly  beat  of  his  full  heart, 
he  rushed  in  fancy  to  the  Great  City  where  all  rivers  of 
fame  meet,  but  not  to  be  merged  and  lost — sallying  forth 
again,  individualised  and  separate,  to  flow  through  that  one 
vast  Thought  of  God  which  we  call  Thk  World. 

He  put  up  his  papers;  and  opened  his  window,  as  was 
his  ordinary  custom,  before  he  retired  to  rest — for  he  had 
many  odd  habits;  and  he  loved  to  look  out  into  the  night 
when  he  prayed.  His  soul  seemed  to  escape  from  the 
body — to  mount  on  the  air — to  gain  more  rai)id  access  to 
the  far  Throne  in  the  Infinite — when  his  breath  went  forth 
among  the  winds,  and  his  eyes  rested  fixed  on  the  stars  of 
heaven. 

So  the  boy  prayed  silently;  and  after  his  prayer  he  was 
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about,  lingeringly,  to  close  the  lattice,  when  he  heard  dis- 
tinctly sobs  close  at  hand.  He  paused,  and  held  his  breath; 
then  looked  gently  out;  the  casement  next  his  own  was 
also  open.  Some  one  was  also  at  watch  by  that  casement — 
perhaps  also  praying.  He  listened  yet  more  intently,  and 
caught,  soft  and  low,  the  words,  "  Father — father — do  you 
hear  me  noio  .^" 


CHAPTER  VI. 


Leonard  opened  his  door  and  stole  towards  that  of  the 
room  adjoining;  for  his  first  natural  impulse  had  been  to 
enter  and  console.  But  when  his  touch  was  on  the  handle, 
he  drew  back.  Child  though  the  mourner  was,  her  sor- 
rows were  rendered  yet  more  sacred  from  intrusion  by  her 
sex.  Something,  he  kuew  not  what,  in  his  young  igno- 
rance, withheld  him  from  the  threshold.  To  have  crossed 
it  then  would  have  seemed  to  him  profanation.  So  he  re- 
turned, and  for  hours  yet  he  occasionally  heard  the  sobs, 
till  they  died  away,  and  childhood  wept  itself  to  sleep. 

But  the  next  morning,  when  he  heard  his  neighbour 
astir,  he  knocked  gently  at  her  door :  there  was  no  answer. 
He  entered  softly,  and  saw  her  seated  very  listlessly  in  the 
centre  of  the  room — as  if  it  had  no  familiar  nook  or  corner 
as  the  rooms  of  home  have — her  hands  drooping  on  her 
lap,  and  her  eyes  gazing  desolately  on  the  floor.  Then  he 
approached  and  spoke  to  her. 

Helen  was  very  subdued,  and  very  silent.  Her  tears 
seemed  dried  up ;  and  it  was  long  before  she  gave  sign  or 
token  that  she  heeded  him.  At  length,  however,  he  gradu- 
ally succeeded  in  rousing  her  interest;  and  the  first  symp- 
tom of  his  success  was  in  the  quiver  of  her  lip,  and  the 
overflow  of  her  downcast  eyes. 

By  little  and  little  he  wormed  himself  into  her  confi- 
dence; and  she  told  him  in  broken  whispers  her  simple 
story.     But  what  moved  him  the  most  was,  that,  beyond 
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her  sense  of  loneliness,  she  did  not  seem  to  feel  her  own 
unprotected  state.  She  mourned  the  object  she  had  nursed, 
and  heeded,  and  cherished,  for  she  had  been  rather  the 
protectress  than  the  protected  to  the  helpless  dead.  He 
could  not  gain  from  her  any  more  satisfactory  information 
than  the  landlady  had  already  imparted,  as  to  her  friends 
and  prospects;  but  she  permitted  him  passively  to  look 
among  the  effects  her  father  had  left — save  only  that,  if 
his  hand  touched  something  that  seemed  to  her  associations 
especially  holy,  she  waved  him  back,  or  drew  it  quickly 
away.  There  were  many  bills  receipted  in  the  name  of 
Captain  Digby — old  yellow  faded  music-scores  for  the  flute 
— extracts  of  Parts  from  Prompt  Books — gay  parts  of  lively 
comedies,  in  which  heroes  have  so  noble  a  contempt  for 
money — fit  heroes  for  a  Sheridan  and  a  Farquhar : — close 
by  these  were  several  pawnbroker's  tickets;  and,  not  ar- 
rayed smoothly,  but  crumpled  up,  as  if  with  an  indignant 
nervous  clutch  of  the  helpless  hands,  some  two  or  three 
letters.  He  asked  Helen's  permission  to  glance  at  these, 
for  they  might  afford  a  clue  to  friends.  Helen  gave  the 
permission  by  a  silent  bend  of  the  head.  The  letters,  how- 
ever, were  but  short  and  freezing  answers  from  what  ap- 
peared to  be  distant  connections  or  former  friends,  or  per- 
sons to  whom  the  deceased  had  applied  for  some  situation. 
They  were  all  very  disheartening  in  their  tone.  Leonard 
next  endeavoured  to  refresh  Helen's  memory  as  to  the 
name  of  the  nobleman  which  had  been  last  on  her  father's 
lips :  but  there  he  failed  wholly.  For  it  may  be  remem- 
breed  that  Lord  L' Estrange,  when  he  pressed  his  loan  on 
Mr.  Digby,  and  subsequently  told  that  gentleman  to  ad- 
dress to  him  at  Mr.  Egerton'  s,  had,  from  a  natural  delicacy, 
sent  the  child  on,  that  she  might  not  witness  the  charity 
bestowed  on  the  father;  and  Helen  said  truly,  that  Mr. 
Digby  had  sunk  latterly  into  an  habitual  silence  on  all  his 
affairs.  She  might  have  heard  her  father  mention  the 
name,  but  she  had  not  treasured  it  up;  all  she  could  say 
was,  that  she  should  know  the  stranger  again  if  she  met 
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him,  and  his  dog  too.  Seeing  that  the  child  had  grown 
calm,  Leonard  was  then  going  to  leave  the  room,  in  order 
to  confer  with  the  hostess  j  when  she  rose  suddenly,  though 
noiselessly,  and  put  her  little  hand  in  his,  as  if  to  detain 
him.  She  did  not  say  a  word — the  action  said  all — said, 
"Do  not  desert  me."  And  Leonard's  heart  rushed  to  his 
lips,  and  he  answered  to  the  action,  as  he  bent  down  and 
kissed  her  cheek,  "Orphan,  will  you  go  with  me?  We 
have  one  Father  yet  to  both  of  us,  and  He  will  guide  us 
on  earth.  I  am  fatherless  like  you."  She  raised  her  eyes 
to  his — looked  at  him  long — and  then  leant  her  head  con- 
fidingly on  his  strong  young  shoulder. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


At  noon  that  same  day,  the  young  man  and  the  child 
were  on  their  road  to  London.  The  host  had  at  first  a 
little  demurred  at  trusting  Helen  to  so  young  a  companion ; 
but  Leonard,  in  his  happy  ignorance,  had  talked  so  san- 
guinely  of  finding  out  this  lord,  or  some  adequate  protectors 
for  the  child ;  and  in  so  grand  a  strain,  though  with  all  sin- 
cerity, had  spoken  of  his  own  great  prospects  in  the  me- 
tropolis (he  did  not  say  what  they  were!) — that  had  he 
been  the  craftiest  impostor  he  could  not  more  have  taken 
in  the  rustic  host.  And  while  the  landlady  still  cherished 
the  illusive  fancy,  that  all  gentlefolks  must  know  each 
other  in  London,  as  they  did  in  a  county,  the  landlord  be- 
lieved, at  least,  that  a  young  man  so  respectably  dressed, 
although  but  a  foot-traveller — who  talked  in  so  confident 
a  tone,  and  who  was  so  willing  to  undertake  what  might  be 
rather  a  burthensome  charge,  unless  he  saw  how  to  rid  him- 
self of  it — would  be  sure  to  have  friends  older  and  wiser 
than  himself,  who  would  judge  what  could  best  be  done  for 
the  orphan. 

And  what  was  the  host  to  do  with  her?    Better  this  vol- 
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uiiteered  escort,  at  lt*ast,  than  vaguely  jiassing  her  on  from 
parish  to  parish,  and  heaving  hi*r  friemlless  at  last  in  the 
streets  of  London.  Helen,  too,  smiled  for  the  first  time  on 
l)ein^  iisked  her  wishes,  and  again  put  her  hand  in  LeoD- 
ard's.     In  short,  so  it  was  settled. 

The  little  girl  niadt*  up  a  bundle  of  the  things  she  most 
prized  or  neetle^l.  Leonanl  did  not  feel  the  additional 
load,  ius  he  slung  it  to  his  knapsack ;  the  rest  of  the  lug* 
gage  was  to  be  sent  to  I^nidon  an  soon  as  Leonard  wrote 
(which  he  jironiised  to  do  soon )  and  gave  an  address. 

Helen  ]mid  her  hist  visit  to  the  churchyard;  and  she 
joine<l  her  companion  as  he  stood  on  the  road,  without  the 
solemn  precincts.  And  now  they  had  gone  on  some  hours; 
and  when  he  asked  her  if  she  were  tii-ed,  she  still  answered 
"No."  But  Leonanl  was  merciful,  and  made  their  day's 
journey  short;  and  it  took  them  some  days  to  reach  Lon- 
don, liy  the  long  lonely  way  they  givw  so  intimate,  at 
the  end  of  the  second  day,  they  called  each  other  brother 
and  sister;  and  Leonard,  to  his  delight^  fomul  that  as  her 
grief,  with  the  bodily  movement  and  the  change  of  scene, 
subsided  from  its  iirst  intenseness  and  its  insensibility  to 
other  impressions,  she  developed  a  quickness  of  compre- 
hension far  beyond  her  years.  Poor  child!  /Aci/ had  been 
forced  upon  her  by  Necessity.  And  she  undei-stood  him 
in  his  spiritual  oousolations— half  poetical,  half  religious ; 
and  she  listened  to  his  own  tale,  and  the  story  of  his  self- 
education  and  solitary  struggles — those,  too,  she  under- 
stood. But  when  he  burst  out  with  his  enthusiasm,  his 
glorious  hopes,  his  confidence  in  the  fate  befoi-e  them,  then 
she  would  shake  her  head  very  quietly  and  very  sadly. 
Did  she  comprehend  ^7/ ^'/w  ?  Alas!  perhaps  too  well.  She 
knew  more  as  to  real  life  than  he  did.  Leonard  was  at  first 
their  joint  treasurer;  but  before  the  second  day  was  over, 
Helen  seemed  to  discover  Ihat  he  was  too  lavish ;  and  she 
told  him  so,  with  a  prudent  grave  look,  putting  her  hand 
on  his  arm  as  he  was  about  to  enter  an  inn  to  dine ;  and 
the  gravity  would  have  been  comic,  but   that   the   eyes 
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through  their  moisture  were  so  meek  and  grateful.  She 
felt  he  was  about  to  incur  that  ruinous  extravagance  on  her 
account.  Somehow  or  other,  the  purse  found  its  way  into 
her  keeping,  and  then  she  looked  proud  and  in  her  natural 
element. 

Ah!  what  happy  meals  under  her  care  were  provided; 
so  much  more  enjoyable  than  in  dull,  sanded  inn  parloui^s, 
swarming  with  flies,  and  reeking  with  stale  tobacco.  She 
would  leave  him  at  the  entrance  of  a  village,  bound  forward, 
and  cater,  and  return  with  a  little  basket  and  a  pretty  blue 
jug — which  she  had  bought  on  the  road — the  last  filled  with 
new  milk;  the  first  with  new  bread,  and  some  special 
dainty  in  radishes  or  watercresses.  And  she  had  such  a 
talent  for  finding  out  the  prettiest  spot  whereon  to  halt  and 
dine:  sometimes  in  the  heart  of  a  wood — so  still,  it  was 
like  a  forest  in  fairy  tales,  the  hare  stealing  through  the 
alleys,  or  the  squirrel  peeping  at  them  from  the  boughs; 
sometimes  by  a  little  brawling  stream,  with  the  fishes  seen 
under  the  clear  wave,  and  shooting  round  the  crumbs 
thrown  to  them.  They  made  an  Arcadia  of  the  dull  road 
up  to  their  dread  Thermopylae — the  war  against  the  mil- 
lion that  waited  them  on  the  other  side  of  their  pass  through 
Temp^. 

"  Shall  we  be  as  happy  when  we  are  great  .^"  said  Leon- 
ard, in  his  grand  simplicity. 

Helen  sighed,  and  the  wise  little  head  was  shaken. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


At  last  they  came  within  easy  reach  of  London;  but 
Leonard  had  resolved  not  to  enter  the  metropolis  fatigued 
and  exhausted  as  a  wanderer  needing  refuge,  but  fresh  and 
elate,  as  a  conqueror  coming  in  triumph  to  take  possession 
of  the  capital.  Therefore  they  halted  early  in  the  evening 
of  the  day  preceding  this  imperial  entry,  about  six  miles 
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from  the  metropolis,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Ealing  (for 
by  that  route  lay  their  way).  They  were  not  tired  on  ar- 
riving at  their  inn.  The  weather  was  singularly  lovely, 
with  that  combination  of  softness  and  brilliancy  which  is 
only  known  to  the  rare  true  summer  days  of  England ;  all 
below  so  green,  above  so  blue — days  of  which  we  have 
about  six  in  the  year,  and  recall  vaguely  when  we  read  of 
llobin  Hood  and  Maid  Marian,  of  Damsel  and  Knight  in 
Spenser's  golden  Summer  Song — or  of  Jacques,  dropped 
under  the  oak-tree,  watching  the  deer  amidst  the  dells  of 
Ardennes.  So,  after  a  little  pause  at  their  inn,  they  strolled 
forth,  not  for  travel  but  pleasure,  towards  the  cool  of  sun- 
set, passing  by  the  grounds  that  once  belonged  to  the  Duke 
of  Kent,  and  catching  a  glimpse  of  the  shrubs  and  lawns  of 
that  beautiful  domain  through  the  lodge-gates;  then  they 
crossed  into  some  fields,  and  came  to  a  little  rivulet  called 
the  Brent.  Helen  had  been  more  sad  that  day  than  on  any 
during  their  journey.  Perhaps  because,  on  approaching 
London,  the  memory  of  her  father  became  more  vivid; 
perhaps  from  her  precocious  knowledge  of  life,  and  her 
foreboding  of  what  was  to  befall  them,  children  that  they 
both  were.  But  Leonard  was  selfish  that  day;  he  could 
not  be  influenced  by  his  companion's  sorrow ;  he  was  so 
full  of  his  own  sense  of  being,  and  he  already  caught 
from  the  atmosphere  the  fever  that  belongs  to  anxious 
capitals. 

"  Sit  here,  sister, "  said  he  imperiously,  throwing  himself 
under  the  shade  of  a  pollard  tree  that  overhung  the  wind- 
ing brook,  "sit  here  and  talk." 

He  flung  off  his  hat,  tossed  back  his  rich  curls,  and 
sprinkled  his  brow  from  the  stream  that  eddied  round  the 
roots  of  the  tree  that  bulged  out,  bald  and  gnarled  from  the 
bank,  and  delved  into  the  waves  below.  Helen  quietly 
obeyed  him,  and  nestled  close  to  his  side. 

"And  so  this  London  is  really  very  vast? — very?"  he 
repeated  inquisitively. 

"Very,"  answered  Helen,  as,  abstractedly,  she  plucked 
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the  cowslips  near  her,  and  let  them  fall  into  the  running 
waters.  "  See  how  the  flowers  are  carried  down  the 
stream!  They  are  lost  now.  London  is  to  us  what  the 
river  is  to  the  flowers — very  vast — very  strong;"  and  she 
added,  after  a  pause,  "very  cruel!" 

"  Cruel !  Ah,  it  has  been  so  to  you ;  but  now  ! — now  I 
will  take  care  of  you!"  he  smiled  triumphantly;  and  his 
smile  was  beautiful  both  in  its  pride  and  its  kindness.  It 
is  astonishing  how  Leonard  had  altered  since  he  had  left 
his  uncle's.  He  was  both  younger  and  older;  for  the  sense 
of  genius,  when  it  snaps  its  shackles,  makes  us  both  older 
and  wiser  as  to  the  world  it  soars  to — younger  and  blinder 
as  to  the  world  it  springs  from. 

"And  it  is  not  a  very  handsome  city  either  you  say?" 

"Very  ugly,  indeed,"  said  Helen,  with  some  fervoui*; 
"at  least  all  I  have  seen  of  it." 

"  But  there  must  be  parts  that  are  prettier  than  others? 
You  say  there  are  parks :  why  should  not  we  lodge  near 
them  and  look  upon  the  green  trees?" 

"That  would  be  nice,"  said  Helen,  almost  joyously: 
"  but — "and  here  the  head  was  shaken — "  there  are  no  lodg- 
ings for  us  except  in  courts  and  alleys." 

'*Why?" 

"Why?"  echoed  Helen,  with  a  smile,  and  she  held  up 
the  purse. 

"Pooh!  always  that  horrid  purse;  as  if,  too,  we  were 
not  going  to  fill  it.  Did  not  I  teK  you  the  story  of  For- 
tunio?  Well,  at  all  events,  we  will  go  first  to  the  neigh- 
bourhood where  you  last  lived,  and  learn  there  all  we  can ; 
and  then  the  day  after  to-morrow  I  will  see  this  Dr.  Mor- 
gan, and  find  out  the  Lord." 

The  tears  started  to  Helen's  soft  eyes.  "You  want  to 
get  rid  of  me  soon,  brother." 

"  I !  Ah,  I  feel  so  happy  to  have  you  with  me  it  seems 
to  me  as  if  I  had  pined  for  you  all  my  life  and  you  had 
come  at  last;  for  I  never  had  brother,  nor  sister,  nor  any 

one  to  love,  that  was  not  older  than  myself,  except " 

2—3 
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"  Except  the  youug  lady  you  told  me  of, -'  said  Helen, 
turning  away  her  face ;  for  children  are  very  jealous. 

"  Yes,  I  loved  her,  love  her  still.  But  that  was  differ- 
ent," said  Leonard.  "I  could  never  have  talked  to  her  as 
to  you :  to  you  I  open  my  whole  heart ;  you  are  my  little 
Muse,  Helen :  I  confess  to  you  my  wild  whims  and  fancies 
as  frankly  as  if  I  were  writing  poetry."  As  he  said  this, 
a  step  was  heard,  and  a  shadow  fell  over  the  stream.  A 
belated  angler  appeared  on  the  margin,  drawing  his  line 
impatiently  across  the  water,  as  if  to  worry  some  dozing 
fish  into  a  bite  before  it  finally  settled  itself  for  the  night. 
Absorbed  in  his  occupation,  the  angler  did  not  observe  the 
young  persons  on  the  sward  under  the  tree,  and  he  halted 
there,  close  upon  them. 

"Curse  that  perch!"  said  he  aloud. 

"Take  care,  sir,"  cried  Leonard;  for  the  man,  in  step- 
ping back,  nearly  trod  upon  Helen. 

The  angler  turned.  "What's  the  matter?  Hist!  you 
have  frightened  my  perch.     Keep  still,  can't  you?" 

Helen  drew  herself  out  of  the  way,  and  Leonard  remained 
motionless.  He  remembered  Jackeymo,  and  felt  a  sym- 
pathy for  the  angler. 

"It  is  the  most  extraordinary  perch,  that!"  muttered  the 
stranger,  soliloquising.  "  It  has  the  devil's  own  luck.  It 
must  have  been  born  with  a  silver  spoon  in  its  mouth,  that 
damned  perch !  I  shall  never  catch  it — never  I  Ha ! — no — 
only  a  weed.  I  give  it  up."  With  this,  he  indignantly 
jerked  his  rod  from  the  water  and  began  to  disjoint  it. 
While  leisurely  engaged  in  this  occupation,  he  turned  to 
Leonard. 

"Humph!  are  you  intimately  acquainted  with  this 
stream,  sir?" 

"No,"  answered  Leonard.     "I  never  saw  it  before." 
Angler  (solemnly). — "Then,  young  man,  take  my  ad- 
vice, and  do  not  give  way  to  its  fascinations.     Sir,  I  am 
a  martyr  to  this  stream;  it  has  been  the  Delilah  of  my 
existence." 
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Leonard  (interested,  the  last  sentence  seemed  to  him 
poetical).— "The  Delilah!  sir,  the  Delilah!'^ 

Angler. — "The  Delilah.  Young  man,  listen,  and  be 
warned  by  example.  When  I  was  about  your  age,  I  first 
came  to  this  stream  to  fish.  Sir,  on  that  fatal  day,  about 
3  P.M.,  I  hooked  up  a  fish — such  a  big  one,  it  must  have 
weighed  a  pound  and  a  half.  Sir,  it  was  that  length  j"  and 
the  angler  put  finger  to  wrist.  "  And  just  when  I  had  got 
it  nearly  ashore,  by  the  very  place  where  you  are  sitting, 
on  that  shelving  bank,  young  man,  the  line  broke,  and  the 
perch  twisted  himself  among  those  roots,  and — cacodaemon 
that  he  was — ran  off,  hook  and  all.  Well,  that  fish  haunted 
me ;  never  before  had  I  seen  such  a  fish.  Minnows  T  had 
caught  in  the  Thames  and  elsewhere,  also  gudgeons,  and 
occasionally  a  dace.  But  a  fish  like  that — a  PERCH — all 
his  fins  up,  like  the  sails  of  a  man-of-war — a  monster  perch 
— a  whale  of  a  perch ! — No,  never  till  then'  had  I  known 
what  leviathans  lie  hid  within  the  deeps.  I  could  not  sleep 
till  I  had  returned;  and  again,  sir — I  caught  that  perch. 
And  this  time  I  pulled  him  fairly  out  of  the  water.  He 
escaped;  and  how  did  he  escape?  Sir,  he  left  his  eye  be- 
hind him  on  the  hook.  Years,  long  years,  have  passed 
since  then;  but  never  shall  I  forget  the  agony  of  that 
moment. " 

Leonard. — "To  the  perch,  sir?" 

Angler. — "Perch!  agony  to  him!  He  enjoyed  it: — 
agony  to  me.  I  gazed  on  that  eye,  and  the  eye  looked 
as  sly  and  as  wicked  as  if  it  were  laughing  in  my  face. 
Well,  sir,  I  had  heard  that  there  is  no  better  bait  for  a 
perch  than  a  perch's  eye.  I  adjusted  that  eye  on  the 
hook,  and  dropped  in  the  line  gently.  The  water  was  un- 
usually clear ;  in  two  minutes  I  saw  that  perch  return.  He 
approached  the  hook;  he  recognised  his  eye — frisked  his 
tail — made  a  plunge — and,  as  T  live,  carried  off  the  eye, 
safe  and  sound ;  and  I  saw  him  digesting  it  by  the  side  of 
that  water-lily.  The  mocking  fiend!  Seven  times  since 
that  day,  in  the  course  of  a  varied  and  eventful  life,  have 
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I  caught  that  perch,  and  seven  times  has  that  perch  es^ 
cai)ed. " 

Leonard  (astonished). — "It  can't  be  the  same  i)erch; 
perches  are  very  tender  lish — a  hook  inside  of  it,  and  an 
eye  hooked  out  of  it — no  perch  could  withstand  such  havoc 
in  its  constitution." 

Angler  (with  an  appearance  of  awe). — "It  does  seem 
supernatural.  But  it  is  that  perch;  for  harkye,  sir,  there 
is  ONLY  ONE  perch  in  the  whole  brook!  All  the  years  1 
have  fished  here,  I  have  never  caught  another  perch ;  and 
this  solitary  inmate  of  the  watery  element  I  know  by  sight 
better  than  I  knew  my  own  lost  father.  For  each  time  that 
I  have  raised  it  out  of  the  water,  its  profile  has  been  turned 
to  me,  and  I  have  seen  with  a  shudder,  that  it  has  had 
only — One  Eye !  It  is  a  most  mysterious  and  a  most  dia- 
bolical phenomenon,  that  x>erch !  It  has  been  the  ruin  of 
my  prospects  in  life.  I  was  offered  a  situation  in  Jamaica: 
I  could  not  go  with  that  perch  left  here  in  triumph.  I 
might  afterwards  have  had  an  appointment  in  India,  but  I 
could  not  put  the  ocean  between  myself  and  that  perch : 
thus  have  I  frittered  away  my  existence  in  the  fatal  metrop- 
olis of  my  native  land.  And  once  a  week,  from  February 
to  December,  I  come  hither.  Good  Heavens !  if  I  should 
catch  the  perch  at  last,  the  occupation  of  my  existence  will 
be  gone." 

Leonard  gazed  curiously  at  the  angler,  as  the  last  thus 
mournfully  concluded.  The  ornate  turn  of  his  periods  did 
not  suit  with  his  costume.  He  looked  wofully  threadbare 
and  shabby — a  genteel  sort  of  shabbiuess  too—  shabbiness 
in  black.  There  was  humour  in  the  corners  of  his  lip ;  and 
his  hands,  though  they  did  not  seem  very  clean — indeed 
his  occupation  was  not  friendly  to  such  niceties — were  those 
of  a  man  who  had  not  known  manual  labour.  His  face  was 
pale  and  puffed,  but  the  tip  of  the  nose  was  red.  He  did 
not  seem  as  if  the  watery  element  was  as  familiar  to  him- 
self as  to  his  Delilah — the  perch. 

"Such  is  Life!"  recommenced  the  angler,  in  a  moralis- 
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ing  tone,  as  he  slid  his  rod  into  its  canvas  case.  "If  a 
man  knew  what  it  was  to  fish  all  one's  life  in  a  stream  that 
has  only  one  perch : — to  catch  that  one  perch  nine  times  in 
all,  and  nine  times  to  see  it  fall  back  into  the  water,  plump ; 
— if  a  man  knew  what  it  was — why,  then" — here  the  ang- 
ler looked  over  his  shoulder  full  at  Leonard — "  why  then, 
young  sir,  he  would  know  what  human  life  is  to  vain  ambi- 
tion.    Good  evening." 

Away  he  went  treading  over  the  daisies  and  kingcups. 
Helen's  eyes  followed  him  wistfully. 

"AVhat  a  strange  person!"  said  Leonard,  laughing. 

"  I  think  he  is  a  very  wise  one, "  murmured  Helen ;  and 
she  came  close  up  to  Leonard,  and  took  his  hand  in  both 
hers,  as  if  she  felt  already  that  he  was  in  need  of  the  Com- 
forter— the  line  broken,  and  the  perch  lost! 


CHAPTER   IX. 


At  noon  the  next  day,  London  stole  upon  them  through 
a  gloomy,  thick,  oppressive  atmosphere;  for  where  is  it 
that  we  can  say  London  bursts  on  the  sight?  It  stole  on 
them  through  one  of  its  fairest  and  most  gracious  avenues 
of  approach — by  the  stately  gardens  of  Kensington — along 
the  side  of  Hyde  Park,  and  so  on  towards  Cumberland 
Gate. 

Leonard  was  not  the  least  struck.  And  yet,  with  a  very 
little  money,  and  a  very  little  taste,  it  would  be  easy  to 
render  this  entrance  to  London  as  grand  and  as  imposing 
as  that  to  Paris  from  the  Champs  Eli/sees,  As  they  came 
near  the  Edgware  Road,  Helen  took  her  new  brother  by 
the  hand  and  guided  him.  For  she  knew  all  that  neigh- 
bourhood, and  she  was  acquainted  with  a  lodging  near  that 
occupied  by  her  father  (to  that  lodging  itself  she  could  not 
have  gone  for  the  world),  where  they  might  be  housed 
cheaply. 
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But  just  then  the  sky,  so  dull  and  overcast  since  morn- 
ing, seemed  one  mass  of  black  cloud.  There  suddenly  came 
on  a  violent  storm  of  rain.  The  boy  and  girl  took  refuge 
in  a  covered  mews,  in  a  street  running  out  of  the  Edgware 
lioad.  This  shelter  soon  became  crowded;  the  two  young 
pilgrims  crept  close  to  the  wall,  apart  from  the  rest — Leon- 
ard's arm  round  Helen's  waist,  sheltering  her  from  the  rain 
that  the  strong  wind  contending  witli  it  beat  in  through  the 
passage.  Presently  a  young  gentleman  of  better  mien  and 
dress  than  the  other  refugees  entered,  not  hastily,  but 
rather  with  a  slow  and  proud  step,  as  if,  though  he  deigned 
to  take  shelter,  he  scorned  to  run  to  it.  He  glanced  some- 
what haughtily  at  the  assembled  group — passed  on  through 
the  midst  of  it — came  near  Leonard — took  off  his  hat,  and 
shook  the  rain  from  its  brim.  His  head  thus  uncovered, 
left  all  his  f eatui-es  exposed ;  and  the  village  youth  recog- 
nised, at  the  first  glance,  his  old  victorious  assailant  on  the 
green  at  Hazeldean. 

Yet  Randal  Leslie  was  altered.  His  dark  cheek  was  as 
thin  as  in  boyhood,  and  even  yet  more  wasted  by  intense 
study  and  night  vigils  j  but  the  expression  of  his  face  was 
at  once  more  refined  and  manly,  and  there  was  a  steady 
concentrated  light  in  his  eye,  like  that  of  one  who  has  been 
in  the  habit  of  bringing  all  his  thoughts  to  one  point. 

iTe  looked  older  than  he  was.  He  was  dressed  simply  in 
black,  a  colour  w^hicli  became  him ;  and  altogether  his  aspect 
and  figure  were,  not  showy  indeed,  but  distinguished.  He 
looked  to  the  common  eye  a  gentleman ;  and  to  the  more 
observant  a  scholar. 

Helter-skelter! — pell-mell!  the  group  in  the  passage — 
now  pressed  each  on  each — now  scattered  on  all  sides — 
making  way — rushing  down  the  mews — against  the  walls — 
as  a  fiery  horse  darted  under  shelter.  The  rider,  a  young 
man,  with  a  very  handsome  face,  and  dressed  with  that 
peculiar  care  which  we  commonly  call  dandyism,  cried  out, 
good-hum  our  edly,  "Don't  be  afraid;  the  horse  sha'n't  hurt 
any  of  you — a  thousand  pardons — so  ho!  so  ho!"     He  pat- 
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ted  the  horse,  and  it  stood  as  still  as  a  statue,  filling  up  the 
centre  of  the  passage.  The  groups  resettled-r-Randal  ap- 
proached the  rider. 

"Frank  Hazeldean!" 

"Ah — is  it  indeed  Randal  Leslie?" 

Frank  was  off  his  horse  in  a  moment,  and  the  bridle  was 
consigned  to  the  care  of  a  slim  'prentice-boy  holding  a 
bundle. 

"  My  dear  fellow,  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you.  How  lucky 
it  was  that  I  should  turn  in  here.  Not  like  me  either,  for 
I  don't  much  care  for  a  ducking.  Staying  in  town,  Ran- 
dal?" 

"Yes;  at  you  uncle's,  Mr.  Egerton.  I  have  left  Ox- 
ford." 

"  For  good?" 

"For  good." 

"But  you  have  not  taken  your  degree,  I  think?  We 
Etonians  all  considered  you  booked  for  a  double-first.  Oh! 
we  have  been  so  proud  of  your  fame — you  carried  off  all 
the  prizes." 

"  Not  all ;  but  some,  certainly.  Mr.  Egerton  offered  me 
my  choice — to  stay  for  my  degree,  or  to  enter  at  once  into 
the  Foreign  Office.  I  preferred  the  end  to  the  means. 
For,  after  all,  what  good  are  academical  honours  but  as  the 
entrance  to  life?  To  enter  now  is  to  save  a  step  in  a  long 
way,  Frank." 

"  Ah !  you  were  always  ambitious,  and  you  will  make  a 
great  figure,  I  am  sure. " 

"Perhaps  so — if  I  work  for  it.     Knowledge  is  power. ** 

Leonard  started. 

"And  you!"  resumed  Randal,  looking  with  some  curious 
attention  at  his  old  schoolfellow.  "  You  never  came  to  Ox- 
ford.    I  did  hear  you  were  going  into  the  army." 

"I  am  in  the  Guards,"  said  Frank,  trying  hard  not  to 
look  too  conceited  as  he  made  that  acknowledgment.  "  The 
Governor  pished  a  little,  and  would  rather  I  had  come  to 
live  with  him  in  the  old  hall,  and  take  to  farming.     Time 
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piiou^li  f(»r  that — eh?     Hy  Jovr,  Kaiidal,  how  pleasant  a 
thiiii;  is  life  in  I^uiulou!     \ht  ymi  {;i>  to  Alinat'k* a  to-night?*' 

"N«»;  \ViMliii*.sil:iy  is  n  liuliilay  in  the  House.  TheiY  is 
a  ^Mt'at  Parliaiiifiitaiy  «liniit*r  at  Mr.  K(^rUm*a.  He  is  in 
iht*  Cahinct  imw,  y(»u  know;  hut  ytMi  <lon*t  see  murh  of 
yDiir  iiiirlc,  I  think.** 

*M>ur  sfts  an*  (litTcn*nt/*  Miid  tin*  young  gentleman,  in  a 
tone  of  voirf  wmthy  of  Ihiinniu'l.  **  All  those  Parliamentair 
fellows  art*  (l(*\  ilish  ilull.  Tht*  rain's  over.  I  don't  know 
whctlnT  thf*  (lovrrnur  won  hi  likt^  nie  to  call  at  Orosrenor 
Sijtian*;  hut  ]»ray  vouu*  and  sim*  nu*.  Here's  iny  card  to 
ivniiiid  you;  you  must  dint*  at  our  mess.  Such  capital  fel- 
lowsl     What  <lav  will  vtm  lix'/** 

**  I  will  call  and  let  you  know.  ])on*t  you  find  it  rather 
<*x}MMisive  in  the  (iuards?  I  ixMuemlier  that  you  thought 
the  Ciovernoi'y  as  you  «*all  him,  used  to  chafe  a  little  when 
you  wrote  for  nmre  juM'ket- money ;  and  the  only  time  1 
fver  saw  you  with  tears  in  your  eyt*.s,  wa.s  when  Mr.  Haiel- 
dean,  in  sending  you  live  pounds,  ri*nnnd<*tl  you  that  his 
est!it<*s  were  not  entailed — wen*  at  his  own  disposal,  and 
they  shouhl  never  j;o  to  an  extrava^^ant  8|)endtluift.  It 
was  not  a  plexsant  threat  that,  Frank.'* 

"Oh I''  cried  the  younj;  man,  colouring  deeply.  ••It  was 
not  the  threat  that  ])ained  me;  it  wa.s  that  my  father  could 
think  BO  meanly  of  me  as  to  fancy  that  —Well — well,  but 
those  were  schoolboy  days.  And  my  father  was  always 
moiv,  generous  than  1  tleserved.  We  must  s«»e  a  great  deal 
of  each  other,  Kandal.  How  good-natunnl  you  were  at 
Eton,  making  my  longs  and  shorts  for  me;  I  shall  never 
forget  it.     Do  call  soon.'* 

Frank  swung  himself  into  liis  saddle,  and  rewarded  the 
slim  youth  with  lialf-a-orown — a  largess  four  times  more 
ample  than  his  father  would  have  (leemed  suHicient.  A 
jerk  of  the  reins  and  a  touch  of  the  ht^el— off  iMuinded  the 
fiery  horse  and  the  gay  young  rider.  Kandal  mused,  and 
as  the  rain  had  now  ceased,  the  jiassengers  under  shelter 
dispersed  and  went  their  way.    Only  Jtandal,  Leonaril,  and 
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Helen  remained  behind.  Then  as  Randal,  still  musing,  lifted 
his  eyes,  they  fell  full  upon  Leonard's  face.  He  started, 
passed  his  hand  quickly  over  his  brow — looked  again,  hard 
and  piercingly;  and  the  change  in  his  pale  cheek  to  a 
shade  still  paler — a  quick  compression  and  nervous  gnaw- 
ing of  his  lip — showed  that  he  too  recognised  an  old  foe. 
Then  his  glance  ran  over  Leonard's  dress,  which  was  some- 
what dust-stained,  but  far  above  the  class  amongst  which 
the  peasant  was  born.  Randal  raised  his  brows  in  sur- 
prise, and  with  a  smile  slightly  supercilious — the  smile 
stung  Leonard — and  with  a  slow  step  Randal  left  the  pas- 
sage, and  took  his  way  towards  Grosvenor  Square.  The 
Entrance  of  Ambition  was  clear  to  him. 

Then  the  little  girl  once  more  took  Leonard  by  the  hand, 
and  led  him  through  rows  of  humble,  obscure,  dreary 
streets.  It  seemed  almost  like  an  allegory  personified,  as 
the  sad,  silent  child  led  on  the  penniless  and  low-bom  ad- 
venturer of  genius  by  the  squalid  shops,  and  through  the 
winding  lanes  which  grew  .  meaner  and  meaner  till  both 
their  forms  vanished  from  the  view. 


CHAPTER  X. 


"  But  do  come ;  change  your  dress,  return  and  dine  with 
me;  you  will  have  just  time,  Harley.  You  will  meet  the 
most  eminent  men  of  our  party ;  surely  they  are  worth  your 
study,  philosopher  that  you  affect  to  be." 

Thus  said  Audley  Egerton  to  Lord  L' Estrange,  with  whom 
he  had  been  riding  (after  the  toils  of  his  office).  The  two 
gentlemen  were  in  Audley' s  library.  Mr.  Egerton,  as  usual, 
buttoned  up,  seated  in  his  chair,  in  the  correct  posture  of 
a  man  who  scorns  "inglorious  ease."  Harley,  as  usual, 
thrown  at  length  on  the  sofa,  his  long  hair  in  careless  curls, 
his  neckcloth  loose,  his  habiliments  flowing  shnplex  mun- 
(I  If  lis,  indeed — his  grace  all  his  own;  seemingly  negligent, 
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never  slovi'iily;   at  oaso  fvpry where  and  with  emj  OM^ 
evfii  with   Mr.  Amlley  Hf^*rtoii,   who  rhille«l  or  awed  tlie 

e:ist*  out  lit  innst  peo|ile. 

**N:iy,  my  dear  Audley,  fDr^ive  ine.     But  your  eminent 

iiicii  art*  all  men  of  one  idiNi,  ami  that  not  a  diverting  one 

Iinlitirs!  jNiliiics!  |ii)lities!     T lie  storm  in  the  saucer. ** 

**  Hut  wliat  is  your  life,  llarley'.'  -  -the  saucer  without  the 
storm?" 

•Do  ynii  know,  tliat's  very  well  saiil,  Aiidley?     I  did 

not   think  you  liail  s<»  mueli  liveliness  of  re|iartee.      Life 

lift*!    it  is  insi|)i«l,  it  is  shallow.     No  launching  Argosies 
in  the  sauror.     Audlev,  I  have  the  <Ml<le8t  fancy — — ** 

*•  77////  nf  <-oursi\"  said  Andley,  drily;  •'you  never  had 
anv  other.      What  is  tin*  new  one'/" 

IIaklkv  (with  ^reat  gravity). — '*  lK»you  belieTe  in  Mes* 
nHTism'.'" 

Aroi.KV. — *M'ertiiinlv  n<»t." 

IIaklkv. — '*  11'  it  were  in  the  power  of  an  animal  mag- 
net iser  to  ^ot  me  out  of  my  own  skin  into  somebody's  else's! 
77/ ///'.v  my  fancy  I  I  am  so  tired  of  myself — so  tired!  I 
hav«»  run  throuj^h  all  my  ideas — know  every  one  of  them  by 
lieart.  When  some  prt'tentious  im]>ostor  of  an  idea  perks 
itself  np  and  says,  *I/(M)k  at  nu» — Tm  a  new  aeqiiaintance/ 
1  just  give  it  a  no<l,  and  say,  *  Not  at  all—  you  have  only  got 
a  new  coat  on;  you  are  the  same  uhl  wretch  that  has  bored 
me  these  last  twenty  years;  ^^t  away.*  Ihit  if  one  could 
be  in  a  new  skin,  if  I  could  l)e  for  half-an-hour  your  t%ll 
porter,  or  one  of  your  eminent  matter-of-fact  men,  1  should 
then  really  travel  into  a  new  world.'  Every  man's  brain 
must  he  a  world  in  itself,  eh?  If  I  could  but  make  a  pa- 
rochial settlement  even  in  yours,  Audley — run  over  all  your 

Uf,  at  the  dat<)  in  which  Lord  I/Estrnngc  hcM  thiB  conversation 
with  Mr.  Egcrton,  Alfred  do  Mussct  hiid  written  his  conuHlies,  we 
should  suspect  that  his  lordship  had  i)lagiariKc<l  from  one  of  them 
th(^  whimsical  idea  that  he  here  vents  upon  Audley.  In  repenting 
it,  the  author  at  least  cannot  escaix*  from  the  char^re  of  obligation 
to  a  writer  whoso  humour  is  sutliciently  opulent  to  justify  the  loam 
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thoughts  and  sensations.  Upon  my  life,  I'll  go  and  talk 
to  that  French  mesmeriser  about  it." 

AuDLEY  (who  does  not  seem  to  like  the  notion  of  having 
his  thoughts  and  sensations  rummaged,  even  by  his  friend, 
and  even  in  fancy). — "Pooh,  pooh,  pooh!  Do  talk  like  a 
man  of  sense." 

Harley. — "  Man  of  sense!  Where  shall  I  find  a  model? 
I  don't  know  a  man  of  sense! — never  met  such  a  creature. 
Don't  believe  it  ever  existed.  At  one  time  I  thought  Soc- 
rates must  have  been  a  man  of  sense :  a  delusion ;  he  would 
stand  gazing  into  the  air,  and  talking  to  his  Genius  from 
sunrise  to  sunset.  Is  that  like  a  man  of  sense?  Poor 
Audley;  how  puzzled  he  looks!  Well,  I'll  try  to  talk 
sense  to  oblige  you.  And  first "  (here  Harley  raised  him- 
self on  his  elbow) — "first,  is  it  true,  as  I  have  heard 
vaguely,  that  you  are  paying  court  to  the  sister  of  that 
infamous  Italian  traitor?" 

"Madame  di  Negra?  No:  I  am  not  paying  covrt  to 
her,"  answered  Audley,  with  a  cold  smile.  "But  she  is 
very  handsome;  she  is  very  clever;  she  is  useful  to  me — I 
need  not  say  how  or  why;  that  belongs  to  my  metier  as  a 
politician.  But  I  think,  if  you  will  take  my  advice,  or  get 
your  friend  to  take  it,  I  could  obtain  from  her  brother, 
through  my  influence  with  her,  some  liberal  concessions  to 
your  exile.     She  is  very  anxious  to  know  where  he  is." 

"  You  have  not  told  her?" 

"  No ;  I  promised  you  I  would  keep  that  secret. " 

"Be  sure  you  do;  it  is  only  for  some  mischief,  some 
snare,  that  she  could  desire  such  information.  Conces- 
sions! pooh!  This  is  no  -question  of  concessions,  but  of 
rights. " 

"I  think  you  should  leave  jowy  friend  to  judge  of  that." 

"  Well,  I  will  write  to  him.  Meanwhile,  beware  of  this 
woman.  I  have  heard  much  of  her  abroad,  and  she  has  the 
character  of  her  brother  for  duplicity  and " 

"  Beauty, "  interrupted  Audley,  turning  the  conversation 
with  practised  adroitness.     "  I  am  told  that  the  Count  is 
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one  of  the  handsomest  men  in  Europe,  much  handsomer 
than  his  sister,  still,  though  nearly  twice  her  age.  Tut — 
tut — Harley;  fear  not  for  me.  I  am  proof  against  all 
feminine  attractions.     This  heart  is  dead." 

"  Nay,  nay ;  it  is  not  for  you  to  speak  thus — leave  that 
to  me.  l^ut  even  7  will  not  say  it.  The  heart  never  dies. 
And  you;  what  have  you  lost? — a  wife;  true:  an  excellent 
noble-hearted  woman.  But  was  it  love  that  you  felt  for 
her?     Enviable  man,  have  you  ever  loved?" 

"Perhaps  not,  Harley,"  said  Audley,  with  a  sombre 
aspect  and  in  dejected  accents;  "very  few  men  ever  have 
loved,  at  least,  as  you  mean  by  the  word.  But  there  are 
other  passions  than  love  that  kill  the  heart,  and  reduce  us 
to  mechanism." 

While  Egerton  spoke,  Harley  turned  aside,  and  his  breast 
heaved.  There  was  a  short  silence;  Audley  was  the  first 
to  break  it. 

"  Speaking  of  my  lost  wife,  I  am  sorry  that  you  do  not 
approve  what  I  have  done  for  her  young  kinsman,  Kandal 
Leslie." 

Harley  (recovering  himself  with  an  effort). — "  Is  it  true 
kindness  to  bid  him  exchange  manly  independence  for  the 
protection  of  an  official  patron?" 

Audley. — "I  did  not  bid  him.  I  gave  him  his  choice. 
At  his  age,  I  should  have  chosen  as  he  has  done." 

Haulev "I  trust  not;    I  think  better  of  you.     But 

answer  me  one  question  frankly,  and  then  I  will  ask 
another.  Do  you  mean  to  make  this  young  man  your 
heir?" 

Audley  (with  a  slight  embarrassment). — "Heir,  iK)oh! 
I  am  young  still.  I  may  live  as  long  as  he — time  enough 
to  think  of  that." 

Harley. — "Then  now  to  my  second  question.  Have 
you  told  this  youth  plainly  that  he  may  look  to  you"  for  in- 
fluence, but  not  for  wealth?" 

Audley  (firmly). — "I  think  I  have;  but  I  shall  repeat 
it  more  emphatically. " 
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Harley. — "  Tlieu  I  am  satisfied  as  to  your  conduct,  but 
not  as  to  his.  For  he  has  too  acute  an  intellect  not  to 
know  what  it  is  to  forfeit  independence;  and,  depend  on 
it,  he  has  made  his  calculations,  and  would  throw  you  into 
the  bargain  in  any  balance  that  he  could  strike  in  his  fa- 
vour. You  go  by  your  experience  in  judging  men;  I  by 
my  instincts.  Nature  warns  us  as  it  does  the  inferior  ani- 
mals— only  we  are  too  conceited,  we  bipeds,  to  heed  her. 
My  instincts  of  soldier  and  gentleman  recoil  from  that  old 
young  man.  He  has  the  soul  of  the  Jesuit.  I  see  it  in  his 
eye — I  hear  it  in  the  tread  of  his  foot ;  volto  sciolto  he  has 
not ;  I  pensierl  stretti  he  has.  Hist !  I  hear  now  his  step 
in  the  hall.  I  should  know  it  from  a  thousand.  That's 
his  very  touch  on  the  handle  of  the  door." 

Randal  Leslie  entered.  Harley — who,  despite  his  disre- 
gard for  forms,  and  his  dislike  to  Randal,  was  too  high-bred 
not  to  be  polite  to  his  junior  in  age  or  inferior  in  rank-^rose 
and  bowed.  But  his  bright  piercing  eyes  did  not  soften  as 
they  caught  and  bore  down  the  deeper  and  more  latent  fire 
in  Randal's.  Harley  did  not  resume  his  seat,  but  moved 
to  the  mantelpiece,  and  leant  against  it. 

Randal. — "I  have  fulfilled  your  commissions,  Mr. 
Egerton.  I  went  first  to  Maida  Hill,  and  saw  Mr.  Burley. 
I  gave  him  the  cheque,  but  he  said,  *it  was  too  much,  and 
he  should  return  half  to  the  banker;'  he  will  write  the 
article  as  you  suggested.     I  then " 

AuDLEY. — "Enough,  Randal!  we  v/ill  not  fatigue  Lord 
L' Estrange  with  these  little  details  of  a  life  that  displeases 
him — the  life  political." 

Harley. — "But  these  details  do  not  displease  me;  they 
reconcile  me  to  my  own  life.     Go  on,  pray,  Mr.  Leslie." 

Randal  had  too  much  tact  to  need  the  cautioning  glance 
of  Mr.  Egerton.  He  did  not  continue,  but  said,  with  a 
soft  voice,  "  Do  you  think.  Lord  L' Estrange,  that  the  con- 
templation of  the  mode  of  life  pursued  by  others  can  rec- 
oncile man  to  his  own,  if  he  had  before  thought  it  needed 
a  reconciler?"     Harley  looked   pleased,  for  the  question 
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was  ironical;  and,  if  there  was  a  thing  in  the  world  he 
abhorred,  it  was  flattery. 

"KecoUect  your  Lucretius,  Mr.  Leslie,  the  Suave  viare^ 
&c.,  *  pleasant  from  the  cliff  to  see  the  mariners  tossed  on 
the  ocean.'  Faith,  I  think  that  sight  reconciles  one  to  the 
cliff — though,  before,  one  might  have  been  teased  by  the 
splash  from  the  spray,  and  deafened  by  the  scream  of  the 
sea-gulls.  But  I  leave  you,  Audley.  Strange  that  I  have 
heard  no  more  of  my  soldier!  Remember  I  have  your 
promise  when  I  come  to  claim  it.  Good-bye,  Mr.  Leslie, 
I  hope  that  Burley's  article  will  be  worth  the — cheque." 

Lord  L' Estrange  mounted  his  horse,  which  was  still  at 
the  door,  and  rode  through  the  Park.  But  he  was  no 
longer  now  imknown  by  sight.  Bows  and  nods  saluted 
him  on  every  side. 

"  Alas,  I  am  found  out,  then,"  said  he  to  himself.  "  That 
terrible  Duchess  of  Knaresborough,  too — I  must  fly  my 
country."  He  pushed  his  horse  into  a  canter,  and  was 
soon  out  of  the  Park.  As  he  dismoimted  at  his  father ^s 
sequestered  house,  you  would  have  hardly  supposed  him 
the  same  whimsical,  fantastic,  but  deep  and  subtle  humor- 
ist, that  delighted  in  perplexing  the  material  Audley.  For 
his  expressive  face  was  unutterably  serious.  But  the  mo- 
ment he  came  into  the  presence  of  his  parents,  the  counte- 
nance was  again  lighted  and  cheerful.  It  brightened  the 
whole  room  like  sunshine. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


"Mr.  Leslik,"  said  Egerton,  when  Harley  had  left  the 
library,  "you  did  not  act  with  your  usual  discretion  in 
touching  upon  matters  connected  with  politics  in  the  pres- 
ence of  a  third  party." 

"  I  feel  that  already,  sir ;  my  excuse  is,  that  I  held  Lord 
L' Estrange  to  be  your  most  intimate  friend." 
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"  A  public  man,  Mr.  Leslie,  would  ill  serve  his  country 
if  he  were  not  especially  reserved  towards  his  private 
friends — when  they  do  not  belong  to  his  party." 

"But,  pardon  me  my  ignorance.  Lord  Lansmere  is  so 
well  known  to  be  one  of  your  supporters,  that  I  fancied  his 
son  must  share  his  sentiments,  and  be  in  your  confidence." 

Egei-ton's  brows  slightly  contracted,  and  gave  a  stern 
expression  to  a  countenance  always  firm  and  decided.  He 
however  answered  in  a  mild  tone : 

"  At  the  entrance  into  political  life,  Mr.  Leslie,  there  is 
nothing  in  which  a  young  man  of  your  talents  should  be 
more  on  his  guard  than  thinking  for  himself;  he  will  nearly 
always  think  wrong.  And  I  believe  that  is  one  reason  why 
young  men  of  talent  disappoint  their  friends,  and  remain 
so  long  out  of  office." 

A  haughty  flush  passed  over  RandaPs  brow,  and  faded 
away  quickly ;  he  bowed  in  silence. 

Egerton  resumed,  as  if  in  explanation,  and  even  in  kindly 
apology : 

"  Look  at  Lord  L'Estrange  himself.  What  young  man 
could  come  into  life  with  brighter  auspices?  Rank,  wealth, 
high  animal  spirits  (a  great  advantage  those  same  spirits, 
Mr.  Leslie),  courage,  self-possession,  scholarship  as  bril- 
liant perhaps  as  your  own;  and  now  see  how  his  life  is 
wasted!  Why!  He  always  thought  fit  to  think  for  him- 
self. He  could  never  be  broken  in  to  harness,  and  never 
will  be.  The  state  coach,  Mr.  Leslie,  requires  that  all  the 
horses  should  pull  together." 

"With  submission,  sir,"  answered  Randal,  "I  should 
think  that  there  were  other  reasons  why  Lord  L'Estrange, 
whatever  be  his  talents — and  of  these  you  must  be  indeed 
an  adequate  judge — would  never  do  anything  in  public 
life." 

"Ay,  and  what?"  said  Egerton,  quickly. 

"  First, "  said  Randal,  shrewdly,  "  private  life  has  done 
too  much  for  him.  What  could  public  life  give  to  one  who 
needs  nothing?     Born  at  the  top  of  the  social  ladder,  why 
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should  he  put  himself  voluntarily  at  the  last  step,  for  the 
sake  of  climbing  up  again?  And  secondly,  Lord  L' Es- 
trange seems  to  me  a  man  in  whose  organisation  sentiment 
usurps  too  large  a  share  for  practical  existence." 

**  You  have  a  keen  eye,"  said  Audley,  with  some  admira- 
tion; "keen  for  one  so  young.     Poor  Harlcy!" 

Mr.  Egerton's  last  words  were  said  to  himself.  He 
resumed,  quickly : 

"There  is  something  on  my  mind,  my  young  friend. 
Let  us  be  frank  with  each  other.  I  placed  before  you  fair- 
ly the  advantages  and  disadvantages  of  the  choice  I  gave 
you.  To  take  your  degree  with  such  honours  as  no  doubt 
you  would  have  won,  to  obtain  your  fellowship,  to  go  to  the 
bar,  with  those  credentials  in  favour  of  your  talents: — this 
was  one  career.  To  come  at  once  into  public  life,  to  profit 
by  my  experience,  avail  yourself  of  my  interest,  to  take 
the  chances  of  rise  or  fall  with  a  party :  this  was  another. 
You  chose  the  last.  But  in  so  doing,  there  was  a  consider- 
ation which  might  weigh  with  you ;  and  on  which,  in  stat- 
ing your  reasons  for  your  option,  you  were  silent." 

"What  is  that,  sir?'' 

"You  might  have  counted  on  my  fortune,  should  the 
chances  of  party  fail  you : — speak — and  without  shame  if 
so ;  it  would  be  natural  in  a  young  man,  who  comes  from 
the  elder  branch  of  the  house  whose  heiress  was  my  wife." 

"  You  wound  me,  Mr.  Egerton, "  said  Eandal,  turning 
away. 

Mr.  Egerton' s  cold  glance  followed  llandaPs  movements; 
the  face  was  hid  from  the  glance,  and  the  statesman's  eye 
rested  on  the  figure,  which  is  often  as  self -betraying  as  the 
countenance  itself.  Eandal  baffled  Mr.  Egerton' s  penetra- 
tion— the  young  man's  emotion  might  be  honest  pride,  and 
pained  and  generous  feeling;  or  it  might  be  something  else. 
Egerton  continued,  slowly : 

"  Once  for  all,  then,  distinctly  and  emphatically,  I  say, 
never  count  upon  that ;  count  upon  all  else  that  I  can  do  for 
you,  and  forgive  me,  when  I  advise  harshly  or  censure 
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coldly ;  ascribe  this  to  my  interest  in  your  career.  More- 
over, before  decision  becomes  irrevocable,  I  wish  you  to 
know  practically  all  that  is  disagreeable  or  even  humili- 
ating in  the  first  subordinate  steps  of  him  who,  without 
wealth  or  station,  would  rise  in  public  life.  I  will  not  con- 
sider your  choice  settled,  till  the  end  of  a  year  at  least — 
your  name  will  be  kept  on  the  college  books  till  then ;  if, 
on  experience,  you  should  prefer  to  return  to  Oxford,  and 
pursue  the  slower  but  surer  path  to  independence  and  dis- 
tinction, you  can.  And  now  give  me  your  hand,  Mr.  Les- 
lie, in  sign  that  you  forgive  my  bluntness ; — it  is  time  to 
dress.'' 

Randal,  with  his  face  still  averted,  extended  his  hand. 
Mr.  Egerton  held  it  a  moment,  then  dropping  it,  left  the 
room.  Randal  turned  as  the  door  closed.  And  there  was 
in  his  dark  face  a  power  of  sinister  passion,  that  justified 
all  Harley's  warnings.  His  lips  moved,  but  not  audibly; 
then,  as  if  struck  by  a  sudden  thought,  he  followed  Egerton 
into  the  hall. 

"  Sir, "  said  he,  "  I  forgot  to  say,  that  on  returning  from 
Maida  Hill  I  took  shelter  from  the  rain  under  a  covered 
passage,  and  there  I  met,  unexpectedly,  with  your  nephew 
Frank  Hazeldean." 

"Ah!"  said  Egerton,  indifferently,  "  a  fine  young  man; 
in  the  Guards.  It  is  a  pity  that  my  brother  has  such  anti- 
quated political  notions ;  he  should  put  his  son  into  parlia- 
^  ment,  and  under  my  guidance ;  I  could  push  him.  Well,  and 
what  said  Frank?" 

"  He  invited  me  to  call  on  him.  I  remember  that  you 
once  rather  cautioned  me  against  too  intimate  an  acquaint- 
ance with  those  who  have  not  got  their  fortunes  to  make.'' 

"Because  they  are  idle,  and  idleness  is  contagious. 
Right — better  not  to  be  intimate  with  a  young  Guardsman." 

"Then  you  would  not  have  me  call  on  him,  sir?  We 
were  rather  friends  at  Eton;  and  if  I  wholly  reject  his 
overtures,  might  he  not  think  that  you " 

"I!"  interrupted  Egerton,  "Ah,  true;  my  brother 
2—4 
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might  think  I  bore  him  a  grudge ;  absurd.  Call  then,  and 
ask  the  yoimg  man  here.  Yet  still,  I  do  not  advise  inti- 
macy." 

Egerton  turned  into  his  dressing-room.  "  Sir,"  said  his 
valet,  who  was  in  waiting,  "Mr.  Levy  is  here — he  says, 
by  appointment;  and  Mr.  Grinders  is  also  just  come  from 
the  coiuitry." 

"Tell  Mr.  Grinders  to  come  in  first,"  said  Egerton,  seat- 
ing himself.  "  You  need  not  wait;  I  can  dress  without 
you.     Tell  Mr.  Levy  I  will  see  him  in  five  minutes." 

Mr.  Grinders  was  steward  to  Audley  Egerton. 

Mr.  Levy  was  a  handsome  man,  who  wore  a  camelia  in 
his  buttonhole — drove,  in  his  cabriolet,  a  high-stepping 
horse  that  had  cost  200/. ;  was  well  kno\\Ti  to  young  men 
of  fashion,  and  considered  by  tlieir  fathers  a  very  danger- 
ous acquaintance. 


CHAPTER   XII. 


As  the  company  assembled  in  the  drawing-rooms,  Mr. 
Egerton  introduced  Randal  Leslie  to  his  eminent  friends  in 
a  way  that  greatly  contrasted  the  distant  and  admonitory 
manner  which  he  had  exhibited  to  him  in  private.  The 
presentation  was  made  with  that  cordiality  and  that  gra- 
cious respect,  by  which  those  who  are  in  station  command 
notice  for  those  who  have  their  station  yet  to  win. 

"  My  dear  Lord,  let  me  introduce  to  you  a  kinsman  of 
my  late  wife's"  (in  a  whisper) — "the  heir  to  the  elder 
branch  of  her  family.  Stanmore,  this  is  Mr.  Leslie,  of 
whom  I  spoke  to  you.  You,  who  were  so  distinguished  at 
Oxford,  will  not  like  him  the  worse  for  the  prizes  he  gained 
there.  Duke,  let  me  present  to  you  Mr.  Leslie.  The 
Duchess  is  angry  with  me  for  deserting  her  balls ;  I  shall 
hope  to  make  my  peace,  by  providing  myself  with  a  younger 
and  livelier  substitute.     Ah,  Mr.  Howard,  here  is  a  young 
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gentleman  just  fresh  from  Oxford,  who  will  tell  us  all 
about  the  new  sect  springing  up  there.  He  has  not  wasted 
his  time  on  billiards  and  horses." 

Leslie  was  received  with  all  that  charming  courtesy  which 
is  the  To  Kalon  of  an  aristocracy. 

After  dinner,  conversation  settled  on  politics.  Randal 
listened  with  attention,  and  in  silence,  till  Egerton  drew 
him  gently  out;  just  enough,  and  no  more — just  enough  to 
make  his  intelligence  evident,  and  without  subjecting  him 
to  the  charge  of  laying  down  the  law.  Egerton  knew  how 
to  draw  out  young  men — a  difficult  art.  It  was  one  reason 
why  he  Avas  so  peculiarly  popular  w^ith  the  more  rising 
members  of  his  party. 

The  party  broke  up  early. 

"  We  are  in  time  for  Almack's,"  said  Egerton,  glancing 
at  the  clock,  " and  I  have  a  voucher  for  you;  come.'' 

Randal  followed  his  patron  into  the  carriage.  By  the 
way,  Egerton  thus  addressed  him : 

"  I  shall  introduce  you  to  the  principal  leaders  of  society ; 
know  them  and  study  them ;  I  do  not  advise  you  to  attempt 
to  do  more — that  is,  to  attempt  to  become  the  fashion.  It 
is  a  very  expensive  ambition :  some  men  it  helps,  most  men 
it  ruins.  On  the  whole,  you  have  better  cards  in  your 
hands.  Dance  or  not  as  it  pleases  you — don't  flirt.  If 
you  flirt,  people  will  inquire  into  your  fortune — an  inquiry 
that  will  do  you  little  good ;  and  flirting  entangles  a  young 
man  into  marrying.     That  would  never  do.     Here  we  are." 

In  two  minutes  more  they  were  in  the  great  ball-room, 
and  Randal's  eyes  were  dazzled  with  the  lights,  the  dia- 
monds, the  blaze  of  beauty.  Audley  presented  him  in  quick 
succession  to  some  dozen  ladies,  and  then  disappeared 
amidst  the  crowd.  Randal  was  not  at  a  loss :  he  was  with- 
out shyness ;  or  if  he  had  that  disabling  infirmity,  he  con- 
cealed it.  He  answered  the  languid  questions  put  to  him 
with  a  certain  spirit  that  kept  up  talk,  and  left  a  favour- 
able impression  of  his  agreeable  qualities.  But  the  lady 
with  whom  he  got  on  the  best,  was  one  who  had  no  daugh- 
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ters  out,  a  handsome  and  witty  woman  of  the  world — Lady 
Frederick  Coniers. 

"  It  is  your  first  ball  at  Almaek's  then,  Mr.  Leslie?" 

"My  first." 

"And  you  have  not  secured  a  partner?  Shall  I  find  you 
one?     What  do  you  think  of  that  pretty  girl  in  pink?" 

"  I  see  her — but  I  cannot  think  of  her." 

"  You  are  rather,  perhaps,  like  a  diplomatist  in  a  new 
court,  and  your  first  object  is  to  know  who  is  who." 

"  I  confess  that  on  beginning  to  study  the  history  of  my 
own  day  I  should  like  to  distinguish  the  portraits  that  illus- 
trate the  memoir. " 

"Give  me  your  arm,  then,  and  we  will  come  into  the 
next  room.  We  shall  see  the  different  notahilites  enter  one 
by  one,  and  observe  without  being  observed.  This  is  the 
least  I  can  do  for  a  friend  of  Mr.  Egerton's." 

"Mr.  Egerton,  then,"  said  Eandal — (as  they  threaded 
their  way  through  the  space  without  the  rope  that  protected 
the  dancers) — "Mr.  Egerton  has  had  the  good  fortune  to 
win  your  esteem  even  for  his  friends,  however  obscure?" 

"  Why,  to  say  truth,  I  think  no  one  whom  Mr.  Egerton 
calls  his  friend  need  long  remain  obscure,  if  he  has  the  am- 
bition to  be  otherwise.  For  Mr.  Egerton  holds  it  a  maxim 
never  to  forget  a  friend  nor  a  service." 

"Ah,  indeed!"  said  Kandal,  surprised. 

"And,  therefore,"  continued  Lady  Frederick,  "as  he 
passes  through  life,  friends  gather  round  him.  He  will 
rise  even  higher  yet.  Gratitude,  Mr.  Leslie,  is  a  very 
good  policy." 

" Hem,"  muttered  Mr.  Leslie. 

They  had  now  gained  the  room  where  tea  and  bread  and 
butter  were  the  homely  refreshments  to  the  habitues  of 
what  at  that  day  was  the  most  exclusive  assembly  in  Lon- 
don. They  ensconced  themselves  in  a  corner  by  a  window, 
and  Lady  Frederick  performed  her  task  of  cicerone  with 
lively  ease,  accompanying  each  notice  of  the  various  per- 
sons who  passed  panoramically  before  them  with  sketch. 
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and  anecdote,  sometimes  good-natured,  generally  satirical, 
always  graphic  and  amusing. 

By  and  by,  Prank  Hazeldean,  having  on  his  arm  a  young 
lady  of  haughty  air  and  with  high  though  delicate  features, 
came  to  the  tea-table. 

"  The  last  new  Guardsman, "  said  Lady  Frederick ;  "  very 
handsome,  and  not  yet  quite  spoiled.  But  he  has  got  into 
a  dangerous  set. " 

Kandal. — "The  young  lady  with  him  is  handsome 
enough  to  be  dangerous." 

Lady  Frederick  (laughing). — "No  danger  for  him 
there, — as  yet  at  least.  Lady  Mary  (the  Duke  of  Knares- 
borough's  daughter)  is  only  in  her  second  year.  The  first 
year,  nothing  under  an  earl ;  the  second,  nothing  under  a 
baron.  It  will  be  full  four  years  before  she  comes  down  to 
a  commoner.  Mr.  Hazeldean' s  danger  is  of  another  kind. 
He  lives  much  with  men  who  are  not  exactly  mauvais  ton, 
but  certainly  not  of  the  best  taste.  Yet  he  is  very 
young ;  he  may  extricate  himself — leaving  half  his  fortune 
behind  him.     What,  he  nods  to  you!     You  know  him?" 

"Very  well;  he  is  nephew  to  Mr.  Egerton." 

"Indeed!  I  did  not  know  that.  Hazeldean  is  a  new 
name  in  London.  I  heard  his  father  was  a  plain  country 
gentleman,  of  good  fortune,  but  not  that  he  was  related  to 
Mr.  Egerton." 

"Half-brother." 

"Will  Mr.  Egerton  pay  the  young  gentleman's  debts? 
He  has  no  sons  himself." 

Eandal. — "Mr.  Egerton' s  fortune  comes  from  his  wife, 
from  my  family — from  a  Leslie,  not  from  a  Hazeldean. " 

Lady  Frederick  turned  sharply,  looked  at  Eandal' s 
countenance  with  more  attention  than  she  had  yet  vouch- 
safed to  it,  and  tried  to  talk  of  the  Leslies.  Randal  was 
very  short  there. 

An  hour  afterwards,  Randal,  who  had  not  danced,  was 
still  in  the  refreshment-room,  but  Lady  Frederick  had  long 
quitted  him.     He  was  talking  with  some  old  Etonians  who 
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lia<i  nMii<;iiiMMl  liiin,  when  tlii*re  rtiteml  a  lady  of  renr  re* 
luaikaliN^  apiManiiKr,  and  :i  murmur  {lasaed  through  the 

nNini  a>  >lit*  a|i]H*aro(l. 

Sltr  nii^'lit  U*  thri'c  or  four  and  twenty.  She  waa  dreaaed 
ill  M:i«-k  vi'Ivrt,  which  ('oiitra.ste«l  with  the  alabaater  white- 
hiss  ot  h>M-  thmat  and  tht*  rh*ar  fiahaieasof  her  complex  ion, 
while  it  set  otT  tli<*  diamonds  with  which  nhc  waa  profusely 
cnviTfd.  I  lor  liuir  was  of  thr  dt'eprst  jet,  and  worn  aimiily 
hiaido(l.  IIiM'  cyrs,  Uhk  wvrv  thirk  and  brilliant^  her  feat- 
ures H'^Milar  and  strikiu}^';  hut  their  cxpressioD,  when  in 
re) M ISO,  was  n<»t  ]»r«>)H>ssessing  to  HUrh  as  love  modeaty  and 
softness  in  till*  hioks  of  woman.  Hut  when  she  spoke  and 
smiled,  tliere  was  so  miuli  spirit  and  vivaeit}*  in  the  counte^ 
nan<'c,  so  much  fas<'ination  in  the  smile,  that  all  which 
nii^bt  he  fore  have  marred  the  effect  of  her  beauty  strange- 
ly and  suddenly  disa]>]K'ared. 

*'  Who  is  that  very  handsome  woman*.'**  asked  Randal. 

''An  Italian— a  Marchessi  something'/*  said  one  of  the 
Ktoiiians. 

"  Di  Negra,'*  .suggested  another,  who  hml  lieeu  abroad: 
''she  is  a  widow;  her  husband  was  of  the  great  Genoese 
family  of  Negra — a  younger  branch  of  it." 

Several  men  now  gathered  thi(*kly  around  the  fair  Italian. 
A  few  hidies  of  the  highest  rank  spoke  to  lier,  but  with  a 
more  distant  courtesy  than  hidit>s  of  high  rank  usually  show 
to  foreigners  of  such  (iuality  as  Madame  di  Negra.  Ladies 
of  rank  less  elevated  seemed  rather  shy  of  ht»r: — that  might 
be  from  jealousy.  As  Ivandal  gazed  at  the  Marcheaa  with 
more  admiration  than  any  w<»man,  jierhajjs,  had  before  ex- 
cited in  him,  he  heard  a  voice  near  him  sav : 

"  ( )li,  Madame  di  >«  egra  is  resolved  to  settle  amongst  usy 
and  marry  an  Englishman." 

*'If  she  can  find  one  sufficiently  courageous,"  returned  a 
female  voice. 

"  Well,  she's  trying  hard  for  Egerton,  and  he  has  courage 
enough  for  anything." 

The  female  voice  replied,  with  a  laugh,  **  Mr.  Egertoa 
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knows  the  world  too  well,  and  has  resisted  too  many  temp- 
tations to  be " 

"Hush! — there  he  is." 

Egerton  came  into  the  room  with  his  usual  firm  step  and 
erect  mien.  Randal  observed  that  a  quick  glance  was  ex- 
changed between  him  and  the  Marchesa  j  but  the  Minister 
passed  her  by  with  a  bow. 

Still  Randal  watched,  and,  ten  minutes  afterwards,  Eger- 
ton and  the  Marchesa  were  seated  apart  in  the  very  same 
convenient  nook  that  Eandal  and  Lady  Frederick  had  occu- 
pied an  hour  or  so  before. 

"  Is  this  the  reason  why  Mr.  Egerton  so  insultingly  warns 
me  against  counting  on  his  fortune?"  muttered  Randal. 
"Does  he  mean  to  marry  again?" 

Unjust  suspicion! — for,  at  that  moment,  these  were  the 
words  that  Audley  Egerton  was  dropping  forth  from  his 
lips  of  bronze : 

"  Nay,  dear  Madam,  do  not  ascribe  to  my  frank  admira- 
tion more  gallantry  than  it  merits.  Your  conversation 
charms  me,  your  beauty  delights  me ;  your  society  is  as  a 
holiday  that  I  look  forward  to  in  the  fatigues  of  my  life. 
But  I  have  done  with  love,  and  I  shall  never  marry  again." 

"  You  almost  pique  me  into  trying  to  win,  in  order  to  re- 
ject you,"  said  the  Italian,  with  a  flash  from  her  bright  eyes. 

"  I  defy  even  you, "  answered  Audley,  with  his  cold  hard 
smile.  "  But  to  return  to  the  point.  You  have  more  in- 
fluence, at  least,  over  this  subtle  ambassador;  and  the 
secret  we  speak  of  I  rely  on  you  to  obtain  me.  Ah,  Mad- 
am, let  us  rest  friends.  You  see  I  have  conquered  the 
unjust  prejudices  against  you;  you  are  received  and  feted 
everywhere,  as  becomes  your  birth  and  your  attractions. 
Rely  on  me  ever,  as  I  on  you.  But  I  shall  excite  too  much 
envy  if  I  stay  here  longer,  and  am  vain  enough  to  think 
that  I  may  injure  you  if  I  provoke  the  gossip  of  the  ill- 
natured.     As  the  avowed  friend,  I  can  serve  you — as  the 

supposed  lover.  No "     Audley  rose  as  he  said  this,  and, 

standing  by  the  chair,  added  carelessly,  "  A  propos,  the  sum 
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liad  recognised  him,  when  there  entered  a  lady  of  very  re- 
markable appearance,  and  a  murmur  passed  through  the 
room  as  she  appeared. 

She  might  be  tliree  or  four  and  twenty.  She  was  dressed 
in  black  velvet,  which  contrasted  with  the  alabaster  white- 
ness of  her  throat  and  the  clear  i)aleness  of  her  complexion, 
while  it  set  off  the  diamonds  with  which  she  was  profusely 
covered.  Her  hair  was  of  the  deepest  jet,  and  worn  simply 
braided.  Her  eyes,  too,  were  daik  and  brilliant,  her  feat- 
ures regular  and  striking;  but  their  expression,  when  in 
repose,  was  not  prei)ossessing  to  such  as  love  modesty  and 
softness  in  the  looks  of  woman.  But  when  she  spoke  and 
smiled,  there  was  so  nuicli  spirit  and  vivacity  in  the  counte^ 
nance,  so  much  fascination  in  the  smile,  that  all  which 
might  before  have  marred  the  effect  of  her  beauty  strange- 
ly and  suddenly  disappeared. 

"  Who  is  that  very  handsome  woman?"  asked  Eandal. 

"An  Italian — a  Marchesa  something,"  said  one  of  the 
Etonians. 

'M)i  Negra,"  suggested  another,  who  had  been  abroad: 
"  she  is  a  widow ;  her  husband  was  of  the  great  Genoese 
family  of  Negra — a  younger  branch  of  it." 

Several  men  now  gathered  thickly  around  the  fair  Italian. 
A  few  ladies  of  the  highest  rank  spoke  to  her,  but  with  a 
more  distant  courtesy  than  ladies  of  high  rank  usually  show 
to  foreigners  of  such  quality  as  Madame  di  Negra.  Ladies 
of  rank  less  elevated  seemed  rather  shy  of  her ; — that  might 
be  from  jealousy.  As  Randal  gazed  at  the  Marchesa  with 
more  admiration  than  any  woman,  perhaps,  had  before  ex- 
cited in  him,  he  heard  a  voice  near  him  say  ; 

"  Oh,  Madame  di  Negra  is  resolved  to  settle  amongst  us, 
and  marry  an  Englishman." 

"If  she  can  find  one  sufficiently  courageous,"  returned  a 
female  voice. 

"  Well,  she's  trying  hard  for  Egerton,  and  he  has  courage 
enough  for  anything." 

The  female  voice  replied,  with  a  laugh,  "Mr.  Egerton 
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chose  the  lodgings :  a  smile  is  not  always  found  on  the  face 
of  a  landlady  when  the  lodger  is  poor.  And  out  of  their 
windows  they  caught  sight  of  a  green  tree,  an  elm,  that 
grew  up  fair  and  tall  in  a  carpenter's  yard  at  the  rear. 
That  tree  was  like  another  smile  to  the  place.  They  saw 
the  birds  come  and  go  to  its  shelter-,  and  they  even  heard, 
when  a  breeze  arose,  the  pleasant  murmur  of  its  boughs. 

Leonard  went  the  same  evening  to  Captain  Digby's  old 
lodgings,  but  he  could  learn  there  no  intelligence  of  friends 
or  protectors  for  Helen.  The  people  were  rude  and  surly, 
and  said  that  the  Captain  still  owed  them  11.  17s.  The 
claim,  however,  seemed  very  disputable,  and  was  stoutly 
denied  by  Helen.  The  next  morning  Leonard  set  out  in 
search  of  Dr.  Morgan.  He  thought  his  best  plan  was  to 
inquire  the  address  of  the  Doctor  at  the  nearest  chemist's, 
and  the  chemist  civilly  looked  into  the  Court  Guide,  and 
referred  him  to  a  house  in  Bulstrode  Street,  Manchester 
Square.  To  this  street  Leonard  contrived  to  find  his  way, 
much  marvelling  at  the  meanness  of  London :  Screwstown 
seemed  to  him  the  handsomer  town  of  the  two. 

A  shabby  man-servant  opened  the  door,  and  Leonard  re- 
marked that  th«  narrow  passage  was  choked  with  boxes, 
trunks,  and  various  articles  of  furniture.  He  was  shown 
into  a  small  room  containing  a  very  large  round  table, 
whereon  were  sundry  works  on  homoeopathy.  Parry's  Ci/m- 
^Han  Plutarch,  Da  vies' s  Celtic  Researches,  and  a  Sunday 
newspaper.  An  engraved  portrait  of  the  illustrious  Hahne- 
mann occupied  the  place  of  honour  over  the  chimneypiece. 
In  a  few  minutes  the  door  to  an  inner  room  opened,  and 
Dr.  Morgan  appeared,  and  said,  politely,  "Come  in,  sir." 

The  doctor  seated  himself  at  a  desk,  looked  hastily  at 
Leonard,  and  then  at  a  great  chronometer  lying  on  the 
table.  "  My  time's  short,  sir — going  abroad :  and  now  that 
I  am  going,  patients  flock  to  me.  Too  late.  London  will 
repent  its  apathy.     Let  it!" 

The  Doctor  paused  majestically,  and  not  remarking  on 
Leonard's  face  the  consternation  he  had  anticipated,  he 
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you  do  me  the  honour  to  borrow  will  be  paid  to  your  bankers 
to-morrow." 

"A  thousand  thanks! — my  brother  will  hasten  to  repay 
you. " 

Audley  bowed.  "  Youi*  brother,  I  hope,  will  repay  me 
in  person,  not  before.     When  does  he  come?" 

"  Oh,  he  has  again  postponed  his  visit  to  London ;  he  is 
so  much  needed  in  Vienna.  But  while  we  are  talking  of 
him,  allow  me  to  ask  if  your  friend.  Lord  L' Estrange,  is 
indeed  still  so  bitter  against  that  poor  brother  of  mine?" 

"Still  the  same." 

"It  is  shameful!"  cried  the  Italian,  with  warmth ;  "what 
has  my  brother  ever  done  to  him  that  he  should  actually 
intrigue  against  the  Count  in  his  own  court?" 

"Intrigue!  I  think  you  wrong  Lord  L' Estrange;  he  but 
represented  what  he  believed  to  be  the  truth,  in  defence  of 
a  ruined  exile." 

"  And  you  will  not  tell  me  where  that  exile  is,  or  if  his 
daughter  still  lives?" 

"  My  dear  Marchesa,  I  have  called  you  friend,  therefore 
I  will  not  aid  L' Estrange  to  injure  you  or  yours.  But  I 
call  L'Estrauge  a  friend  alsoj  and  I  cannot  violate  the 

trust  that "     Audley  stopped  short,  and  bit  his  lip. 

"You  understand  me,"  he  resumed,  with  a  more  genial 
smile  than  usual ;  and  he  took  his  leave. 

The  Italian's  brows  met  as  her  eye  followed  him;  then^ 
as  she  too  rose,  that  eye  encoimtered  KandaPs. 

"  That  young  man  has  the  eye  of  an  Italian, "  said  the 
Marchesa  to  herself,  as  she  passed  by  him  into  the  ball- 
room. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

Leonard  and  Helen  settled  themselves  in  two  little 
chambers,  in  a  small  lane.  The  neighbourhood  was  dull 
enough — the  accommodation  humble;  but  their  landlady 
had  a  smile.     That  was  the  reason,  perhaps,  why  Helen 
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I   was.     His   son  was   wiser;   never  would  take  physic. 
Very  clever  boy  was  Lord  L' Estrange " 

"Lord  L'Estrange! — that  name  begins  with  Les " 

"Stuff!  He's  always  abroad — shows  his  sense.  I'm 
going  abroad  too.  No  development  for  science  in  this  hor- 
rid city — full  of  prejudices,  sir,  and  given  up  to  the  most 
barbarous  allopathical  and  phlebotomical  propensities.  I 
am  going  to  the  land  of  Hahnemann,  sir, — sold  my  good- 
will, lease,  and  furniture,  and  have  bought  in  on  the  Rhine. 
Natural  life  there,  sir — homoeopathy  needs  nature :  dine  at 
one  o'clock,  get  up  at  four — tea  little  known,  and  science 
appreciated.  But  I  forget.  Cott!  what  can  I  do  for  the 
orphan?" 

"  Well,  sir, "  said  Leonard,  rising,  "  Heaven  will  give  me 
strength  to  support  her." 

The  Doctor  looked  at  the  young  man  attentively.  "  And 
yet,"  said  he,  in  a  gentler  voice,  "you,  young  man,  are,  by 
your  account,  a  perfect  stranger  to  her,  or  were  so  when 
you  undertook  to  bring  her  to  London.  You  have  a  good 
heart— always  keep  it.  Very  healthy  thing,  sir,  a  good 
heart — that  is,  when  not  carried  to  excess.  But  you  have 
friends  of  your  own  in  town?" 
•    Leonard. — "Not  yet,  sir;  I  hope  to  make  them."  * 

Doctor. — "Pless  me,  you  do?  How? — I  can't  make 
any." 

Leonard  coloured  and  hung  his  head.  He  longed  to  say, 
"  Authors  find  friends  in  their  readers — I  am  going  to  be 
an  author."  But  he  felt  that  the  reply  would  savour  of 
presumption,  and  held  his  tongue. 

The  Doctor  continued  to  examine  him,  and  with  friendly 
interest.  "  You  say  you  walked  up  to  London — was  that 
from  choice  or  economy?" 

Leonard. — "Both,  sir." 

Doctor. — "  Sit  down  again,  and  let  us  talk.  I  can  give 
you  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  I'll  see  if  I  can  help  either 
of  you,  provided  you  tell  me  all  the  symptoins — I  mean  all 
the  particulars." 


:»H  MY   NOVKL; 

ri'lMMtfil  ]H'«'vislily :    **  I  uiii  fcoinf;  abruail,  sir,  but  I  will 
inakt*  :i  Miiopsis  of  your  <'iUH*,  aiul  leave  it  to  ny  mmnMiiOf 
IIuiii!      Hair  chr^tiiut;    eyi»s — what  colour?     Look   this 
wav     l)ltu\    tlark    hint*,     lleiii!      Constitution    ncnrous. 

What  arr  tin*  .Hyin|it4mis?" 

"Sir,"  UvLjaii  I^Mnianl,  ''a  little  Kirl " 

Die.  Mi»i:i..\N  (iiM|>ati«*iitly). --**  Little  inrl;  nerer  mind 
thf  liistoiy  i»f  your  MifTeriugs;  stick  to  the  Hyuiptoms— stick 
to  tilt*  syiiii»tuiiis/* 

Lko\.\ki>.  '*  Vou  mistake*  iiif,  !Hx*U»r;  I  have  nothing 
tin*  matter  with  int*.      A  litth*  ^i"*! " 

Die.  MoK«iAN.  *Miirl  a^^aiii!  1  understand!  it  is  she 
who  is  ill.  SluiU  I  ^o  to  her?  She  must  describe  her  own 
syiiiptoius— I  cairt  jud{;o  fmin  your  .talk.  You'll  be  tell- 
ing iiK'  hIk*  ha.s  conHuniiition.  or  (lys|)e|)sia9  or  some  such 
disease  that  (lon*t  exist :  nieri*  allopathic  inventions — symp- 
toins,  sir,  symptoms. " 

Lkonai{i»  (forciiit;  his  way).  -  -  **  Vmi  attended  her 
|H)or  father,  Caittain  I>igl»y,  \\1hmi  he  was  taken  ill  in 
tlio  i'oach  with  you.  He  is  (lead,  and  his  child  is  an 
ori)han.'' 

I)ii.  MoKfiAN  (fumbling  in  his  medical  |HX*ket-bouk). — 
'MJrphan!  nothing  for  orphans,  espi^cially  if  inconsolaUei 
like  f/roniff  and  rhnmnmllht,'*^  ' 

AVith  some  diiiiculty  Ij<H)nard  suecoedetl  in  bringing 
Helen  to  the  r<K*ollection  of  the  hom(eo|uithist,  stating  how 
he  came  in  charge  of  h(*r,  and  why  he  sought  Dr.  Morgan. 

The  Doctor  was  much  moved. 

**But,  really,"  said  he,  after  a  pausts  **  I  don't  see  how 
T  can  help  the  i>oor  child.  1  knt»w  nothing  of  her  relations. 
This  Lord  Les — whatever  his  name  is — I  know  of  no  lords 
in  London.  I  knew  lords,  and  physicked  them  toO|  when 
I  was  a  blundering  alloi)atliist.  There  wiis  the  Earl  of 
Lansmere — has  had  many  a  blue  pill  from  me,  sinner  that 

'  It  may  bo  necessary  to  observe,  that  hoiiicropathy  professes  to 
deal  with  our  moral  afTections  as  well  as  with  our  physical  maladies 
and  has  a  globule  for  every  sorrow. 
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I  was.     His   son  was   wiser;   never  would  take  physic. 
Very  clever  boy  was  Lord  L' Estrange " 

"Lord  L'Estrange! — that  name  begins  with  Les " 

"Stuff!  He's  always  abroad — shows  his  sense.  I'm 
going  abroad  too.  No  development  for  science  in  this  hor- 
rid city — full  of  prejudices,  sir,  and  given  up  to  the  most 
barbarous  allopathical  and  phlebotomical  propensities.  I 
am  going  to  the  land  of  Hahnemann,  sir, — sold  my  good- 
will, lease,  and  furniture,  and  have  bought  in  on  the  Rhine. 
Natural  life  there,  sir — homoeopathy  needs  nature :  dine  at 
one  o'clock,  get  up  at  four — tea  little  known,  and  science 
appreciated.  But  I  forget.  Cott!  what  can  I  do  for  the 
orphan?" 

"  Well,  sir, "  said  Leonard,  rising,  "  Heaven  will  give  me 
strength  to  support  her." 

The  Doctor  looked  at  the  young  man  attentively.  "And 
yet,"  said  he,  in  a  gentler  voice,  "you,  young  man,  are,  by 
your  account,  a  perfect  stranger  to  her,  or  were  so  when 
you  undertook  to  bring  her  to  London.  You  have  a  good 
heart— always  keep  it.  Very  healthy  thing,  sir,  a  good 
heart — that  is,  when  not  carried  to  excess.  But  you  have 
friends  of  your  own  in  town?" 
•    Leonard. — "Not  yet,  sir;  I  hope  to  make  them."  ' 

Doctor. — "Pless  me,  you  do?  How? — I  can't  make 
any." 

Leonard  coloured  and  hung  his  head.  He  longed  to  say, 
"  Authors  find  friends  in  their  readers — I  am  going  to  be 
an  author."  But  he  felt  that  the  reply  would  savour  of 
presumption,  and  held  his  tongue. 

The  Doctor  continued  to  examine  him,  and  with  friendly 
interest.  "  You  say  you  walked  up  to  London — was  that 
from  choice  or  economy?" 

Leonard. — "Both,  sir." 

Doctor. — "  Sit  down  again,  and  let  us  talk.  I  can  give 
you  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  I'll  see  if  I  can  help  either 
of  you,  provided  you  tell  me  all  the  symptoins — I  mean  all 
the  particulars." 
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'I'lifii,  with  that  iMTiiliiir  a<lroitiiciiH  whirli  belongs  to 
(•\)>«Mi*Miif  ill  th4'  iiiiHlif-al  ]in»fi*sMiuii,  Pr.  Morgan,  who  was 
mmIIv  all  ai-tit**  ami  ahh*  man,  )»i(N't><Mh*4l  to  imt  his  iiuestions, 
a  I  111  MX  III  t'\trart«'<l  fmin  1^*4  manl  the  boy's  history  and  ho|ie&i 
r»iit  wlii'ii  tilt*  l>iHtm\  ill  admiration  at  a  simplicity  which 
(-nntiast4*il  so  fvidciit  an  iiit4*ili^i*nr(%  finally  asketl  him  his 
nam**  aii<l  rfiiiii('4*tioiis,  ami  LtMUiartl  tiihl  them,  the  homoe- 
o|iathi>t  aftually  start4(I.  '*  L4*4»nar4l  Fairfieltly  grandson  of 
uiv  old  frii'm!,  John  Av4*n4*1  of  Lansnien*!  I  must  shake 
ynii  hy  \]n*  hand.  Hn»u<:ht  np  hy  Mrs.  Fairfield! — Ab, 
now  I  l(Hik,  strong  family  lik4*iii*sH — v<Ty  strong!'* 

Tilt*  i4'ars  st4»ud  in  tin*  I>4Kt4ir'8  ••yos.  "Poor  Nora!" 
said  lit'. 

"Noral      l>id  vtni  kn4»w  iiiv  aunt?" 

*•  Vour  aunt  I  AliI  alil  \4*s  V4»sl  Poor  Xora! — she 
died  almost  in  th«*s4*  arms  -S4»  yuun)jr,  flo  beautiful.  I 
iomeml)i*r  it  as  if  V4*st4'nlav." 

The  I>o4'tor  brusht'd  his  han<l  a«'r(»ss  his  eyes«  and  swal- 
IowimI  a  j^lohtdo;  and,  U'fon'  tin*  \n*\  kin^w  what  he  was 
about,  hud,  in  his  lH'n4>vok*n4'4*«  thrust  another  between 
Leonard's  <iuivering  lips. 

A  kn<K'k  was  heanl  at  the  iloor. 

**  Ha!  that's  my  great  jjatitMit/'  crie<l  tlit*  l>o(*tory  recover* 
ing  his  self-possession — "  must  see  him.  A  chronic  case — 
excellent  pati4*nt— tic,  sir,  tic.  l*u//ling  and  interesting. 
If  I  could  take  that  tic  with  me,  1  slutuld  ask  nothing  more 
from  Heaven.  Call  again  on  Monday;  I  may  have  some- 
thing to  tell  you  then  as  to  yourself.  T\w  little  girl  can't 
slay  with  you— wrong  antl  nonsensital.  I  will  see  after 
her.  Leave  me  your  address — writ**  it  here.  T  think  I 
know  a  lady  who  will  tak4»  charge  of  her.  (Sooil-bye. 
Monday  next,  ten  o'clock.  ■' 

With  this,  the  Doctor  thrust  out  Leonard,  and  ushered 
in  his  grand  patient,  whom  he  was  very  anxious  to  take 
with  him  to  the  banks  of  the  Rhine. 

Leonard  had  \now  only  to  discover  the  nobleman  whose 
name  had  been  so  vaguely  uttered  by  i>oor  Captain  Digby. 
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He  had  again  recourse  to  the  Co^irt  Guide;  and  finding  the 
address  of  two  or  three  lords  the  first  syllable  of  whose 
titles  seemed  similar  to  that  repeated  to  him,  and  all  living 
pretty  near  to  each  other,  in  the  regions  of  Mayfair,  he  as- 
certained his  way  to  that  quarter,  and,  exercising  his 
mother-wit,  inquired  at  the  neighbouring  shops  as  to  the 
personal  appearance  of  these  noblemen.  Out  of  considera- 
tion for  his  rusticity,  he  got  very  civil  and  clear  answers ; 
but  none  of  the  lords  in  question  corresponded  with  the 
description  given  by  Helen.  One  was  old,  another  was 
exceedingly  corpulent,  a  third  was  bedridden — none  of 
them  was  known  to  keep  a  great  dog.  It  is  needless  to  say 
that  the  name  of  L' Estrange  (no  habitant  of  London)  was 
not  in  the  Court  Guide.  And  Dr.  Morgan's  assertion  that 
that  person  was  always  abroad  unluckily  dismissed  from 
Leonard's  mind  the  name  the  homoeopathist  had  so  casually 
mentioned.  But  Helen  was  not  disappointed  when  her 
young  protector  returned  late  in  the  day,  and  told  her  of 
his  ill  success.  Poor  child!  she  was  so  pleased  in  her 
heart  not  to  be  separated  from  her  new  brother;  and  Leon- 
ard was  touched  to  see  how  she  had  contrived,  in  his  ab- 
sence, to  give  a  certain  comfort  and  cheerful  grace  to  the 
bare  room  devoted  to  himself.  She  had  arranged  his  few 
books  and  papers  so  neatly,  near  the  window,  in  sight  of 
the  one  green  elm.  She  had  coaxed  the  smiling  landlady 
out  of  one  or  two  extra  articles  of  furniture,  especially  a 
walnut-tree  bureau,  and  some  odds  and  ends  of  ribbon — 
with  which  last  she  had  looped  up  the  curtains.  Even  the 
old  rush-bottom  chairs  had  a  strange  air  of  elegance,  from 
the  mode  in  which  they  were  placed.  The  fairies  had  given 
sweet  Helen  the  art  that  adorns  a  home,  and  brings  out  a 
smile  from  the  dingiest  corner  of  hut  and  attic. 

Leonard  wondered  and  praised.  He  kissed  his  blushing 
ministrant  gratefully,  and  they  sat  down  in  joy  to  their 
abstemious  meal;  when  suddenly  his  face  was  over- 
clouded— there  shot  through  him  the  remembrance  of  Dr. 
Morgan's  words,  "The  little  girl  can't  stay  with  you — . 
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wrong  and  nonsensical.  I  think  I  know  a  lady  who  will 
take  charge  of  her.". 

"Ah,"  cried  Leonard,  sorrowfully,  "how  could  I  for- 
get?" And  he  told  Helen  what  grieved  him.  Helen  at 
first  exclaimed  "that  she  would  not  go."  Leonard,  re- 
joiced, then  began  to  talk  as  usual  of  his  great  prospects; 
and,  hastily  finishing  his  meal,  as  if  there  were  no  time  to 
lose,  sat  down  at  once  to  his  papers.  Then  Helen  contem- 
plated him  sadly,  as  he  bent  over  his  delighted  work.  And 
when,  lifting  his  radiant  eyes  from  his  manuscripts,  he 
exclaimed,  "  No,  no,  you  shall  not  go.  This  must  succeed — 
and  we  shall  live  together  in  some  pretty  cottage,  where  we 
can  see  more  than  one  tree," — then  Helen  sighed,  and  did 
not  answer  this  time,  "No,  I  will  not  go." 

Shortly  after  she  stole  from  the  room,  and  into  her  own ; 
and  there,  kneeling  down,  she  prayed,  and  her  prayer  was 
somewhat  this,  "  Guard  me  against  my  own  selfish  heart, 
may  I  never  be  a  burden  to  him  who  has  shielded  me." 

Perhaps  as  the  Creator  looks  down  on  this  world,  whose 
wondrous  beauty  beams  on  us  more  and  more,  in  proportion 
as  our  science  would  take  it  from  poetry  into  law — perhaps 
He  beholds  nothing  so  beautiful  as  the  pure  heart  of  a  sim- 
ple loving  child. 


CHAPTER   XIV. 


Leonard  went  out  the  next  day  with  his  precious  manu- 
scripts. He  had  read  sufficient  of  modern  literature  to 
know  the  names  of  the  principal  London  publishers;  and 
to  these  he  took  his  way  with  a  bold  step,  though  a  beating 
heart. 

That  day  he  was  out  longer  than  the  last;  and  when  he 
returned,  and  came  into  the  little  room,  Helen  uttered  a 
cry,  for  she  scarcely  recognised  him — there  was  on  his  face 
so  deep,  so  silent,  and  so  concentrated  a  despondency.     He 
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sat  down  listlessly,  and  did  not  kiss  her  this  time,  as  she 
stole  towards  hira.  He  felt  so  humbled.  He  was  a  king 
deposed.     He  take  charge  of  another  life!     He! 

She  coaxed  him  at  last  into  communicating  his  day's 
chronicle.  The  reader  beforehand  knows  too  well  what  it 
must  be,  to  need  detailed  repetition.  Most  of  the  publish- 
ers had  absolutely  refused  to  look  at  his  manuscripts ;  one 
or  two  had  good-naturedly  glanced  over  and  returned  them 
at  once  with  a  civil  word  or  two  of  flat  rejection.  One  pub- 
lisher alone — himself  a  man  of  letters,  and  who  in  youth 
had  gone  through  the  same  bitter  process  of  disillusion  that 
now  awaited  the  village  genius — volunteered  some  kindly 
though  stern  explanation  and  counsel  to  the  unhappy  boy. 
This  gentleman  read  a  portion  of  Leonard's  principal  poem 
with  attention,  and  even  with  frank  admiration.  He  could 
appreciate  the  rare  promise  that  it  manifested.  He  sympa- 
thised with  the  boy's  history,  and  even  with  his  hopes;  and 
then  he  said,  in  bidding  him  farewell : 

"  If  I  publish  this  poem  for  you,  speaking  as  a  trader,  I 
shall  be  a  considerable  loser.  Did  I  publish  all  I  adniiro, 
out  of  sympathy  with  the  author,  I  should  be  a  ruined  man. 
But  suppose  that,  impressed  as  I  really  am  with  the  evidence 
of  no  common  poetic  gifts  in  this  manuscript,  I  publish  it, 
not  as  a  trader,  but  a  lover  of  literature,  I  shall  in  reality, 
I  fear,  render  you  a  great  disservice,  and  perhaps  unfit 
your  whole  life  for  the  exertions  on  whi(di  you  must  rely 
for  independence." 

"  How,  sir?"  cried  Leonard.  *'  Not  that  I  would  ask  you 
to  injure  yourself  for  me,"  he  added,  with  proud  tears  in 
his  eyes. 

"How,  my  young  friend?  I  Avill  explain.  Tlicro  is 
enough  talent  in  these  verses  to  induce  very  flattening  re- 
views in  some  of  the  literary  journals.  You  will  read 
these,  find  yourself  proclaimed  a  poet,  will  cry,  *I  am  on 
the  road  to  fame.'  You  will  come  to  me,  *And  my  poem, 
how  does  it  sell?'  I  shall  point  to  some  groaning  shelf, 
and  say,  *Not  twenty  copies!'     The  journals  may  praise, 
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but  the  public  will  not  buy  it.  *But  you  will  have  got  a 
name/  you  say.  Yes^  a  name  as  a  poet  just  sufficiently 
known  to  make  eveiy  man  in  practical  business  disinclined 
to  give  fair  trial  to  your  talents  in  a  single  department  of 
positive  life; — none  like  to  employ  poets; — a  name  that 
will  not  put  a  penny  in  your  purse — worse  still,  that  will 
operate  as  a  barrier  against  every  escape  into  the  ways 
whereby  men  get  to  fortune.  But,  having  once  tasted 
praise,  you  will  continue  to  sigh  for  it :  you  will  perhaps 
never  again  get  a  publisher  to  bring  forth  a  poem,  but  you 
will  hanker  round  the  purlieus  of  the  Muses,  scribble  for 
periodicals — fall  at  last  into  a  bookseller's  drudge.  Profits 
will  be  so  precarious  and  uncertain,  that  to  avoid  debt  may 
be  impossible ;  then,  you  who  now  seem  so  ingenuous  and 
so  proud,  will  sink  deeper  still  into  the  literary  mendicant — 
begging,  borrowing " 

"Never — never — never!"  cried  Leonard,  veiling  his  face 
with  his  hands. 

"  Such  would  have  been  my  career, "  continued  the  pub- 
lisher. "But  I,  luckily,  had  a  rich  relative,  a  trader, 
whose  calling  I  despised  as  a  boy,  who  kindly  forgave  my 
folly,  bound  me  as  an  apprentice,  and  here  I  am;  and  now 
I  can  afford  to  write  books  as  well  as  sell  them." 

"Young  man,  you  must  have  respectable  relations — go 
by  their  advice  and  counsel;  cling  fast  to  some  positive 
calling.  Be  anything  in  this  city  rather  than  poet  by 
profession." 

"  And  how,  sir,  have  there  ever  been  poets?  Had  they 
other  callings?" 

"Eead  their  biography,  and  then — envy  them!" 

Leonard  was  silent  a  moment;  but,  lifting  his  head,  an- 
swered loud  and  quickly, — "I  /mve  read  their  biography. 
True,  their  lot  was  poverty — perhaps  hunger.  Sir, — I 
envy  them !" 

"Poverty  and  hunger  are  small  evils,"  answered  the 
bookseller,  with  a  grave  kind  smile.  "There  are  worse, — 
debt  and  degradation,  and— despair." 
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"No,  sir,  no — you  exaggerate;  these  last  are  not  the  lot 
of  all  poets." 

"  Right,  for  most  of  our  greatest  poets  had  some  private 
means  of  their  own.  And  for  others — why,  all  who  have 
put  into  a  lottery  have  not  drawn  blanks.  But  who  could 
advise  another  man  to  set  his  whole  hope  of  fortune  on  the 
chance  of  a  prize  in  a  lottery?  And  such  a  lottery!" 
groaned  the  publisher,  glancing  towards  sheets  and  reams 
of  dead  authors,  lying,  like  lead,  upon  his  shelves. 

Leonard  clutched  his  manuscripts  to  his  heart,  and  hur- 
ried away. 

"Yes,"  he  muttered,  as  Helen  clung  to  him,  and  tried 
to  console — "yes,  you  were  right;  London  is  very  vast, 
very  strong,  and  very  cruel ;"  and  his  head  sank  lower  and 
lower  yet  upon  his  bosom. 

The  door  was  flung  widely  open,  and  in,  unannounced, 
walked  Dr.  Morgan. 

The  child  turned  to  him,  and  at  the  sight  of  his  face  she 
remembered  her  father;  and  the  tears  that,  for  Leonard's 
sake,  she  had  been  trying  to  suppress,  found  way. 

The  good  Doctor  soon  gained  all  the  confidence  of  these 
two  young  hearts.  And  after  listening  to  Leonard's  story 
of  his  paradise  lost  in  a  day,  he  patted  him  on  the  shoulder 
and  said,  "  Well,  you  will  call  on  me  on  Monday,  and  we 
will  see.  Meanwhile,  borrow  these  of  me!" — and  he  tried 
to  slip  three  sovereigns  into  the  boy's  hand.  Leonard  was 
indignant.  The  bookseller's  warning  flashed  on  him. 
Mendicancy!  Oh  no,  he  had  not  yet  come  to  that!  He 
was  almost  rude  and  savage  in  his  rejection ;  and  the  Doc- 
tor did  not  like  him  the  less  for  it. 

"You  are  an  obstinate  mule,"  said  the  homoeopathist, 
reluctantly  putting  up  his  sovereigns.  "  Will  you  work  at 
something  practical  and  prosy,  and  let  the  poetry  rest  a 
while?" 

"Yes,"  said  Leonard,  doggedly.     "I  will  work." 

"  Very  well,  then.  I  know  an  honest  bookseller,  and  he 
shall  give  you  some  employment;  and  meanwhile,  at  all 
2—6 
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events,  you  will  be  among  books,  and  that  will  be  some 
comfort." 

Leonard's  eyes  brightened — "A  great  comfort,  sir."  He 
pressed  the  hand  he  had  before  put  aside  to  his  grateful 
heart. 

"  But, "  resumed  the  Doctor,  seriously,  "  you  really  feel  a 
strong  predisposition  to  make  verses?" 

^^Idid,  sir." 

"  Very  bad  symptom  indeed,  and  must  be  stopped  before 
a  relapse !  Here,  I  have  cured  three  prophets  and  ten  poets 
with  this  novel  specific." 

Wliile  thus  speaking,  he  had  got  out  his  book  and  a  glob- 
ule. '^  AfjarlcKH  mnscarius  dissolved  in  a  tumbler  of  dis- 
tilled water — teaspoonful  whenever  the  fit  comes  on.  Sir, 
it  would  have  cured  Milton  himself." 

"And  now  for  you,  my  child,"  turning  to  Helen — "I 
have  foimd  a  lady  who  will  be  very  kind  to  you.  Not  a 
menial  situation.  She  wants  some  one  to  read  to  her,  and 
tend  on  her — she  is  old  and  has  no  children.  She  wants  a 
companion,  and  prefers  a  girl  of  your  age  to  one  older. 
Will  this  suit  you?"  . 

Leonard  walked  awa}'. 

Helen  got  close  to  the  Doctor's  ear,  and  whispered,  "No, 
I  cannot  leave  hini  now — he  is  so  sad." 

"Cott!"  grunted  the  Doctor,  "you  two  must  have  been 
reading  Paul  and  Virginia.  If  1  could  but  stay  in  Eng- 
land, I  would  try  what  ignatia  would  do  in  this  case — in- 
teresting experiment!  Listen  to  me — little  girl,  and  go  out 
of  the  room,  you,  sir." 

Leonard,  averting  his  face,  obeyed.  Helen  made  an  in- 
voluntary step  after  him — the  Doctor  detained  and  drew 
her  on  his  knee. 

"What's  your  Christian  name? — I  forget." 

"  Helen. " 

"  Helen,  listen.  In  a  year  or  two  you  will  be  a  young 
woman,  and  it  would  be  very  wrong  then  to  live  alone  with 
that  ypung  man.     Meanwhile  you  have  no  right  to  cripple 


OR,  VARIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  LIFE.  67 

all  his  energies.  He  must  not  have  you  leaning  on  his 
right  arm — you  would  weigh  it  down.  I  am  going  away, 
and  when  I  am  gone  there  will  be  no  one  to  help  you,  if 
you  reject  the  friend  I  offer  you.  Do  as  I  tell  you,  for  a 
little  girl  so  peculiarly  susceptible  (a  thorough  j^ulsatUla 
constitution)  cannot  be  obstinate  and  egotistical." 

"  Let  me  see  him  cared  for  and  happy,  sir, "  said  she 
firmly,  "and  I  will  go  where  you  wish." 

"He  shall  be  so;  and  to-morrow,  while  he  is  out,  I  will 
come  and  fetch  you.  Nothing  so  painful  as  leave-taking — 
shakes  the  nervous  system,  and  is  a  mere  waste  of  the 
animal  economy." 

Helen  sobbed  aloud;  then,  writhing  from  the  Doctor, 
she  exclaimed,  "  But  he  may  know  where  I  am?  We  may 
see  each  other  sometimes?  Ah,  sir,  it  was  at  my  father's 
grave  that  we  first  met,  and  I  think  Heaven  sent  him  to 
me.     Do  not  part  us  for  ever." 

"  I  should  have  a  heart  of  stone  if  I  did, "  cried  the  Doc- 
tor, vehemently ;  "  and  Miss  Starke  shall  let  him  come  and 
visit  you  once  a  week.  I'll  give  her  something  to  make 
her.  She  is  naturally  indifferent  to  others.  I  will  alter 
her  whole  constitution,  and  melt  her  into  sympathy — with 
rhododendron  and  arsenic  P^ 
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Before  he  went,  the  Doctor  wrote  a  line  to  "  Mr.  Prick- 
ett.  Bookseller,  Hoi  born,"  and  told  Leonard  to  take  it  the 
next  morning,  as  addressed.  "  I  will  call  on  Prickett  my- 
self to-night  and  prepare  him  for  your  visit.  But  I  hope 
and  trust  you  will  only  have  to  stay  there  a  few  days." 

He  then  turned  the  conversation,  to  communicate  his 
plans  for  Helen.  Miss  Starke  lived  at  Highgate — a  worthy 
woman,  stiff  and  prim,  as  old  maids  sometimes  are.  But 
just  the  place  for  a  little  girl  like  Helen,  and  Leonard 
should  certainly  be  allowed  to  call  and  see  her. 


<••><  MY  NOVEL: 

Lt-onard  li.st4^no<l  ami  made  no  opporitioD;— -now  that  hi 
«l;i\-<[ri-aiii  wan  (lis|4*lle(l,  he  had  no  right  to  pretend  to  be 
lltUn's  ]initvtt4ir.     lli*  ruuld  have  prayed  her  to  ahaie  his 
\v«altli  and  his  faiiii*;  his  |N.Miiir3'  and  his  dnidgeij ^no. 

It  \va>  a  vrry  surrowful  <*V(*ning — that  between  the  ad- 
vent ur«-r  and  the  rhild.  They  sat  up  late,  till  their  candk 
)i:i<l  iMirncd  tidwn  to  the  H(M-ki*t'  neither  did  they  talk  nmch; 
ill  It  his  hand  (-hi>]KHl  her?  all  the  time,  and  her  head  pil- 
low im  I  iiM'If  en  liis  shuulder.  I  fear  when  they  parted  it 
\\;is  not  f«ir  slreji. 

Anil  when  L<*oiiard  wont  furth  the  next  morning^  Hdca 
st(N»(l  at  till*  street  d(Kir  watehing  him  depart— dowlv, 
slowly.  No  doiiht,  in  that  humble  lane  there  were  manr 
sail  hearts;  hut  no  heart  so  h(*avy  as  that  of  the  stiU  qoiet 
( hihU  when  the  form  she  had  watehed  was  to  be  seen  no 
more,  anil,  still  standing  on  the  desolate  threaholdy  she 
ga/ed  into  s})are — and  all  was  vaeant. 


CIIAI^TEH   XVL 

Mil.  Prickett  was  a  boliovor  in  homa^opathy,  and  de- 
clared, to  the  indignation  of  all  the  ajiotlieearies  round 
HollK)m,  that  he  had  l)een  eured  of  a  chronic  rheumatism 
by  i)r.  Morgan.  The  good  Doctor  had,  as  he  protniaed, 
seen  Mr.  Prickett  when  he  left  Leonard,  and  asked  him  as 
a  favour  to  find  some  light  oocu})ation  for  the  boy,  that 
would  serve  as  an  excuse  for  a  nioilest  weekly  salary.  **  It 
will  not  be  for  long,'' said  tlie  l)<H'tor;  ^'his  relations  are 
respectable  and  well  off.  I  will  write  to  his  grandparents, 
and  in  a  few  days  I  hope  to  relieve  you  of  the  charge.  Of 
course,  if  you  don't  want  him,  I  will  i-epay  what  he  costs 
meanwhile.'' 

Mr.  Prickett,  thus  prepared  for  Leonard,  received  him 
very  graciously,  and,  after  a  few  questions,  said  Leonard 
was  just  the  person  he  wanted  to  assist  him  in  cataloguing 
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his  books,  and  offered  him  most  handsomely  11.  sl  week  for 
the  task. 

Phmged  at  once  into  a  world  of  books  vaster  than  he  had 
ever  before  won  admission  to,  that  old  divine  dream  of 
knowledge,  out  of  which  poetry  had  sprung,  returned  to 
the  village  student  at  the  very  sight  of  the  venerable  vol- 
umes. The  collection  of  Mr.  Prickett  was  however,  in 
reality  by  no  means  large ;  but  it  comprised  not  only  the 
ordinary  standard  works,  but  several  curious  and  rare  ones. 
And  Leonard  paused  in  making  the  catalogue,  and  took 
many  a  hasty  snatch  of  the  contents  of  each  tome,  as  it 
passed  through  his  hands.  The  bookseller,  who  was  an 
enthusiast  for  old  books,  was  pleased  to  see  a  kindred  feel- 
ing (which  his  shop-boy  had  never  exhibited)  in  his  new 
assistant;  and  he  talked  about  rare  editions  and  scarce 
copies,  and  initiated  Leonard  into  many  of  the  mysteries  of 
the  bibliographist. 

Nothing  could  be  more  dark  and  dingy  than  the  shop. 
There  was  a  booth  outside,  containing  cheap  books  and  odd 
volumes,  round  which  there  was  always  an  attentive  group; 
within,  a  gas-lamp  burned  night  and  day. 

But  time  passed  quickly  to  Leonard.  He  missed  not  the 
green  fields,  he  forgot  his  disappointments,  he  ceased  to  re- 
member even  Helen.  0  strange  passion  of  knowledge! 
nothing  like  thee  for  strength  and  devotion. 

Mr.  Prickett  was  a  bachelor,  and  asked  Leonard  to  dine 
with  him  on  a  cold  shoulder  of  mutton.  During  dinner 
the  shop-boy  kept  the  shop,  and  Mr.  Prickett  was  really 
pleasant,  as  well  as  loquacious.  He  took  a  liking  to  Leon- 
ard— and  Leonard  told  him  his  adventures  with  the  pub- 
lishers, at  which  Mr.  Prickett  rubbed  his  hands  and 
laughed,  as  at  a  capital  joke.  "  Oh,  give  up  poetry,  and 
stick  to  a  shop, "  cried  he ;  "  and  to  cure  you  for  ever  of  the 
mad  whim  to  be  author,  I'll  just  lend  you  the  Life  and 
Works  of  Chatterton.  You  may  take  it  home  with  you  and 
read  before  you  go  to  bed.  You'll  come  back  quite  a  new 
man  to-morrow." 
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margin,  with  his  haughty  brow,  his  cynic  smik*,  his  his- 
trous  eyes,  haunted  all  the  night  the  baffled  and  solitary 
child  of  song. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 


It  will  often  happen  that  what  ought  to  turn  the  human 
mind  from  some  peculiar  tendency  produces  the  oi)iK)site 
effect.  One  would  think  that  the  perusal  in  the  newspaper 
of  some  crime  and  capital  punishment  would  warn  away  all 
who  had  ever  meditated  the  crime,  or  dreaded  the  chance 
of  detection.  Yet  it  is  well  known  to  us  that  many  a  crimi- 
nal is  made  by  pondering  over  the  fate  of  some  j)redecessor 
in  guilt.  There  is  a  fascination  in  the  Dark  and  Forbidden, 
which,  strange  to  say,  is  only  lost  in  fiction.  Ko  man  is 
more  inclined  to  murder  his  nephews,  or  stifle  his  wife, 
after  reading  Richard  the  Third  or  Othello,  It  is  the  real- 
it  tj  that  is  necessary  to  constitute  the  danger  of  contagion. 
Now,  it  was  this  reality  in  the  fate,  and  life,  and  crowning 
suicide  of  Chatterton  that  forced  itself  upon  Leonard's 
thoughts,  and  sat  there  like  a  visible  evil  thing,  gathering 
evil  like  cloud  around  it.  There  was  much  in  the  dead 
]3oet's  character,  his  trials  and  his  doom,  that  stood  out  to 
Leonard  like  a  bold  and  colossal  shadow  of  himself  and  his 
fate.  Alas!  the  bookseller,  in  one  respect,  had  said  truly. 
Leonard  came  back  to  him  the  next  day  a  new  man  j  and  it 
seemed  even  to  himself  as  if  he  had  lost  a  good  angel  in 
losing  Helen.  "Oh,  that  she  had  been  by  my  side," 
thought  he.  "Oh,  that  I  could  have  felt  the  touch  of  her 
confiding  hand — that,  looking  up  from  the  scathed  and 
dreary  ruin  of  this  life,  that  had  sublimely  lifted  itself 
from  the  plain,  and  sought  to  tower  aloft  from  a  deluge, 
her  mild  look  had  spoken  to  me  of  innocent,  humble,  un- 
aspiring childhood !  Ah !  If  indeed  I  were  still  necessary 
to  her — still  the  sole  guardian  and  protector — then  could  I 
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that  ever  yet  was  developed  and  extinguished  at  the  age 
of  eighteen — self-taught— self -struggling — self -immolated. 
Nothing  in  literature  like  that  life  and  that  death  I 

With  intense  interest  Leonard  perused  the  tale  of  the 
brilliant  imposture,  which  had  been  so  harshly  and  so  ab- 
surdly construed  into  the  crime  of  a  forgery,  and  which 
was  (if  not  wholly  innocent)  so  akin  to  the  literary  devices 
always  in  other  cases  viewed  with  indulgence,  and  exhibit- 
ing, in  this,  intellectual  qualities  in  themselves  so  amazing — 
such  patience,  such  forethought,  such  labour,  such  courage, 
such  ingenuity — the  qualities  that,  well  directed,  make  men 
great,  not  only  in  books,  but  action.  And,  turning  from 
the  history  of  the  imposture  to  the  poems  themselves,  the 
young  reader  bent  before  their  beauty,  literally  awed  and 
breathless.  How  this  strange  Bristol  boy  tamed  and  mas- 
tered his  rude  and  motley  materials  into  a  music  that  com- 
prehended every  tune  and  key,  from  the  simplest  to  the 
sublimest!  He  turned  back  to  the  biography — he  read 
on— he  saw  the  proud,  daring,  mournful  spirit,  alone  in 
the  Great  City  like  himself.  He  followed  its  dismal  career, 
he  saw  it  falling  with  bruised  and  soiled  wings  into  the 
mire.  He  turned  again  to  the  later  works,  wrung  forth 
as  tasks  for  bread, — the  satires  without  moral  grandeur,  the 
politics  without  honest  faith.  He  shuddered  and  sickened 
as  he  read.  True,  even  here  his  poet  mind  appreciated 
(what  perhaps  only  poets  can) — the  divine  fire  that  burned 
fitfully  through  that  meaner  and  more  sordid  fuel — he  still 
traced  in  those  crude,  hasty,  bitter  offerings  to  dire  Neces- 
sity, the  hand  of  the  young  giant  who  had  built  up  the 
stately  verse  of  Eowley.  But,  alas!  how  different  from 
that  "mighty  line."  How  all  serenity  and  joy  had  fled 
from  these  later  exercises  of  art  degraded  into  journey- 
work.  Then  rapidly  came  on  the  catastrophe — the  closed 
doors— the  poison — the  suicide — the  manuscripts  torn  by 
the  hands  of  despairing  wrath,  and  strewed  round  the  corpse 
upon  the  funeral  floors.  It  was  terrible !  The  spectre  of 
the  Titan  boy  (as  described  in  the  notes  written  on  the 
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margin,  with  his  haughty  brow,  his  cynic  smile,  his  lus- 
trous eyes,  haunted  all  the  night  the  baffled  and  solitary 
child  of  song. 
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Leonard  came  back  to  him  the  next  day  a  new  man ;  and  it 
seemed  even  to  himself  as  if  he  had  lost  a  good  angel  in 
losing   Helen.     "Oh,    that   she   had    been    by   my   side," 
thought  he.     "Oh,  that  I  could  have  felt  the  touch  of  her 
confiding   hand — that,   looking  up  from  the   scathed  and 
dreary  ruin  of  this  life,   that  had  sublimely  lifted  itself 
from  the  plain,  and  sought  to  tower  aloft  from   a  deluge, 
her  mild  look  had  spoken  to  me  of  innocent,  humble,  un- 
aspiring childhood!     Ah!     If  indeed  I  were  still  necessary 
to  her — still  the  sole  guardian  and  protector — then  could  I 
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say  to  myself,  *Thou  must  not  despair  and  die!  Thou  hast 
her  to  live  and  to  strive  for. '  But  no,  no !  Only  this  vast 
and  terrible  London — the  solitude  of  the  dreary  garret,  and 
those  lustrous  eyes,  glaring  alike  through  the  throng  and 
through  the  solitude." 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


On  the  following  Monday  Dr.  Morgan's  shabby  man-ser- 
vant opened  the  door  to  a  young  man  in  whom  he  did  not 
at  first  remember  a  former  visitor.  A  few  days  before, 
embrowned  with  healthful  travel — serene  light  in  his  eye, 
simple  trust  in  his  careless  lip — Leonard  Fairfield  had  stood 
at  that  threshold.  Now  again  he  stood  there,  pale  and 
haggard,  with  a  cheek  already  hollowed  into  those  deep 
anxious  lines  that  speak  of  working  thoughts  and  sleepless 
nights;  and  a  settled  sullen  gloom  resting  heavily  on  his 
whole  aspect. 

"I  call  by  appointment,"  said  the  boy,  testily,  as  the 
servant  stood  irresolute.  The  man  gave  way.  "  Master  is 
just  gone  out  to  a  patient:  please  to  wait,  sir;"  and  he 
showed  him  into  the  little  parlour.  In  a  few  moments,  two 
other  patients  were  admitted.  These  were  women,  and  they 
began  talking  very  loud.  They  disturbed  Leonard's  un- 
social thoughts.  He  saw  that  the  door  into  the  Doctor's 
receiving-room  was  half  open,  and,  ignorant  of  the  etiquette 
which  holds  such  j^enetralta  as  sacred,  he  walked  in  to  es- 
cape from  the  gossips.  He  threw  himself  into  the  Doctor's 
own  well-worn  chair,  and  muttered  to  himself,  "  Why  did 
he  tell  me  to  come?  What  new  can  he  think  of  for  me? 
And  if  a  favour,  should  I  take  it?  He  has  given  mo  the 
means  of  bread  by  work :  that  is  all  I  have  a  right  to  ask 
from  him,  from  any  man — all  I  should  accept." 

While  thus  soliloquising,  his  eye  fell  on  a  letter  lying 
open  on  the  table.     He  started.     He  recognised  the  hand- 
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writing — the  same  sm  that  of  the  letter  wliich  hail  inclobed 
50/ .  to  his  mother — the  letter  of  his  graud|iarent8.  lie  saw 
his  own  name :  he  saw  something  more — words  that  made 
his  heart  stand  still,  and  his  blood  seem  like  ice  in  his 
veins.  As  he  thus  stood  aghast,  a  hand  was  laid  on  tlie 
letter,  and  a  voice,  in  an  angry  growl,  muttered,  **llow 
dare  you  come  into  my  room,  and  be  reading  my  letters? 
Er— r— r!" 

Leonard  placed  his  own  hand  on  the  I>octor's  firmly,  and 
said,  in  a  fierce  tone,  "  This  letter  relatt»8  to  me — belongs 
to  me— crushes  me.  I  have  seen  enough  to  know  that.  I 
demand  to  read  all — learn  all." 

The  Doctor  looked  round,  and  seeing  the  door  into  tlie 
waiting-room  still  open,  kicked  it  to  with  his  foot,  and 
then  said,  under  his  breath,  "  What  have  you  read?  Tell 
me  the  truth." 

"  Two  lines  only,  and  I  am  called — I  am  called "  Ijeon- 

ard's  frame  shook  from  head  to  foot,  and  the  veins  on  his 
forehead  swelled  like  cords.  He  could  not  complete  the 
sentence.  It  seemed  as  if  an  ocean  was  rolling  up  through 
his  brain,  and  roaring  in  his  ears.  The  Doctor  saw,  at  a 
glance,  that  there  was  physical  danger  in  his  state,  and 
hastily  and  soothingly  answered,  "  Sit  down,  sit  down — 
calm  yoiu'self — you  shall  know  all — read  all — drink  this 
water;"  and  he  poured  into  a  tumbler  of  the  pure  liquid  a 
drop  01'  two  from  a  tiny  phial. 

Leonard  obeyed  mechanically,  for  he  was  no  longer  able 
to  stand.  He  closed  his  eyes,  and  for  a  minute  or  two  life 
seemed  to  pass  from  him ;  then  he  recovered,  and  saw  the 
good  Doctor's  gaze  fixed  on  him  with  great  compassion. 
He  silently  stretched  forth  his  hand  towards  the  letter. 
"Wait  a  few  moments,"  said  the  physician,  judiciously, 
"and  hear  me  meanwhile.  It  is  very  imfortunate  you 
should  have  seen  a  letter  never  meant  for  your  eye,  and 
containing  allusions  to  a  secret  you  were  never  to  have 
known.  But,  if  I  tell  you  more,  will  you  promise  me,  on 
your  word  of  honour,  that  you  will  hold  the  confidence 
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sacred  from  Mrs.  Fairfield,  the  Avenels — from  all?  I  my- 
self am  pledged  to  conceal  a  secret,  which  I  can  only  share 
with  you  on  the  same  condition." 

"There  is  nothing,"  announced  Leonaid,  indistinctly, 
and  with  a  bitter  smile  on  his  lip, — "nothing,  it  seems, 
that  I  should  be  proud  to  boast  of.  Yes,  I  promise — the 
letter,  the  letter!" 

The  Doctor  placed  it  in  Leonard' s  right  hand,  and  quietly 
slipped  to  the  wrist  of  the  left  his  forefinger  and  thumb, 
as  physicians  are  said  to  do  when  a  victim  is  stretched  on 
the  rack.  "Pulse  decreasing,"  he  muttered;  "wonderful 
thing.  Aconite  !  Meanwhile  Leonard  read  as  follows,  faults 
in  spelling  and  all : 

"Dk.  Morgan: 

"  Sir : — I  received  your  f avur  duly,  and  am  glad  to  hear 
that  the  pore  boy  is  safe  and  Well.  But  he  has  been  be- 
having ill,  and  ungrateful  to  my  good  son  Kichard,  who  is 
a  credit  to  the  whole  Famuly  and  has  made  himself  a  Gen- 
tleman and  Was  very  kind  and  gooil  to  the  boy,  not  know- 
ing who  and  What  he  is — God  forbid!  I  don't  want  never 
to  see  him  again — the  boy.  Pore  Jolm  was  ill  and  Kestless 
for  days  afterwards.  John  is  a  pore  cretur  now,  and  has 
had  paraly ticks.  And  he  Talked  of  nothing  but  Nora — 
the  boy's  eyes  were  so  like  his  Mothei-'s.  I  cannot,  cannot 
see  the  Child  of  Shame.  He  can't  cum  here — for  our  Lord's 
sake,  sir,  don't  ask  it — he  can't,  so  Kespectable  as  we've 
always  been! — and  such  disgrace!  Base  born — base  born. 
Keep  him  where  he  is,  bind  him  prentis,  I'll  pay  anything 
for  That.  You  says,  sir,  he's  clever,  and  quick  at  learn- 
ing; so  did  Parson  Dale,  and  wanted  him  to  go  to  Collidge 
and  make  a  Figur — then  all  would  cum  out.  It  would  be 
my  death,  sir ;  I  could  not  sleep  in  my  grave,  sir.  Nora, 
that  we  were  all  so  proud  of.  Sinful  creturs  that  we  are! 
Nora's  good  name  that  we've  saved,  now  gone,  gone.  And 
Richard,  who  is  so  grand,  and  who  was  so  fond  of  pore, 
pore  Nora!     He  would  not  hold  up  his  Head  again.     Don't 
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let  him  make  a  Figur  in  the  world — let  him  be  a  trailes- 
maii,  as  we  were  afore  him — any  trade  he  takes  to — and 
not  cross  us  no  more  while  he  lives.  Then  I  shall  pray  for 
him,  and  wish  him  happy.  And  have  not  we  had  enuff  of 
bringing  up  children  to  be  above  their  birth?  Nora,  that  I 
used  to  say  was  like  the  first  lady  o'  the  land — oh,  but  we 
were  rightly  punished!  So  now,  sir,  I  leave  all  to  you, 
and  will  Pay  all  you  want  for  the  boy.  And  be  sure  that 
the  secret's  kept.  For  we  have  never  heard  from  the 
father,  and,  at  leest,  no  one  knows  that  Nora  has  a  living 
son  but  I  and  my  daughter  Jane,  and  Parson  Dale  and 
you — and  you  Two  are  good  Gentlemen — and  Jane  will 
keep  her  word,  and  I  am  old,  and  shall  be  in  my  grave 
Soon,  but  I  hope  it  won't  be  while  i)ore  John  needs  me. 
What  could  he  do  without  me?  And  if  that  got  wind,  it 
would  kill  me  straight,  sir.  Pore  John  is  a  helpless  cretur, 
God  bless  him.     So  no  more  from  your  servant  in  all  dooty. 

"M.    AVKNEL." 

Leonard  laid  down  this  letter  very  calmly,  and,  except 
by  a  slight  heaving  at  his  breast,  and  a  deiithlike  whiteness 
of  his  lips,  the  emotions  he  felt. were  undetected.  And 
it  is  a  proof  how  much  exquisite  goodness  there  was  in 
his  heart  that  the  first  words  he  spoke  were,  "Thank 
Heaven!" 

The  Doctor  did  not  expect  that  thanksgiving,  and  he  was 
so  startled  that  he  exclaimed,  "  For  what?" 

"  I  have  nothing  to  pity  or  excuse  in  the  woman  I  knew 
and  honoured  as  a  mother.     I  am  not  her  son — her " 

He  stopped  short. 

"No:  but  don't  be  hard  on  your  true  mother — poor 
Nora!" 

Leonard  staggered  and  then  burst  into  a  sudden  paroxysm 
of  tears. 

"Oh,  my  own  mother! — my  dead  mother!  Thou  for 
whom  I  felt  so  mysterious  a  love — thou,  from  whom  I  took 
this  poet  soul — pardon  me,   pardon  me!     Hard  on  thee! 
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Would  that  thou  wert  living  yet,   that  I  might  comfort 
thee  I     What  thou  must  have  suffered!" 

These  words  were  sobbed  foi-th  in  broken  gasps  from  tlie 
depth  of  his  heart.  Then  he  caught  up  the  letter  again, 
and  his  thoughts  were  changed  aa  his  eyes  fell  upon  the 
writer's  shame  and  fear,  as  it  were,  of  his  very  existence. 
All  his  native  haughtiness  returned  to  him.  His  crest 
rose,  his  tears  dried.  "  Tell  her, "  he  said,  with  a  stern, 
unfaltering  voice — "  tell  Mrs.  Avenel  that  she  is  obeyed — 
that  I  will  never  seek  her  roof,  never  cross  her  path,  never 
disgrace  her  wealthy  son.  But  tell  her,  also,  that  I  will 
choose  my  own  way  in  life — that  I  will  not  take  from  her 
a  bribe  for  concealment.  Tell  her  that  I  am  nameless,  and 
will  yet  make  a  name." 

A  name!  Was  this  but  an  idle  boast,  or  was  it  one  of 
those  flashes  of  conviction  which  are  never  belied,  lighting 
up  our  future  for  one  lurid  instant,  and  then  fading  into 
darkness? 

"I  do  not  doubt  it,  my  prave  poy,"  said  Dr.  Morgan, 
growing  exceedingly  Welsh  in  his  excitement;  "and  per- 
haps you  may  find  a  father,  who " 

"Father — who  is  he — what  is  he?  He  lives,  then!  But 
he  has  deserted  me — he  must  have  betrayed  her!  I  need 
him  not.     The  law  gives  me  no  father. " 

The  last  words  were  said  with  a  return  of  bitter  anguish: 
then,  in  a  calmer  tone,  he  resumed,  "  But  I  should  know 
who  he  is — as  another  one  whose  path  I  may  not  cross. " 

Dr.  Morgan  looked  embarrassed,  and  paused  in  deliber- 
ation. "Nay,"  said  he,  at  length,  "as  you  know  so  much, 
it  is  surely  best  that  you  should  know  all." 

The  Doctor  then  proceeded  to  detail,  with  some  circum- 
locution, what  we  will  here  repeat  from  his  account  more 
succinctly. 

Nora  Avenel,  while  yet  very  young,  left  her  native  vil- 
lage, or  rather  the  house  of  Lady  Lansmere,  by  whom  she 
had  been  educated  and  brought  up,  in  order  to  accept  the 
place  of  companion  to  a  lady  in  London.     One  evening  she 
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suddenly  presented  herself  at  her  father's  house,  and  at  the 
first  sight  of  her  mother's  face  she  fell  down  insensible. 
She  was  carried  to  bed.  Dr.  ^[organ  (then  the  chief  medi- 
cal practitioner  of  the  town)  whs  sent  for.  That  night 
Leonard  came  into  the  world,  and  his  mother  died.  She 
never  recovered  her  senses,  never  spoke  intelligibly  from 
the  time  she  entered  the  house.  "And  never,  therefore, 
named  your  father,"  said  Dr.  Morgan.  "We  knew  not 
who  he  was." 

"And  how,"  cried  Leonard,  fiercely — "how  have  they 
dared  to  slander  this  dead  mother?  How  knew  they  that 
I — was — was — was  not  the  child  of  wedlock?" 

"  There  was  no  wedding-ring  on  Nora's  finger — never  any 
rumour  of  her  marriage — her  strange  and  sudden  apjx^ar- 
anee  at  her  father's  house — her  emotions  on  entrance,  so 
unlike  those  natural  to  a  wife  retui*ning  to  a  parent's  home; 
these  are  all  the  evidence  against  her.  But  Mrs.  Avenel 
deemed  them  strong,  and  so  did  I.  You  have  a  right  to 
think  we  judged  too  harshly — perhaps  we  did." 

"And  no  inquiries  were  ever  made?"  said  Leonard, 
mournfully,  and  after  a  long  silence — "  no  inquiries  to  learn 
who  was  the  father  of  the  motherless  child?" 

"Inquiries! — Mrs.  Avenel  would  have  died  first.  Your 
grandmother's  nature  is  very  rigid.  Had  she  come  from 
princes,  from  Cadwallader  himself,"  said  the  Welshman, 
"  she  could  not  more  have  shrunk  from  the  thought  of  dis- 
honour. Even  over  her  dead  child,  the  child  she  had  loved 
the  best,  she  thought  but  how  to  save  that  child's  name  and 
memory  from  suspicion.  There  was  luckily  no  servant  in 
the  house,  only  Mark  Fairfield  and  his  wife  (Nora's  sister) : 
they  had  arrived  the  same  da}'  on  a  visit. 

"  Mrs.  Fairfield  was  nursing  her  own  infant  two  or  three 
months  old ;  she  took  charge  of  you ;  Nora  was  buried  and 
the  secret  kept.  None  out  of  the  family  knew  of  it,  but 
myself  and  the  curate  of  the  town — Mr.  Dale.  The  day 
after  your  birth,  Mrs.  Fairfield,  to  prevent  discovery, 
moved  to  a  village  at  some  distance.     There  her  child  died : 
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and  when  she  returned  to  Hazeldean,  where  her  husband 
was  settled,  you  passed  as  the  son  she  had  lost.  Mark,  I 
know,  was  as  a  father  to  you,  for  he  had  loved  Nora :  they 
had  been  children  together." 

"And  she  came  to  London — London  is  strong  and  cruel," 
muttered  Leonard.  "  She  was  friendless  and  deceived.  I 
see  all — I  desire  to  know  no  more.  This  father,  he  must 
indeed  have  been  like  those  whom  I  have  read  of  in  books. 
To  love,  to  wrong  her — that  I  can  concfive;  but  then  to 
leave,  to  abandon ;  no  visit  to  her  grave — no  remorse — no 
search  for  his  own  child.  Well,  well ;  Mrs.  Avenel  was 
right.     Let  us  think  of  him  no  more." 

The  man-servant  knocked  at  the  door,  and  then  put  in  his 
head.  "  Sir,  the  ladies  are  getting  very  impatient,  and  say 
they'll  go." 

"Sir,"  said  Leonard,  with  a  strange  calm  return  to  the 
things  about  him,  "  I  ask  your  pardon  for  taking  up  your 
time  so  long.  I  go  now.  I  will  never  mention  to  my 
moth — I  mean  to  Mrs.  Fairfield — what  I  have  learned,  nor 
to  any  one.  I  will  work  my  way  somehow.  If  Mr.  Priek- 
ett  will  keep  me,  I  will  stay  with  him  at  present;  but  I  re- 
peat, I  cannot  take  Mrs.  AvenePs  money  and  be  bound 
apprentice.  Sir,  you  have  been  good  and  patient  with 
me — Heaven  reward  you." 

The  Doctor  was  too  moved  to  answer.  He  wrung  Leon- 
ard's hand,  and  in  another  minute  the  door  closed  upon  the 
nameless  boy.  He  stood  alone  in  the  streets  of  London ; 
and  the  sun  flashed  on  him,  red  and  menacing,  like  the 
eye  of  a  foe ! 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


Leonard  did  not  appear  at  the  shop  of  Mr.  Prickett  that 
day.  Needless  it  is  to  say  where  he  wandered — what  he 
suffered — what  thought — what  felt.  All  within  was  storm. 
Late  at  night  he  returned  to  his  solitary  lodging.     On  his 
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table,  neglected  since  the  morning,  was  Helen's  rose-tree. 
It  looked  parched  and  fading.  His  heart  smote  him:  he 
watered  the  poor  plant — perhaps  with  his  tears. 

Meanwhile  Dr.  Morgan,  after  some  debate  with  himself, 
whether  or  not  to  apprise  Mrs.  Avenel  of  Leonard's  dis- 
covery and  message,  resolved  to  spare  her  an  uneasiness 
and  alarm  that  might  be  dangerous  to  her  health,  and  un- 
necessary in  itself.  He  replied  shortly,  that  she  need  not 
fear  Leonard's  coming  to  her  house — that  he  was  disin- 
clined to  bind  himself  an  apprentice,  but  that  he  was  pro- 
vided for  at  present ;  and  in  a  few  weeks,  when  Dr.  >[organ 
heard  more  of  him  through  the  tradesman  by  whom  he  was 
employed,  the  Doctor  would  write  to  her  from  Germany. 
He  then  went  to  Mr.  Prickett's — told  the  willing  bookseller 
to  keep  the  young  man  for  the  present — to  be  kind  to  him, 
watch  over  his  habits  and  conduct,  and  report  to  the  Doctor 
in  his  new  home,  on  the  Ehine,  what  avocation  he  thought 
Leonard  would  be  best  suited  for,  and  most  inclined  to 
adopt.  The  charitable  Welshman  divided  with  the  book- 
seller the  salary  given  to  Leonard,  and  left  a  quarter  of  his 
moiety  in  advance.  It  is  true  that  he  knew  he  should  be 
repaid  on  applying  to  Mrs.  Avenel ;  but  being  a  man  of  in- 
dependent spirit  himself,  he  so  sympathised  with  Leonard's 
present  feelings,  that  he  felt  as  if  he  should  degrade  the 
boy  did  he  maintain  him,  even  secretly,  out  of  Mrs.  Ave- 
nel's  money — money  intended  not  to  raise,  but  keep  him 
down  in  life.  At  the  worst,  it  was  a  sum  the  Doctor  could 
afford,  and  he  had  brought  the  boy  into  the  world. 

Having  thus,  as  he  thought,  safely  provided  for  his  two 
young  charges,  Helen  and  Leonard,  the  Doctor  then  gave. 
hiraself  up  to  his  final  preparations  for  departure.  He  left 
a  short  note  for  Leonard  with  Mr.  Prickett,  containing 
some  brief  advice,  some  kind  cheering;  a  postscript  to  the 
effect  that  he  had  not  communicated  to  Mrs.  Avenel  the 
information  Leonard  had  acquired,  and  that  it  were  best  to 
leave  her  in  that  ignorance;  and  six  small  powders  to  be 
dissolved  in  water,  and  a  teaspoonful  every  fourth  hour — 
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the 


"Sovereign  against  rage  anj  sombre  lliouglils,"  \vr*}\^^' 

Doctor.  .    , 

By  the  evening  of  the  next  day  Dr.  :Morgan.  arconipann'* 
by  his  pet  patient  with  the  ehi-onic  tie,  whom  W  bad  talked 
into  exile,  was  on  the  steamboat  r>n  his  way  to  ijhtend. 

Leonard  resumed  his   life  at  Mr.    l*ri<-kett*s:    bnt  the 
change  in  liim  did  not  escai)e  the  l)Ookseller.     All  bis  in- 
genuous simplicity  had  deserted  him.     ili*  was  vi'ry  <li>taiit 
and  very  taciturn  J  he  seemed  to  have  grown  niiu'b  «>Mer. 
I  shall  not  attempt  to  analyse  metaphysically  this  cban.:;*'. 
By  the  help  of  such  words  as  Leonard  may  himseH  ccca- 
sionally  let  fall,  the  reader  will  dive  into  tlie  Ikjv's  heart,  and 
see  how  there  the  change  had  worked,  and  is  w«»rking  stil!. 
The  happy,  dreamy  peasant-genius  gazing  on  Cib»i*y  ^vitll 
inebriate,  undazzled  eyes,  is  no  more.     It  is  a  man,  sml- 
denly  cut  ott*  f  rom  the  okl  household  holy  ties— eons<iou.s 
of  great  iK)wers,  and  confronted  on  all  sides  ]»y  barriers  ot 
iron— alone  with  hard  Reality  and  scornful  London;  and 
if  he  catches  a  glimpse  of  the  lost  Helicon,  In*  sees,  wliert- 
he  saw  the  Muse,  a  pale  melancholy  spirit  veiling  its  face 
m  shame— the  ghost  of  the  mournful  mother,  whose  <'hild 
has  no  name,  not  even  the  humblest,  among  the  family  of 
men. 

■ 

On  the  second  evening  after  Dr.  Morgan's  departure,  as 
Leonard  was  just  about  to  leave  the  shop,  a  customer 
stepi)ed  in  with  a  book  in  his  hand,  which  he  had  snatched 
from  the  shop-boy,  who  was  removing  the  volumes  for  the 
night  from  the  booth  without. 

"Mr.  Prickett,  Mr.  PrickettI"  said  the  customer,  *'I  am 
ashamed  of  you.  You  presume  to  put  upon  this  work,  in 
two  volumes,  the  sum  of      Jit  shilli]       » 

Mr.  Prickett  stepped  ft      l  :  l  gloom 

of  some  recess,  and  c  ^  that 

you?    But  for  your  i 

''Man  is  like  a  b 
only  look  to  his  U 
true." 

a— 6 
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Leonard  glanced  towards  the  speaker,  who  now  stood 
under  the  gas-lamp,  and  thought  he  recognised  his  face. 
He  looked  again.  Yes ;  it  was  the  i>erch-lisher  whom  he 
had  met  on  the  banks  of  the  Brent,  and  who  had  warned 
him  of  the  lost  fish  and  the  broken  line. 

Mk.  Burley  (continuing). — "But  ih^  Art  of  Think  in  y  ! 
— you  charge  eight  shillings  for  the  Art  of  Thinkiufj,^^ 

Mk.  Prickett. — "Cheap  enough,  Mr.  Burley.  A  very 
clean  copy." 

Mr.  Burley. — "Usurer!  I  sold  it  to  you  for  three 
shillings.  It  is  more  than  150  ^v  cent,  you  projjose  to 
gain  from  my  Art  of  Thinkiny,^^ 

Mr.  Prickett  (stuttering  and  taken  aback). — "  You  sold 
it  to  me!  Ah,  now  I  remember.  But  it  was  more  than 
three  shillings  I  gave.  You  forget — two  glasses  of  brandy- 
and-water." 

Mr.  Burley. — "Hospitality,  sir,  is  not  to  be  priced. 
If  you  sell  your  hospitality,  you  are  not  worthy  to  jiossess 
my  Art  of  Thinking,  I  resume  it.  There  are  three  shil- 
lings, and  a  shilling  more  for  interest.  No;  on  second 
thoughts,  instead  of  that  shilling,  I  will  return  your  hos- 
pitality: and  the  first  time  you  come  my  way  you  shall 
have  two  glasses  of  brandy -and- water." 

Mr.  Prickett  did  not  look  pleased,  but  he  made  no  objec- 
tion; and  Mr.  Burley  put  the  book  into  his  pocket,  and 
turned  to  examine  the  shelves.  He  bought  an  old  jest- 
book,  a  stray  volume  of  the  Comedies  of  Destouches — paid 
for  them — put  them  also  into  his  pocket,  and  was  saunter- 
ing out — when  he  perceived  Leonard,  who  was  now  stand- 
ing at  the  doorway. 

"  Hem !  who  is  that?"  he  asked,  whispering  Mr.  Prick- 
ett. 

"A  young  assistant  of  mine,  and  very  clever." 

Mr.  Burley  scanned  Leonard  from  top  to  toe. 

"  We  have  met  before,  sir.  But  you  look  as  if  you  had 
returned  to  the  Brent,  and  been  fishing  for  my  perch." 

"  Possibly,   sir, "  answered  Leonard.     **  But  my  line  is 
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tough,  and  is  not  yet  broken,  though  the  lish  drags  it 
amongst  the  weeds,  and  buries  itself  in  the  mud." 

He  lifted  his  hat,  bowed  slightly,  and  walked  on. 

"He  is  clever,"  said  Mr.  Burley  to  the  bookseller:  "he 
understands  allegory." 

Mr.  Prickett. — "Poor  youth!  He  came  to  town  with 
the  idea  of  turning  author:  you  know  what  that  is,  Mr. 
Burley." 

Mr.  Burley  (with  an  air  of  superb  dignity). — "Biblio- 
pole, yes !  An  author  is  a  being  between  gods  and  men, 
who  ought  to  be  lodged  in  a  palace,  and  entertained  at  the 
public  charge  upon  ortolans  and  Tokay.  He  should  be 
kept  lapped  in  down,  and  curtained  with  silken  awnings 
from  the  cares  of  life — have  nothing  to  do  but  to  write 
books  upon  tables  of  cedar,  and  fish  for  perch  from  a  gilded 
galley.  And  that's  what  will  come  to  pass  when  the  ages 
lose  their  barbarism  and  know  their  benefactors.  Mean- 
while, sir,  I  invite  you  to  my  rooms,  and  will  regale  you 
upon  brandy -and- water  as  long  as  I  can  pay  for  it;  and 
when  I  cannot — you  shall  regale  me." 

Mr.  Prickett  muttered,  "A  very  bad  bargain  indeed," 
as  Mr.  Burley,  with  his  chin  in  the  air,  stepped  into  the 
street. 


CHAPTER  XX. 


At  first  Leonard  had  always  returned  home  through  the 
crowded  thoroughfares — the  contact  of  numbers  had  ani- 
mated his  spirits.  But  the  last  two  days,  since  the  discov- 
ery of  his  birth,  he  had  taken  his  way  down  the  compara- 
tiyely  unpeopled  path  of  the  New  Eoad. 

He  had  just  gained  that  part  of  this  outskirt  in  which 
the  statuaries  and  tomb-makers  exhibit  their  gloomy  wares 
— furniture  alike  for  gardens  and  for  graves — and,  pausing, 
contemplated  a  column,  on  which  was  placed  an  urn,  half 
covered  with  a  funeral  mantle,  when  his  shoulder  was 
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lightly  tapped,  and,  turniug  quickly,  he  saw  Mr.  Burley 
standing  behind  him. 

*' Excuse  me,  sir,  but  you  understand  perch-fishing;  and 
since  we  find  ourselves  on  the  same  road,  I  should  like  to 
be  better  acquainted  with  you.  I  hear  you  once  wished  to 
be  an  author.     I  am  one." 

Leonard  had  never  before,  to  his  knowledge,  seen  an 
author,  and  a  mournful  smile  passed  his  lips  as  he  sur- 
veyed the  perch-fisher. 

Mr.  Bur  ley  was  indeed  very  differently  attired  since  the 
first  interview  by  the  brooklet.  He  looked  much  less  like 
an  author — but  more  perhaps  like  a  perch -fisher.  He  hatl 
a  new  white  hat,  stuck  *on  one  side  of  his  head — a  new 
green  overcoat — new  grey  trousers,  and  new  boots.  In  his 
hand  was  a  whalebone  stick,  with  a  silver  handle.  Noth- 
ing could  be  more  vagrant,  devil-me-carish,  and,  to  use  a 
slang  word,  tif/erlsJi,  than  his  whole  air.  Yet,  vulgar  as 
was  his  costume,  he  did  not  himself  seem  vulgar,  but  rather 
eccentric — lawless — something  out  of  the  pale  of  conven- 
tion. His  face  looked  more  pale  and  more  puffed  than  be- 
fore, the  tip  of  his  nose  redder ;  but  the  spark  in  his  eye 
was  of  a  livelier  light,  and  there  was  self-enjoyment  in  the 
corners  of  his  sensual,  humorous  lip. 

"You  are  an  author,  sir,"  repeated  Leonard.  "Well. 
And  what  is  your  report  of  the  calling?  Yonder  column 
props  an  urn.  The  column  is  tall,  and  the  urn  is  grace- 
ful. But  it  looks  out  of  place  by  the  roadside:  what  say 
you?" 

Mk.  Buklky. — "It  would  look  better  in  the  church- 
yard. " 

Leonaub. — "  So  I  was  thinking.  And  you  are  an  au- 
thor!" 

Mil.  BuRLEY. — "Ah,  I  said  you  had  a  quick  sense  of 
allegory.  And  so  you  think  an  author  looks  better  in  a 
churchyard,  when  you  see  him  but  as  a  muffled  urn  under 
the  moonshine,  than  standing  beneath  the  gas-lamp  in  a 
white  hat,  and  with  a  red  tip  to  his  nose.     Abstractedly, 
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you  are  right.  But,  with  your  leave,  the  author  would 
rather  be  where  he  is.  Let  us  walk  on.''  The  two  men 
felt  an  interest  in  each  other,  and  they  walked  some  yards 
in  silence. 

"To  return  to  the  urn,"  said  Mr.  Burley — "you  think  of 
fame  and  churchyards.  Natural  enough,  before  illusion 
dies ;  but  I  think  of  the  moment,  of  existence — and  I  laugh 
at  fame.  Fame,  sir — not  worth  a  glass  of  cold-without ! 
And  as  for  a  glass  of  warm,  with  sugar — and  five  shillings 
in  one's  pocket  to  spend  as  one  pleases — what  is  there  in 
Westminster  Abbey  to  compare  with  it?" 

"  Talk  on,  sir — I  should  like  to  hear  you  talk.  Let  me 
listen  and  hold  my  tongue."  Leonard  pulled  his  hat  over 
his  brows,  and  gave  up  his  moody,  questioning,  turbulent 
mind  to  his  new  acquaintance. 

And  John  Burley  talked  on.  A  dangerous  and  fascinat- 
ing talk  it  was — the  talk  of  a  great  intellect  fallen.  A  ser- 
pent trailing  its  length  on  the  ground,  and  showing  bright, 
shifting,  glorious  hues,  as  it  grovelled.  A  serpent,  yet 
without  the  serpent's  guile.  If  John  Burley  deceived  and 
tempted,  he  meant  it  not — he  crawled  and  glittered  alike 
honestly.     No  dove  could  be  more  simple. 

Laughing  at  fame,  he  yet  dwelt  with  an  eloquent  enthu- 
siasm on  the  joy  of  composition.  "  What  do  I  care  what 
men  without  are  to  say  and  think  of  the  words  that  gush 
forth  on  my  page?"  cried  he.  "If  you  think  of  the  pub- 
lic, of  urns,  and  laurels,  while  you  write,  you  are  no  gen- 
ius ;  you  are  not  fit  to  be  an  author.  I  write  because  it 
rejoices  me,  because  it  is  my  nature.  Written,  I  care  no 
more  what  becomes  of  it  than  the  lark  for  the  effect  that 
the  song  has  on  the  peasant  it  wakes  to  the  plough.  The 
poet,  like  the  lark,  sings  *from  his  watch-tower  in  the 
skies.'     Is  this  true?" 

"  Yes,  very  true!" 

"  What  can  rob  us  of  this  joy !  The  bookseller  will  not 
buy :  the  public  will  not  read.  Let  them  sleep  at  the  foot 
of  the  ladder  of  the  angels — we  climb  it  all  the  same.    And 
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then  one  settles  down  into  such  goo<l- tempered  Luoianic 
contempt  for  men.  One  wants  so  little  from  them,  when 
one  knows  what  one  self  is  worth,  and  what  they  are. 
They  are  just  worth  the  coin  one  can  extract  from  them,  in 
order  to  live.  Our  life — that  is  worth  so  much  to  us.  And 
then  their  joys,  so  vulgar  to  them,  we  can  make  them 
golden  and  kingly.  Do  you  suppose  Burns  drinking  at  the 
alehouse,  with  his  boors  around  him,  was  drinking,  like 
tliem,  only  beer  and  whisky?  No,  he  was  drinking  nec- 
tar— he  was  imbibing  his  own  ambrosial  thoughts — shaking 
with  the  laughter  of  the  gods.  The  coarse  human  liquid 
was  just  needed  to  unlock  his  spirit  from  the  clay — take 
it  from  jevkin  and  corduroys,  and  wrap  it  in  the  'singing 
robes'  that  floated  wide  in  the  skies :  the  beer  or  the  whis- 
ky needed  but  for  that,  and  then  it  changed  at  once  into 
the  drink  of  Heb^.  But  come,  you  have  not  known  this 
life — you  have  not  seen  it.  Come,  give  me  this  night.  I 
have  moneys  about  me — I  will  fling  them  abroad  as  liber- 
ally as  Alexander  himself,  when  he  left  to  his  share  but 
liope.     Come!" 

''  Whither?" 

^'  To  my  throne.  On  that  throne  last  sat  Edmund  Kean — 
mighty  mime !  I  am  his  successor.  We  will  see  whether 
in  truth  these  wild  sons  of  genius,  who  are  cited  but  *to 
point  a  moral  and  adorn  a  tale,'  were  objects  of  compas- 
sion. Sober-suited  cits  to  lament  over  a  Savage  or  a  Mor- 
land — a  Porson  and  a  Burns!" 

^'Or  a  Chatterton,"  said  Leonard,  gloomily. 

"  Chatterton  was  an  impostor  in  all  things ;  he  feigned 
excesses  that  he  never  knew.  Jle  a  bacchanalian — a  roy- 
ster!     He!     No.     We  will  talk  of  him.     Come!" 

Leonard  went. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

The  Room  !  And  the  smoke-reek,  and  the  gas  glare  of 
it! — The  whitewash  of  the  walls,  and  the  prints  thereon 
of  the  actors  in  their  mime-robes,  and  stage  postures;  ac- 
tors as  far  back  as  their  own  lost  Augustan  era,  when  the 
stage  was  a  real  living  influence  on  the  manners  and  the 
age.  There  was  Betterton  in  wig  and  gown — as  Cato, 
moralising  on  the  soul's  eternity,  and  halting  between 
Plato  and  the  dagger.  There  was  Woodward  as  "The 
Fine  Gentleman,"  with  the  inimitable  rake-hell  in  which 
the  heroes  of  Wycherly  and  Congreve  and  Farquhar  live 
again.  There  was  jovial  Quin  as  Falstaff,  with  round 
buckler  and  "  fair  round  belly. ''  There  was  Colley  Gibber 
in  brocade — taking  snuff  as  with  "his  Lord,"  the  thumb 
and  forefinger  raised  in  air — and  looking  at  you  for  ap- 
plause. There  was  Macklin  as  Shylock,  with  knife  in 
hand :  and  Kemble  in  the  solemn  weeds  of  the  Dane ;  and 
Kean  in  the  place  of  honour  over  the  chimney  piece. 

When  we  are  suddenly  taken  from  practical  life,  with  its 
real  workday  men,  and  presented  to  the  portraits  of  those 
sole  heroes  of  a  world  Phantastic  and  Phantasmal,  in  the 
garments  wherein  they  did  "  strut  and  fret  their  hour  upon 
the  stage,"  verily  there  is  something  in  the  sight  that  moves 
an  inner  sense  within  ourselves — for  all  of  us  have  an  inner 
sense  of  some  existence,  apart  from  the  one  that  wears 
away  our  days:  an  existence  that,  afar  from  St.  James's 
and  St.  Giles's,  the  Law  Courts  and  Exchange,  goes  its 
way  in  terror  or  mirth,  in  smiles  or  in  tears,  through  a 
vague  magic  land  of  the  poets.  There,  see  those  actors — 
they  are  the  men  who  lived  it — to  whom  our  world  was  the 
false  one,  to  whom  the  Imaginary  was  the  Actual !  And 
did  Shakespeare  himself,  in  his  life,  ever  hearken  to  such 
applause  as  thundered  round  the  per  senators  of  his  airy 
images?     Vague  children  of  the  most  transient  of  the  artr 
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fleet  shadows  on  running  waters,  though  thrown  down  from 
tlie  steadfiist  stars,  were  ye  not  happier  than  we  who  live 
in  the  Real?  How  strange  you  must  feel  in  the  great  cir- 
cuit that  ye  now  take  through  eternity !  No  prompt-books, 
no  lamps,  no  acting  Congreve  and  Shakespeare  there!  For 
what  parts  in  the  skies  have  your  studies  on  the  earth  fitted 
you?  Your  ultimate  destinies  are  very  puzzling.  Hail  \o 
your  effigies,  and  pass  we  on ! 

There,  too,  cm  the  whitewashed  walls,  were  admitted  the 
portraits  of  ruder  rivals  in  the  arena  of  fame — yet  thej*, 
too,  had  known  an  applause  warmer  than  his  age  gave  to 
Shakespeare :  the  Champions  of  the  Ring — Cribb,  and  Moly- 
neux,  and  Dutch  Sam.  Interspersed  with  these  was  an  old 
print  of  Newmarket  in  the  early  part  of  the  last  century, 
and  sundry  engravings  from  Hogarth.  But  poets,  oh,. they 
were  there  too !  poets  who  might  be  supposed  to  have  been 
sufficiently  good  fellows  to  be  at  home  with  such  compan- 
ions. Shakespeare,  of  course,  with  his  placid  forehead; 
Ben  Jonson,  with  his  heavy  scowl;  Burns  and  Byron  cheek 
by  jowl.  But  the  strangest  of  all  these  heterogeneous  spec- 
imens of  graphic  art  was  a  full-length  print  of  William 
Pitt! — William  Pitt,  the  austere  and  imperious.  What  the 
deuce  did  he  do  there  amongst  prize-fighters,  and  actors, 
and  poets?  It  seemed  an  insult  to  his  grand  memory. 
Nevertheless  there  he  was,  very  erect,  and  with  a  look  of 
ineffable  disgust  in  his  upturned  nostrils.  The  portraits 
on  the  sordid  walls  were  very  like  the  crambo  in  the  minds 
of  ordinary  men — very  like  the  motley  pictures  of  the  Fa- 
mous hung  up  in  your  parlour,  0  my  Public!  Actors  and 
prize-fighters,  poets  and  statesmen,  all  without  congruity 
and  fitness,  all  whom  you  have  been  to  see  or  to  hear  for  a 
moment,  and  whose  names  have  stared  out  in  your  news- 
papers, 0  my  Public! 

And  the  company?  Indescribable!  Comedians,  from 
small  theatres,  out  of  employ;  pale,  haggard-looking  boys, 
probably  tlie  sons  of  worthy  traders,  trying  their  best  to 
break  their  fathers'  hearts ;  here  and  there  the  marked  feat- 
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ores  of  a  Jew.  Now  and  then  you  might  see  the  curious 
puzzled  face  of  some  greenhorn  about  town,  or  perhaps  a 
Cantab ;  and  men  of  grave  age,  and  grey -haired,  were  there, 
and  amongst  them  a  wondrous  proportion  of  carbuncled 
faces  and  bottle-noses.  And  when  John  Burley  entered, 
there  was  a  shout  that  made  William  Pitt  shake  in  his 
frame.  Such  stamping  and  hallooing,  and  such  hurrahs 
for  "  Burly  John."  And  the  gentleman  who  had  filled  the 
great  high  leathern  chair  in  his  absence  gave  it  up  to  John 
Burley;  and  Leonard,  with  his  grave,  obsei'vant  eye,  and 
lip  haJf  sad  and  half  scornful,  placed  himself  by  the  side 
of  his  introducer.  There  was  a  nameless  expectant  stir 
through  the  assembly,  as  there  is  in  the  pit  of  the  opera 
when  some  great  singer  advances  to  the  lamps,  and  begins, 
"/)i  tantl  j^d^^'itU^  Time  flies.  Look  at  the  Dutch  clock 
over  the  door.  Half-an-hour.  John  Burley  begins  to 
warm.  A  yet  quicker  light  begins  to  break  from  his  eye ; 
his  voice  has  a  mellow  luscious  roll  in  it. 

"  He  will  be  grand  to-night,"  whispered  a  thin  man,  who 
looked  like  a  tailor,  seated  on  the  other  side  of  Leonard. 

Time  flies — an  hour!  Look  again  at  the  Dutch  clock. 
John  Burley  h  grand,  he  is  in  his  zenith,  at  his  culminat- 
ing point.  What  magnificent  drollery! — what  luxuriant 
humour!  How  the  Rabelais  shakes  in  his  easy -chair! 
Under  the  rush  and  the  roar  of  this  fun  (what  word  else 
shall  describe  it?)  the  man's  intellect  is  as  clear  as  gold 
sand  under  a  river.  Such  wit  and  such  truth,  and,  at 
times,  such  a  flood  of  quick  eloquence.  All  now  are  lis- 
teners— silent,  save  in  applause.  And  Leonard  listened 
too.  Not,  as  he  would  some  nights  ago,  in  innoc*ent  un- 
questioning delight.  No;  his  mind  has  passed  through 
great  sorrow,  great  passion,  and  it  comes  out  unsettled, 
inquiring,  eager,  brooding  over  joy  itself  as  over  a*  prob- 
lem. And  the  drink  circulates,  and  faces  change;  and 
there  are  gabbling  and  babbling;  and  Burley 's  head  sinks 
in  his  bosom,  and  he  is  silent.  And  up  starts  a  wild,  dis- 
solute, bacchanalian  glee  for  seven  voices.     And  the  smoke- 
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reek  grows  denser  and  thicker,  and  the  gas-light  looks  dizzy 
through  tlie  haze.     And  John  Biirley's  eyes  reel. 

Look  again  at  the  Dutch  cloi*k.  Two  hours  have  gone. 
John  Burley  has  broken  out  again  from  his  silence,  his 
voice  thick  and  husky,  and  hy*  laugh  cracked;  and  he 
talks,  0  ye  gods !  such  rubbish  and  ribaldry ;  and  the  lis- 
teners roar  aloud,  and  think  it  finer  than  before.  And 
Leonard,  who  had  hitherto  been  measuring  himself  in  his 
mind  against  the  giant,  and  saying  inly,  "  He  soars  out  of 
my  reach, "  finds  the  giant  shrink  smaller  and  smaller,  and 
saitli  to  himself,  "  He's  is  but  of  man's  common  standard 
after  all!" 

Look  again  at  the  Dutch  clock.  Three  hours  have 
passed.  Is  John  Burley  now  of  man's  common  standard? 
Man  himself  seems  to  have  vanished  from  the  scene :  his 
soul  stolen  from  him,  his  form  gone  away  with  the  fumes 
of  the  smoke,  and  the  nauseous  steam  from  that  fiery  bowl. 
And  Leonard  looked  round,  and  saw  but  the  swine  of 
Circe — some  on  the  floor,  some  staggering  against  the 
walls,  some  hugging  each  other  on  the  tables,  some  fight- 
ing, some  bawling,  some  weeping.  The  divine  spark  had 
fled  from  the  human  face;  the  Beast  is  everywhere  grow- 
ing more  and  more  out  of  the  thing  that  had  been  Man. 
And  John  Burley,  still  unconquered,  but  dean  lost  to  his 
senses,  fancies  himself  a  preacher,  and  drawls  forth  the 
most  lugubrious  sermon  upon  the  brevity  of  life  that  mortal 
ever  heard,  accompanied  with  unctuous  sobs ;  and  now  and 
then  in  the  midst  of  balderdash,  gleams  out  a  gorgeous 
sentence,  that  Jeremy  Taylor  might  have  envied;  drivel- 
ling away  again  into  a  cadence  below  the  rhetoric  of  a  Mug- 
gletonian.  And  the  waiters  choked  up  the  doorway,  listen- 
ing and  laughing,  and  prepared  to  call  cabs  and  coaches; 
and  suddenly  some  one  turned  off  the  gaslight,  and  all  was 
dark  as  pitch — howls  and  laughter,  as  of  the  damned,  ring- 
ing through  the  Pandemonium.  Out  from  the  black  atmos- 
phere stepped  the  boy-poet;  and  the  still  stars  rushed  on 
his  sight,  as  they  looked  over  the  grimy  roof-tops. 
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Well,  Leonard,  this  is  the  first  time  thou  hast  shown 
that  thou  hast  in  thee  the  iron  out  of  which  true  manhood 
is  forged  and  shaped.  Thou  hast  fhepoicer  to  reshf.  Forth, 
unebriate,  unpolluted,  he  came  from  the  orgy,  as  yon  star 
above  him  came  from  the  cloud. 

He  had  a  latch-key  to  his  lodgings.  He  let  himself  in 
and  walked  noiselessly  up  the  creaking  wooden  stair.  It 
was  dawn.  He  passed  on  to  his  window  and  threw  it  open. 
The  green  elm-tree  from  the  carpenter's  yard  looked  as 
fresh  and  fair  as  if  rooted  in  solitude,  leagues  away  from 
the  smoke  of  Babylon. 

"Nature,  Nature!"  murmured  Leonard,  "I  hear  thy 
voice  now.  This  stills — this  strengthens.  But  the  strug- 
gle is  very  dread.  Here,  despair  of  life — there,  faith  in 
life.     Nature  thinks  of  neither,  and  lives  serenely  on." 

By  and  by  a  bird  slid  softly  from  the  heart  of  the  tree, 
and  dropped  on  the  ground  below  out  of  sight.  But  Leon- 
ard heard  its  carol.  It  awoke  its  companions — wings  began 
to  glance  in  the  air,  and  the  clouds  grew  red  towards  the 
east. 

Leonard  sighed  and  left  the  window.  On  the  table,  near 
Helen's  rose-tree,  which  he  bent  over  wistfully,  lay  a  let- 
ter. He  had  not  observed  it  before.  It  was  in  Helen's 
hand.  He  took  it  to  the  light,  and  read  it  by  the  pure, 
healthful  gleams  of  morn : 

"0  my  dear  brother  Leonard,  will  this  lind  you  well, 
and  (more  happy  I  dare  not  say,  but)  less  sad  than  when 
we  parted?  I  write  kneeling,  so  that  it  seems  to  me  as  if 
I  wrote  and  prayed  at  the  same  time.  You  may  come  and 
see  me  to-morrow  evening,  Leonard.  Do  come,  do — we 
shall  walk  together  in  this  pretty  garden ;  and  there  is  an 
arbour  all  covered  witJi  jessamine  and  honeysuckle,  from 
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which  we  can  look  down  on  Loudon.  I  have  looked  from 
it  so  many  times — so  many — trying  if  I  can  guess  the  roofs 
in  our  ix)or  little  street,  and  fancying  that  1  do  see  the  dear 
elm-tree. 

"Miss  Starke  is  very  kind  to  me;  and  I  think,  after  I 
have  seen  you,  that  I  shall  he  happy  here — that  is,  if  you 
are  happy. 

"  Your  own  grateful  sister, 

'*  Helen. 

"  Ivy  Lodge. 

"P.S. — Any  one  will  direct  you  to  our  house;  it  lies  to 
the  left  near  the  top  of  the  hill,  a  little  way  down  a  lane 
that  is  overhung  on  one  side  with  chestnut-trees  and  lilacs. 
1  shall  be  watching  for  you  at  the  gate." 

Leonard's  brow  softened,  he  looked  again  like  his  former 
self.  Up  from  the  dark  sea  at  his  heart  smiled  the  meek 
face  of  a  child,  and  the  waves  lay  still  as  at  the  charm  of 
a  spirit. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 


"AxD  what  is  Mr.  Burley,  and  what  has  he  written?" 
asked  Leonard  of  Mr.  Prickett,  when  he  returned  to  the 
shop. 

Let  us  reply  to  that  question  in  our  own  words,  for  we 
know  more  about  Mr.  Burley  than  Mr.  Prickett  does. 

John  Burley  was  the  only  son  of  a  poor  clergyman,  in  a 
village  near  Ealing,  who  had  scraped,  and  saved,  and 
pinched,  to  send  his  son  to  an  excellent  provincial  school 
in  a  northern  county,  and  thence  to  college.  At  the  latter, 
during  his  first  year,  young  Burley  was  remarked  by  the 
undergraduates  for  his  thick  shoes  and  coarse  linen,  and  re- 
markable to  the  authorities  for  his  assiduity  and  learning. 
The  highest  hopes  were  entertained  of  him  by  the  tutors  and 
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examiners.  At  the  beginning  of  the  second  year  his  higli 
animal  spirits,  before  kept  down  by  study,  broke  out.  Head- 
ing had  bec^ome  easy  to  him.  He  knocked  oif  his  tasks  with 
a  facile  strpke,  as  it  were.  He  gave  up  his  leisure  hours 
to  Symposia  by  no  means  Socratical.  He  fell  into  an  idle, 
hard-drinking  set.  He  got  into  all  kinds  of  scrai^'s.  The 
authorities  were  at  first  kind  and  forbearing  in  their  ad- 
monitions, for  they  respected  his  abilities,  and  still  hoped 
he  might  become  an  honour  to  the  university.  15ut  at 
last  he  went  drunk  into  a  formal  examination,  and  sent  in 
papers,  after  the  manner  of  Aristophanes,  containing  cai»- 
ital  jokes  upon  the  Pons  and  Big-wigs  themselves.  The 
offence  was  the  greater,  and  seemed  the  more  premeditated, 
for  being  clothed  in  Greek.  John  Burley  was  expelled. 
He  went  home  to  his  father's  a  miserable  man,  for,  with 
all  his  follies,  he  had  a  good  heart.  Kemoved  from  iil  ex- 
ample, his  life  for  a  year  was  blameless.  >le  got  admitted 
as  usher  into  the  school  in  which  he  had  received  instruc- 
tion as  a  pupil.  This  school  was  in  a  large  town.  John 
Burley  became  member  of  a  club  formed  among  the  trades- 
men, and  spent  three  evenings  a  week  there.  His  aston- 
ishing convivial  and  conversational  powers  began  to  declare 
themselves.  He  grew  the  oracle  of  the  club;  and,  from 
being  the  most  sober,  peaceful  assembly  in  which  grave 
fathers  of  a  family  ever  smoked  a  pipe  or  sipped  a  glass,  it 
grew,  under  Mr.  Burley 's  auspices,  the  parent  of  revels  as 
frolicking  and  frantic  as  those  out  of  which  the  old  Greek 
Goat  Song  ever  tipsily  rose.  This  would  not  do.  There 
was  a  great  riot  in  the  streets  one  night,  and  the  next  morn- 
ing the  usher  was  dismissed.  Fortunately  for  John  Bur- 
ley's  conscience,  his  father  had  died  before  this  happened — 
died  believing  in  the  reform  of  his  son.  During  his  usli- 
ership  Mr.  Burley  had  scraped  acquaintance  with  the  edi- 
tor of  the  county  newspaper,  and  given  him  some  capital 
political  articles ;  for  Burley  was,  like  Parr  and  Person,  a 
notable  politician.  The  editor  furnished  him  with  letters 
to  the  journalists  in  London,  and  John  came  to  the  metrop- 
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olis  and  got  employed  ou  a  very  respectable  newspaper. 
At  college  he  had  kuown  Audley  Egertou,  though  but 
slightly :  that  gentleman  was  then  just  rising  into  repute 
ill  Parliament.  Burley  sympathised  with  some  question  on 
which  Audley  had  distinguished  himself,  and  wrote  a  very 
good  article  thereon — an  article  so  good  that  figei-ton  in- 
quired into  the  authorship,  found  out  Burley,  and  resolved 
in  his  own  mind  to  provide  for  him  whenever  he  himself 
came  into  office.  But  Burley  was  a  man  whom  it  was  im- 
possible to  provide  for.  He  soon  lost  his  connection  with 
the  newspaper.  First,  he  was  so  irregular  that  he  could 
never  be  depended  upon.  Secondly,  he  had  strange,  hon- 
est, eccentric  twists  of  thinking,  that  could  coalesce  with 
the  thoughts  of  no  party  in  the  long  run.  An  article  of 
his,  inadvertently  admitted,  had  horrified  all  the  proprie- 
tors, staff,  and  readers  of  the  paper.  It  was  diaiuetrically 
opposite  to  the  principles  the  paper  advocated,  and  com- 
pared its  pet  politician  to  Catiline.  Then  John  Burley 
shut  himself  up  and  wrote  books.  He  wrote  two  or  three 
books,  very  clever,  but  not  at  all  to  the  popular  taste, — 
abstract  and  learned,  full  of  whims  that  were  caviare  to 
the  multitude,  and  larded  with  Greek.  Nevertheless  they 
obtained  for  him  a  little  money,  and  among  literary  men 
some  reputation.  Now  Audley  Egerton  came  into  iK)wer, 
and  got  him,  though  with  great  difficulty — for  there  were 
many  prejudices  against  this  scampish,  harum-scarum  son 
of  the  Muses — a  place  in  a  public  office.  He  kept  it  about 
a  month,  and  then  voluntarily  resigned  it.  "  My  crust  of 
bread  and  liberty!"  quoth  John  Burley,  and  vanished  into 
a  garret.  From  that  time  to  the  present  he  lived — Heaven 
knows  how!  Literature  is  a  business,  like  everything  else; 
John  Burley  grew  more  and  more  incapable  of  business. 
"  He  could  not  do  task- work, "  he  said ;  he  wrote  when  the 
whim  seized  him,  or  when  the  last  penny  was  in  his  pouch, 
or  when  he  was  actually  in  the  spunging-house  or  the  Fleet — 
migrations  which  occurred  to  him,  on  an  average,  twice 
a  year.     He  could  generally  sell  what  he  had  actually  writ- 
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ten,  but  uo  one  would  engage  him  beforehand.  Editors  of 
magazines  and  other  periodicals  were  very  glad  to  have  his 
articles,  on  the  condition  that  they  were  anonymous ;  and 
his  style  was  not  necessarily  detected,  for  he  could  vary  it 
with  the  facility  of  a  practised  pen.  Audley  Egerton  con- 
tinued his  best  supporter,  for  there  were  certain  questions 
on  which  no  one  wrote  with  such  force  as  »Juhn  liurlcv — 
questions  connected  with  the  metaphysics  of  politics,  sucli 
as  law  reform  and  economical  science.  And  Audley  Kgcr- 
ton  was  the  only  man  John  Ikirley  put  liiniself  out  of  tlie 
way  to  serve,  and  for  whom  he  would  give  up  a  drinking 
bout  to  do  task-work;  for  John  lUirley  was  grateful  by 
nature,  and  he  felt  that  Egerton  had  really  tried  to  be- 
friend him.  Indeed,  it  was  true,  as  he  had  stated  to  Leon- 
ard by  the  Brent,  that,  even  after  ho  had  resigned  his  desk 
in  the  London  office,  he  had  had  the  offer  of  an  api)ointnient 
in  Jamaica,  and  a  i)lace  in  India,  from  the  Minister.  iJut 
probably  there  were  other  charms  then  than  those  exercised 
by  the  one-eyed  perch  that  kept  him  to  the  neighbourhood 
of  London.  With  all  his  grave  faults  of  character  and  con- 
duct, John  Burley  was  not  without  the  line  (jualities  of  a 
large  nature.  He  was  most  resolutely  his  own  enemy,  it 
is  true,  but  he  could  hardly  be  said  to  be  any  one  else's. 
Even  when  he  criticised  some  more  fortunate  writer,  he 
was  good-humoured  in  his  very  satire :  he  had  no  bile,  no 
envy.  And  as  for  freedom  from  malignant  personalities, 
he  might  have  been  a  model  to  all  critics.  1  must  except 
politics,  however,  for  in  these  he  could  be  rabid  and  savage. 
He  had  a  passion  for  independence,  which,  though  pushed 
to  excess,  was  not  without  grandeur.  No  lick-platter,  no 
parasite,  no  toad-eater,  no  literary  beggar,  no  hunter  after 
patronage  and  subscriptions;  even  in  his  dealings  with 
Audley  Egerton,  he  insisted  on  naming  the  price  for  his 
labours.  He  took  a  price,  because,  as  the  papers  required 
by  Audley  demanded  much  reading  and  detail,  which  was 
not  at  all  to  his  taste,  he  considered  himself  entitled  fairly 
to  something  more  than  the  editor  of  the  journal  wherein 
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the  papers  appeared  wsw  in  the  habit  of  giving.  Hut  he 
assebbed  this  extra  priee  himself,  and  as  he  wuuld  have 
done  to  a  bookseller.  And  when  in  debt  and  in  jirison, 
though  he  knew  a  line  to  Egerton  would  liave  extricated 
him,  he  never  wrote  that  line.  He  would  dejiend  alone  on 
his  i)eu — dipped  it  hastily  in  the  ink,  and  scrawled  liiniself 
free.  The  most  debased  point  al>out  him  was  certainly  the 
incorrigible  vice  of  drinking,  and  with  it  the  usual  concomi- 
tant of  that  vice — the  love  of  low  company.  To  be  King 
of  the  Bohemians — to  dazzle  by  his  wild  humour,  and  some- 
times to  exalt  by  his  fanciful  elo<|uence  the  rude,  gross 
natures  that  gathered  round  him — this  was  a  royaUy  that  re- 
paid him  for  all  sacrifice  of  solid  dignity ;  a  foolscap  crown 
that  he  would  not  have  changed  for  an  emijeror's  diadem. 
Indeed,  to  a^ipreciate  rightly  the  talents  of  tlohn  15urley, 
it  was  necessary  to  hear  him  talk  on  such  occasions.  As 
a  writer,  after  all,  he  was  now  only  ca])able  of  une(|ual 
desultory  efforts.  Ikit  as  a  talker,  in  his  own  wild  way, 
he  was  original  and  matchless.  And  the  gift  of  talk  is  one 
of  the  most  dangerous  gifts  a  man  can  i)ossess  for  his  own 
sake — the  applause  is  so  immediate,  and  gained  with  so 
little  labour.  Lower,  and  lower,  and  lower  had  sunk  John 
lUirley,  not  only  in  the  opinion  of  all  who  knew  his  name, 
but  hi  the  habitual  exercise  of  his  talents.  And  this  seemed 
wilfully — from  choice.  He  would  write  for  some  un- 
stamped journal  of  the  populace,  out  of  the  i)ale  of  the 
law,  for  pence,  when  he  could  have  got  iK)unds  from  jour- 
nals of  high  repute.  He  was  very  fond  of  scribbling  off 
penny  ballads,  and  then  standing  in  the  street  to  hear 
them  sung.  He  actually  once  made  himself  the  i)oet  of  an 
advertising  tailor,  and  enjoyetl  it  excessively.  Ihit  that 
did  not  last  long,  for  John  Burley  was  a  Tittite — not  a 
Tory,  he  used  to  say,  but  a  Pittite.  And  if  you  had  heard 
him  talk  of  Pitt,  you  would  never  have  known  what  to 
make  of  that  great  statesman.  He  treated  him  as  the  Ger- 
man commentators  do  Shakespeare,  and  invested  him  with 
all  imaginary  meanings  and  objects,  that  would  have  turned 


OR,  VARIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  LIFE.  97 

the  grand  practical  man  into  a  sibyl.  Well,  he  was  a  Pitt- 
ite; the  tailor  a  fanatic  for  Thelwall  and  Cobbett.  Mr. 
Burley  wrote  a  poem  wherein  Britannia  appeared  to  the 
tailor,  complimented  him  highly  on  the  art  he  exhibited  in 
adorning  the  persons  of  her  sons;  and,  bestowing  upon  him 
a  gigantic  mantle,  said  that  he,  and  he  alone,  might  be 
enabled  to  fit  it  to  the  shoulders  of  living  men.  The  rest 
of  the  poem  was  occupied  in  Mr.  Snip's  unavailing  at- 
tempts to  adjust  this  mantle  to  the  eminent  politicians  of 
the  day,  when,  just  as  he  had  sunk  down  in  despair,  Bri- 
tannia reappeared  to  him,  and  consoled  him  with  the  in- 
formation that  he  had  done  all  mortal  man  could  do,  and 
that  she  had  only  desired  to  convince  pigmies  that  no  human 
art  could  adjust  to  their  proportions  the  mantle  of  William 
Pitt.  Sic  itur  ad  astra — she  went  back  to  the  stars,  man- 
tle and  all !  Mr.  Snip  was  exceedingly  indignant  at  this 
allegorical  effusion,  and  with  wrathful  shears  cut  the  tie 
between  himself  and  his  poet. 

Thus,  then,  the  reader  has,  we  trust,  a  pretty  good  idea 
of  John  Burley — a  specimen  of  his  genus,  not  very  common 
in  any  age,  and  now  happily  almost  extinct,  since  authors 
of  all  degrees  share  in  the  general  improvement  in  order, 
economy,  and  sober  decorum,  which  has  obtained  in  the 
national  manners.  Mr.  Prickett,  though  entering  into  less 
historical  detail  than  we  have  done,  conveyed  to  Leonard  a 
tolerably  accurate  notion  of  the  man,  representing  him  as 
a  person  of  great  powers  and  learning,  who  had  thoroughly 
thrown  himself  away. 

Leonard  did  not,  however,  see  how  much  Mr.  Bur- 
ley himself  was  to  be  blamed  for  his  waste  of  life ;  he 
could  not  conceive  a  man  of  genius  voluntarily  seating 
himself  at  the  lowest  step  in  the  social  ladder.  He 
rather  supposed  he  had  been  thrust  down  there  by  Ne- 
cessity. 

And  when  Mr.  Prickett,  concluding,  said,  "Well,  I 
should  think  Burley  would  cure  you  of  the  desire  to  be 
an  author  even  more  than  Chatterton, '^  the  young  man  an- 
2—7 
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swered,   gloomily,   "Perhaps,"  and  ttinied   to  the  book- 
shelves. 

With  Mr.  Prickett's  consent,  Leonard  was  released  ear- 
lier than  usual  from  his  task,  and  a  little  before  sunset  he 
took  his  way  to  Highgate.  He  was  fortunately  directed 
to  take  the  new  road  by  the  Kegent's  Park,  and  so  on 
through  a  very  green  and  smiling  country.  The  walk,  the 
freshness  of  the  air,  the  songs  of  the  birds,  and,  above  all, 
when  he  had  got  half-way,  the  solitude  of  the  road,  served 
to  rouse  him  from  his  stem  and  sombre  meditations.  And 
when  he  came  into  the  lane  overhung  with  chestnut-trees, 
and  suddeuly  caught  sight  of  Helen's  watchful  and  then 
brightening  face,  as  she  stood  by  the  wicket,  and  under  the 
shadow  of  cool,  murmurous  boughs,  the  blood  rushed  gaily 
through  his  veins,  and  his  heart  beat  loud  and  gratefully. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 


She  drew  him  into  the  garden  with  such  true  childlike 

joy- 
Now  behold  them  seated  in  the  arbour — a  perfect  bower 

of  sweets  and  blossoms  j  the  wilderness  of  roof-tops  and 

spires  stretching  below,  broad  and  far  j  London  seen  dim 

and  silent,  as  in  a  dream. 

She  took  his  hat  from  his  brows  gently,  and  looked  him 
in  the  face  with  tearful,  penetrating  eyes. 

She  did  not  say,  "  You  are  changed."  She  said,  "Why, 
why  did  I  leave  you?"  and  then  turned  away. 

"  Never  mind  me,  Helen.  I  am  man,  and  rudely  bom — 
speak  of  yourself.     This  lady  is  kind  to  you,  then?" 

"Does  she  not  let  me  see  you?  Oh!  very  kind — and 
look  here." 

Helen  pointed  to  fruits  and  cakes  set  out  on  the  table. 
"  A  feast,  brother. " 

And  she  began  to  press  her  hospitality  with  pretty  win- 


OR,  VARIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  LIFE.  99 

ning  ways,  more  playful  than  was  usual  to  her,  and  talking 
veiy  fast,  and  with  forced,  but  silvery,  laughter. 

By  degrees  she  stole  him  from  his  gloom  and  reserve; 
and  though  he  could  not  reveal  to  her  the  cause  of  his  bit- 
terest sorrow,  he  owned  that  he  had  suffered  much.  He 
would  not  have  owned  that  to  another  living  being.  And 
then,  quickly  turning  from  this  brief  confession,  with  as- 
surances that  the  worst  was  over,  he  sought  to  amuse  her 
by  speaking  of  his  new  acquaintance  with  the  perch-j&sher. 
But  when  he  spoke  of  this  man  with  a  kind  of  reluctant 
admiration,  mixed  with  compassionate  yet  gloomy  interest, 
and  drew  a  grotesque,  though  subdued,  sketch  of  the  wild 
scene  in  which  he  had  been  spectator,  Helen  grew  alarmed 
and  grave. 

"  Oh,  brother,  do  not  go  there  again — do  not  see  more  of 
this  bad  man." 

"Bad! — no!  Hopeless  and  unhappy,  he  has  stooped  to 
stimulants  and  oblivion ; — but  you  cannot  understand  these 
things,  my  pretty  preacher." 

"Yes,  I  do,  Leonard.  What  is  the  difference  between 
being  good  and  bad?  The  good  do  not  yield  to  tempta- 
tions, and  the  bad  do." 

The  definition  was  so  simple  and  so  wise  that  Leonard 
was  more  struck  with  it  than  he  might  have  been  by  the 
most  elaborate  sermon  by  Parson  Dale. 

"I  have  often  murmured  to  myself  since  I  lost  you, 
'Helen  was  my  good  angel  j' — say  on.  For  my  heart  is  dark 
to  myself,  and  while  you  speak  light' seems  to  dawn  on  it." 

This  praise  so  confused  Helen  that  she  was  long  before 
she  could  obey  the  command  annexed  to  it.  But  by  little 
and  little,  words  came  to  both  more  frankly.  And  then  he 
told  her  the  sad  tale  of  Chatterton,  and  waited,  anxious  to 
hear  her  comments. 

"Well,"  he  said,  seeing  that  she  remained  silent,  "how 
can  /  hope,  when  this  mighty  genius  laboured  and  de- 
spaired? What  did  he  want,  save  birth,  and  fortune,  and 
friendS;  and  human  justice?" 
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"Did  he  pray  to  God?"  asked  Helen,  dryiug  her 
tears. 

Again  Leouard  was  startled.  In  reading  the  life  of  Chat- 
tertou  he  had  not  much  noted  the  scepticism,  assumed  or 
real,  of  the  ill-fated  aspirer  to  earthly  immortality.  At 
Helen's  question,  that  scepticism  struck  him  forcibly. 

"  Why  do  you  ask  that,  Helen?" 

"  Because,  when  we  pi*ay  often,  we  grow  so  very,  very 
patient,"  answered  the  child.  "Perhaps,  had  he  been  pa- 
tient a  few  months  more,  all  would  have  been  won  by  him, 
as  it  will  be  by  you,  brother,  for  you  pray,  and  you  will  be 
patient." 

Leonard  bowed  his  head  in  deep  thought,  and  this  time 
the  thought  was  not  gloomy.  Then  out  from  that  awful 
life  there  glowed  another  passage,  which  before  he  had  not 
heeded  duly,  but  regarded  rather  as  one  of  the  darkest 
mysteries  in  the  fate  of  Chatterton. 

At  the  very  time  the  despairing  poet  had  locked  himself 
up  in  his  garret,  to  dismiss  his  soul  from  its  earthly  or- 
deal, his  genius  had  just  foimd  its  way  into  the  light  of 
renown.  Good  and  learned  and  powerful  men  were  pre- 
paring to  serve  and  save  him.  Another  year — nay,  per* 
chance  another  month — and  he  might  have  stood  acknowl- 
edged sublime  in  the  foremost  ranks  of  his  age. 

"Oil,  Helen!"  cried  Leonard,  raising  his  brows,  from 
which  the  cloud  had  passed,  "  why,  indeed,  did  you  leave 
me?" 

Helen  started  in  her  turn  as  he  repeated  this  regret,  and 
in  her  turn  grew  thoughtful.  At  length  she  asked  him  if 
he  had  written  for  the  box  which  had  belonged  to  her  fa- 
ther and  been  left  at  the  inn. 

And  Leonard,  though  a  little  chafed  at  what  he  thought 
a  childish  interruption  to  themes  of  graver  interest,  owned, 
with  self-reproach,  that  he  had  forgotten  to  do  so.  Should 
he  not  write  now  to  order  the  box  to  be  sent  to  her  at  Miss 
Starke's? 

"No 5  let  it  be  sent  to  you.     Take  care  of  it.     I  should 
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like  to  know  that  something  of  mine  is  with  you  j  and  per- 
haps I  may  not  stay  here  long." 

"Not  stay  here?  That  you  must,  my  dear  Helen — at 
least  as  long  as  Miss  Starke  will  keep  you,  and  is  kind. 
By  and  by  "  (added  Leonard,  with  something  of  his  former 
sanguine  tone)  "I  may  yet  make  my  way,  and  we  shall 
have  our  cottage  to  ourselves.  But — oh,  Helen ! — I  forgot — 
you  wounded  me ;  you  left  your  money  with  me.  I  only 
found  it  in  my  drawers  the  other  day.  Fie — I  have 
brought  it  back." 

"It  is  not  mine — it  is  yours.  We  were  to  share  to- 
gether— ^you  paid  all ;  and  how  can  I  want  it  here,  too?" 

But  Leonard  was  obstinate;  and  as  Helen  mournfully 
received  back  all  that  of  fortune  her  father  had  bequeathed 
to  her,  a  tall  female  figure  stood  at  the  entrance  of  the  ar- 
bour, and  said,  in  a  voice  that  scattered  all  sentiment  to 
the  winds,  "  Young  man,  it  is  time  to  go. " 


CHAPTER  XXV. 


"Already?"  said  Helen,  with  faltering  accents,  as  she 
crept  to  Miss  Starke's  side  while  Leonard  rose  and  bowed. 
"I  am  very  grateful  to  you,  madam,"  said  he,  with  the 
grace  that  comes  from  all  refinement  of  idea,  "  for  allowing 
me  to  see  Miss  Helen.     Do  not  let  me  abuse  your  kind- 


ness." 


Miss  Starke  seemed  struck  with  his  look  and  manner, 
and  made  a  stiff  half  curtsey. 

A  form  more  rigid  than  Miss  Starke's  it  was  hard  to 
conceive.  She  was  like  the  Grim  White  Woman  in  the 
nursery  ballads. 

Yet,  apparently,  there  was  a  good-nature  in  allowing  the 
stranger  to  enter  her  trim  garden,  and  providing  for  him 
and  her  little  charge  those  fruits  and  cakes  which  belied 
her  aspect. 
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*'  May  I  go  with  him  to  tlie  gate?"  whisj^ered  Helen,  as 
Leonard  liad  already  passed  up  the  patli. 

"  You  may,  child :  but  do  not  loiter.  And  then  come 
back,  and  lock  up  the  cakes  and  cherries,  or  Patty  will  get 
at  tlieni." 

Helen  ran  after  Leonard. 

**  Write  to  me,  brother — write  to  me ;  and  do  not,  do  not 
be  friends  with  this  man,  who  took  you  to  that  wicked, 
wicked  place." 

"  Oh,  Helen,  I  go  from  you  strong  enough  to  brave  worse 
dangers  than  that,"  said  Leonard,  almost  gaily. 

They  kissed  each  other  at  the  little  wicket  gate,  and 
parted. 

Leonard  walked  home  under  the  summer  moonlight,  and 
on  entering  his  chamber  looked  first  at  his  rose-tree.  The 
leaves  of  yesterday's  flowers  lay  strewn  around  it;  but  the 
tree  had  put  forth  new  buds. 

**  Nature  ever  restores, "  said  the  young  man.  He  paused 
a  moment,  and  added,  "  Is  it  that  Nature  is  very  patient?" 

His  sleep  that  night  was  not  broken  by  the  fearful  dreams 
he  had  lately  known.  He  rose  refreshed,  and  went  his  way 
to  his  day's  work — not  stealing  along  the  less  crowded 
paths,  but  with  a  firm  step,  through  the  throng  of  men. 
Be  bold,  adventurer — thou  hast  more  to  suffer!  Wilt  thou 
sink?     I  look  into  thy  heart,  and  I  cannot  answer. 


NOTE  ON  HOMCEOPATHY. 

A  GENTLEMAN  who  practises  Homoeopathy,  and  who  rejoices  in 
tlie  name  of  Luther,  has  done  me  the  honour  to  issue  a  pamphlet  in 
grave  vindication  of  the  art  of  Hahnemann  from  what  lie  conceives 
to  be  the  assault  thereon,  perpetrated  in  My  Novel.  Luther  the 
First,  though  as  combative  as  Luther  the  Second,  did  not  waste  his 
polemical  vigour  upon  giants  of  his  own  making.  It  is  true  that, 
though  in  My  Novel  Dr.  Morgan  is  represented  as  an  able  and  warm- 
hearted man,  there  is  a  joke  at  his  humours — what  then?  Do  I  turn 
the  art  itself  into  ridicule?  As  well  [might  some  dignitary  of  the 
Cliurcli  accuse  me  of  satirizing  his  sacred  profession,  whenever  the 
reader  is  invited  to  a  smile  at  the  expense  of  Parson  Dale, —or  a 
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country  gentleman  take  up  his  pen  to  clear  the  territorial  class  from 
participation  in  the  prejudices  assigned  to  the  Squire  of  Hazel- 
dean.  Nay,  as  well  might  some  literary  allopathist  address  to  me 
a  homily  on  profaning  the  dignity  of  the  College  of  Physicians,  by 
the  irreverent  portraiture  of  Dr.  Dosewell.  My  N(yoel  is  intended 
as  a  survey  of  varieties  in  English  life,  chiefly  through  the  medium 
of  the  prevailing  humours  in  various  modifications  of  character. 
Like  other  enthusiasts,  Dr.  Morgan  pushes  his  favourite  idea  into 
humorous  extravagance — and  must  bear  the  penalty  of  a  good- 
natured  banter.  If  I  were  opposed  altogether  to  Homoeopathy,  I 
should  take  a  very  different  mode  of  dealing  with  it ;  and  Dr.  Mor- 
gan, instead  of  being  represented  as  an  experienced  practitioner  in 
allopathy,  converted  to  the  homoeopathical  theory  by  honest  con- 
victions, and  redeeming  his  foibles  by  shrewd  observations  and  dis- 
interested benevolence,  would  be  drawn  as  an  ignorant  charlatan 
and  a  greedy  impostor. 

But  the  fact  is  that,  if  I  do  not  think  Homoeopathy  capable  of  all 
the  wonders  ascribed  to  it  by  some  of  its  professors,  or  the  only 
scientific  mode  of  dealing  with  human  infirmities,  I  sincerely  believe 
that  it  is  often  resorted  to  with  very  great  benefit— nay,  I  myself 
have  frequently  employed,  and  even  advised  it,  I  opine,  with  ad- 
vantage. And  if  it  had  done  nothing  else  than  introduce  many 
notable  reforms  in  allopathical  practice,  it  would  be  entitled  to  the 
profound  gratitude  of  all,  with  stomachs  no  longer  over-irrigated 
by  the  apothecary,  and  veins  no  longer  under-drained  by  the  phle- 
botomist. 

But  Dr.  Luther  assumes  that  I  have  no  authority  for  the  crotchets 
ascribed  to  Dr.  Morgan — that  it  is  monstrous  in  me  to  assert  that 
Homoeopathy  professes  to  have  globules  for  the  mind  as  well  as  the 
body,  that  I  have  evidently  only  read  some  shallow  catchpenny 
treatise  on  the  subject,  &c. ,  &c.  Unlucky  Dr.  Luther !  Does  he 
profess  to  be  a  Homoeopathist,  and  yet  forget  his  Jahr?  Will  he 
tell  me  that  Jahr  is  not  the  great  original  manual  of  the  science— the 
Blackstone  of  Homoeopathy  ?  And  what  says  this  master  text-book  ? 
—I  quote  therefrom  not  for  the  purpose  only  of  justifying  Dr. 
Morgan  and  myself  from  the  charges  so  inconsiderately  brought 
against  us  by  Dr.  Luther— but  also  for  the  purpose  of  proving  to 
the  general  reader  that  Dr.  Morgan  has  full  authority  for  prescrib- 
ing Caustic  for  tears,  and  Agaricus  Muscarius  for  the  propensity 
to  indulge  in  verse-making.  Nay,  I  will  add  that  there  is  not  a 
single  prescription  for  mental  disturbance  suggested  by  Dr.  Morgan 
for  which,  strange  as  it  may  seem  to  the  uninitiated,  he  is  not  war- 
ranted literally  by  that  work  by  Jahr,  which  is  the  groundwork  of 
all  homoeopathical  literature.  Imprimis,  O  too  oblivious  Luther, 
does  not  Jahr  assign  a  large  section  of  his  manual  to  Moral  Affec- 
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tions?  Open  vol.  iii.  of  the  Paris  Edition,  in  4  yoIb.  1850— go  on  to 
p.  236.  Does  not  Jahr  prescribe  arsenic  for  ia  Milaneolu  noire. 
Hellebore  iot  la  MeUtne*tl%e  ilouee ;  and,  with  the  nice  distinction 
only  known  to  homorapathical  philosophy,  Qold  for  la  M^lancolis 
religieuwf  If  it  be  the  patient's  inclination  to  rest  silent,  must  he 
not  take  Ionatia— if  he  have  a  desire  to  drown  himself,  should  not 
the  globule  be  Pulhatilla? 

For  ill  humour  (p.  246)  is  there  no  suggestion  of  Aconite?  If 
that  humour  is  of  the  contemptuous  character,  like  Dr.  Lutb^*8, 
is  there  uo  injunction  to  try  Ipecacuanha T  If  it  be  ** ditpoiition  ti 
/aire  des  reproches,  a  eritiquer''  (to  quarrel  and  criticise),  does  not 
Jahr  give  you,  O  frowning  Luther,  a  wide  choice  from  Belladonna 
to  Yeratrium?  Nay,  if  it  be  in  a  close  apartment  rather  than  the 
open  air  that  the  attack  seizes  you — should  you  not  ingurgitate  a 
pin's  head  of  platinum?  Jahr,  Jaur!  O  Dr.  Luther,  would  you 
have  fallen  into  such  a  scrape,  if  you  hail  consulted  your  Jahb? 

Turn  to  the  same  volume,  p.  80,  on  Moral  EmotioM,  is  there  not  a 
globule  for  sji  Amour  maUieureux — for  a  lover  disappointed  are  there 
notllYos:  iGN :  Phos-ac?  Nay,  to  sum  up  and  clench  the  whole 
by  the  very  proposition  which  I  undertook  to  prove,  does  not  Jahr, 
vol.  iii.,  p.  255,  recommend  Agaricus  for  the  disposition  dfaire  de$ 
vers  (to  make  verses),  and  more  than  once  or  twice  throughout  the 
same  volume,  is  not  Caustic  the  remedy,  by  preference,  for  a  ten- 
dency to  shed  tears,  provided,  of  course,  other  symptoms  invite  its 
application? 

And  0  Dr.  Luther,  do  you  mean  to  tell  us  that  the  enthusiast  of 
an  art,  to  which  this  book  by  Jahr  is  an  acknowledged  text-book, 
may  not,  whatever  the  skill  of  the  man  or  the  excellence  of  the  art, 
or  the  value  of  the  text-book,  incur  every  one  of  the  extravagances 
imputed  to  Dr.  Morgan,  or  not  freely  lay  himself  open  to  the  gall- 
less  pleasantries  of  a  writer  in  search  of  the  Humorous? 

Dr.  Morgan  is  represented  as  one  of  the  earliest  disciples  of  Hahne- 
mann in  this  country,  and  therefore  likely,  in  the  zeal  of  a  tyro, 
and  the  passion  of  a  convert,  apnim  conmmere  totum — which  Hora- 
tian  elegancy  our  vernacular  has  debased  into  the  familiar  vulgar- 
ism, "  Go  the  whole  hog. "  But  even  in  the  present  day,  I  assure 
Dr.  Luther,  and  my  readers  generally,  that  I  have  met,  abroad. 
Homoeopathic  physicians  of  considerable  eminence,  who  have  seri- 
ously contended  for  the  application  of  globules  to  the  varieties  of 
mental  affliction  and  human  vicissitude ;  wno  have  solemnly  de- 
clared, that,  while  the  rest  of  the  family  have  been  plunged  into 
despair  at  the  death  of  its  head — one  of  the  bereaved  children  resort- 
ing to  Homoeopathy  has  been  preserved  from  the  depressing  conse- 
quence of  grief,  and  been  as  cheerful  as  usual ;  that  a  lover  who 
meditated  suicide  at  the  pertidy  of  his  beloved,  has  in  ten  days  been 


OR,  VARIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  LIFE.  106 

liomoeopathically  reduced  into  felicitous  indifference — and  that  there 
are  secrets  in  the  science  professed  by  Dr.  Luther,  that  cannot  be 
too  earnestly  urged  on  his  own  attention— by  which  an  irritable  man 
may  be  taught  to  control  his  temper,  and  a  dull  man  to  comprehend 
a  joke. 


BOOK    SEVENTH. 


INITIAL  CHAPTER. 

UTR.    CAXTON   UPON  COl'RACJE  AND  PATIENCE. 

"What  is  courage?"  said  my  uncle  Roland,  rousing 
himself  from  a  reverie  into  which  he  had  fallen,  after  the 
Sixth  Book  in  this  history  had  been  read  to  our  family 
circle. 

"What  is  courage?"  he  repeated  more  earnestly.  "Is 
it  insensibility  to  fear?  That  may  be  the  mere  accident 
of  constitution ;  and  if  so,  there  is  no  more  merit  in  being 
courageous  than  in  being  this  table." 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  you  speak  thus,"  observed  Mr. 
Caxton,  "  for  I  should  not  like  to  consider  myself  a  coward ; 
yet  I  am  very  sensible  to  fear  in  all  dangers,  bodily  and 
moral. " 

"La,  Austin,  how  can  you  say  so?"  cried  my  mother, 
firing  up ;  "  was  it  not  only  last  week  that  you  faced  the 
great  bull  that  was  rushing  after  Blanche  and  the  chil- 
dren?" 

Blanche  at  that  recollection  stole  to  my  father's  chair, 
and,  hanging  over  his  shoulder,  kissed  his  forehead. 

Mr.  Caxton  (sublimely  unmoved  by  these  flatteries). — 
"  I  don't  deny  that  I  faced  the  bull,  but  I  assert  that  I  was 
horribly  frightened." 

RoLAXD. — "The  sense  of  honour  which  conquers  fear  is 
the  true  courage  of  chivalry :  you  could  not  run  away  when 
others  were  looking  on — no  gentleman  could." 

Mk.  Caxton, — "  Fiddledee!     It  was  not  on  my  gentility 
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that  I  stood,  Captain.  I  should  have  run  fast  enough,  if 
it  had  done  any  good.  I  stood  upon  my  understand- 
ing. As  the  bull  could  run  faster  than  I  could,  the  only 
chance  of  escape  was  to  make  the  brute  as  frightened  as 
myself." 

Blanche. — "Ah,  you  did  not  think  of  that;  your  only 
thought  was  to  save  me  and  the  children." 

Mr.  Caxton. — "Possibly,  my  dear — very  possibly,  I 
might  have  been  afraid  for  you  too ; — but  I  was  very  much 
afraid  for  myself.  However,  luckily,  I  had  the  umbrella, 
and  I  sprang  it  up  and  spread  it  forth  in  the  animal's 
stupid  eyes,  hurling  at  him  simultaneously  the  biggest  lines 
I  could  think  of  in  the  First  Chorus  of  the  *  Seven  against 
Thebes.'  I  began  with  Eledemnas  pedioploktupos  ; 
and  when  I  came  to  the  grand  howl  of  7w,  iw,  Iw,  im — 
the  beast  stood  appalled  as  at  the  roar  of  a  lion.  I  shall 
never  forget  his  amazed  snort  at  the  Greek.  Then  he 
kicked  up  his  hind  legs,  and  went  bolt  through  the  gap 
in  the  hedge.  Thus,  armed  with  ^schylus  and  the  um- 
brella, I  remained  master  of  the  field;  but  (continued  Mr. 
Caxton  ingenuously),  I  should  not  like  to  go  through  that 
half -minute  again." 

"  No  man  would, "  said  the  Captain,  kindly.  "  I  should 
be  ve^y  sorry  to  face  a  bull  myself,  even  with  a  bigger 
umbrella  than  yours,  and  even  though  I  had  ^schylus, 
and  Homer  to  boot,  at  my  fingers'  ends." 

Mr.  Caxtox. — "You  would  not  have  minded  if  it  had 
been  a  Frenchman  with  a  sword  in  his  hand?" 

Captain. — "Of  course  not.  Rather  liked  it  than  other- 
wise," he  added,  grimly. 

Mr.  Caxton. — "Yet  many  a  Spanish  matador,  who 
doesn't  care  a  button  for  a  bull,  would  take  to  his  heels 
at  the  first  lunge  en  carte  from  a  Frenchman.  Therefore, 
in  fact,  if  courage  be  a  matter  of  constitution,  it  is  also  a 
matter  of  custom.  We  face  calmly  the  dangers  we  are 
habituated  to,  and  recoil  from  those  of  which  we  have  no 
familiar  experience.     I  doubt  if  Marshal  Turenne  himself 
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Avould  have  been  quite  at  his  ease  on  the  tight-rope;  and 
a  rope-dancer,  who  seems  disposed  to  scale  the  heavens 
with  Titanic  temerity,  might  possibly  object  to  charge  on 
a  cannon." 

Cai'taix  Rolaxi). — "Still,  either  this  is  not  the  cour- 
age I  mean,  or  it  is  another  kind  of  it.  I  mean  by  courage 
that  which  is  the  especial  force  and  dignity  of  the  human 
cliaracter  without  which  there  is  no  reliance  on  principle, 
no  constancy  in  virtue — a  something, "  continued  my  uncle 
gallantly,  and  with  a  half  bow  towards  my  mother,  "  which 
your  sex  shares  Avith  our  own.  AVhen  the  lover,  for  in- 
stance, clasi)s  the  hand  of  his  betrothed  and  says,  *Wilt 
thou  be  true  to  me,  in  spite  of  absence  and  time,  in  spite 
of  hazard  and  fortune,  though  my  foes  malign  me,  though 
thy  friends  may  dissuade  thee,  and  our  lot  in  life  may  be 
rough  and  rude?'  and  when  the  betrothed  answers,  *I  will 
be  true, '  does  not  the  lover  trust  to  her  courage  as  well  as 
her  love?" 

"Admirably  put,  Roland,"  said  my  father.  "But  a 
2n'opos  of  what  do  you  puzzle  us  with  these  queries  on 
courage?" 

Captaix  Rolaxd  (with  a  slight  blush). — "I  was  led  to 
the  inquiry  (though  perhaps  it  may  be  frivolous  to  take  so 
much  thought  of  what,  no  doubt,  costs  Pisistratus  so  little) 
])y  the  last  chapters  in  my  nephew's  story.  I  see  this  poor 
])oy  Leonard,  alone  with  his  fallen  hopes  (though  very  ir- 
rational they  were)  and  his  sense  of  shame.  And  I  read 
his  heart,  I  dare  say,  l^etter  than  Pisistratus  does,  for  I 
could  feel  like  that  boy  if  I  had  been  in  the  same  position ; 
and  conjecturing  what  he  and  thousands  like  him  must  go 
through,  I  asked  myself,  *What  can  save  him  and  them?' 
I  answered,  as  a  soldier  would  answer,  *  Courage.'  Very 
well.     But  pray,  Austin,  what  is  courage?" 

Mr.  Caxtox  (prudently  backing  out  of  a  reply). — 
"  Paper  !  Brother,  since  you  have  just  complimented  the 
ladies  on  that  quality,  you  had  better  address  your  ques- 
tion to  them." 
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Blanche  here  leant  both  hands  on  my  father's  chair,  and 
said,  looking  down  at  first  bashfully,  but  afterwards  Avarm- 
ing  with  the  subject,  "  Do  you  not  think,  sir,  that  little 
Helen  has  already  suggested,  if  not  what  is  courage,  what  at 
least  is  the  real  essence  of  all  courage  that  endures  and 
conquers,  that  ennobles,  and  hallows,  and  redeems?  Is  it 
not  Patience,  father?  and  that  is  why  we  women  have  a 
courage  of  our  own.  Patience  does  not  affect  to  be  supe- 
rior to  fear,  but  at  least  it  never  admits  despair." 

PisisTRATus. — "Kiss  me,  my  Blanche,  for  you  have 
come  near  to  the  truth  which  perplexed  the  soldier  and 
puzzled  the  sage." 

Mr.  Caxton  (tartly). — "If  you  mean  me  by  the  sage, 
I  was  not  puzzled  at  all.  Heaven  knows  you  do  right  to 
inculcate  patience — it  is  a  virtue  very  much  required  in 
your  readers.  Nevertheless,"  added  my  father,  softening 
with  the  enjoyment  of  his  joke — "nevertheless  Blanche 
and  Helen  are  quite  right.  Patience  is  the  courage  of  the 
conqueror;  it  is  the  virtue,  2)ar  excellence^  of  Man  against 
Destiny — of  the  One  against  the  World,  and  of  the  Soul 
against  Matter.  Therefore  this  is  the  courage  of  the  Gos- 
pel ;  and  its  importance  in  a  social  view — its  importance  to 
races  and  institutions — cannot  be  too  earnestly  inculcated. 
What  is  it  that  distinguishes  the  Anglo-Saxon  from  all 
other  branches  of  the  human  family — peoples  deserts  with 
his  children  and  consigns  to  them  the  heritage  of  rising 
worlds?  What  but  his  faculty  to  brave,  to  suffer,  to  en- 
dure—the patience  that  rests  firmly,  and  innovates  slowly? 
Compare  him  with  the  Frenchman.  The  Frenchman  has 
plenty  of  valour — that  there  is  no  denying;  but  as  for 
fortitude,  he  has  not  enough  to  cover  the  point  of  a  pin. 
He  is  ready  to  rush  out  of  the  world  if  he  is  bitten  by  a 
flee." 

Captain  Roland. — "There  was  a  case  in  the  papers 
the  other  day,  Austin,  of  a  Frenchman  who  actually  did 
destroy  himself  because  he  was  so  teased  by  the  little  creat- 
ures you  speak   of.     He  left  a  paper  on  his  table,  saying 
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that  *  life  was  not  worth  having  at  the  price  of  such  tor- 
ments. *  "  ' 

Mu.  Caxton  (soh»innly). — **  Sir,  their  whole  political 
history,  since  the  great  meeting  of  Uie  Tiers  £tat,  has  been 
the  history  of  men  who  would  rather  go  to  the  devil  than 
be  bitten  by  a  flt»a.  It  is  the  record  of  human  impatience 
tluit  seeks  to  force  time,  and  exi)ects  to  grow  forests  from 
the  spawn  of  a  mushroom.  WluTcfore,  runnirg  through 
all  extremes  of  constitutional  experiment,  when  they  are 
nearest  to  democracy  they  are  next  door  to  a  despot;  and 
all  they  have  really  done  is  to  destroy  whatever  constitutes 
the  foundation  of  every  tolerable  government.  A  constitu- 
tional monarchy  cannot  exist  without  aristocracy,  nor  a 
healthful  republic  endure  with  corruption  of  manners. 
The  cry  of  equality  is  incompatible  with  civilisation,  which, 
of  necessity,  contnists  jMjverty  with  wealth — and,  in  short, 
whether  it  be  an  emperor  or  a  mob  '^  that  is  to  rule,  Force  is 
the  sole  hojie  of  order,  and  the  jj^overnment  is  but  an  army. 

"  Impress,  0  PisistratusI  imi)ress  the  value  of  patience  as 
rej^ards  man  and  men.  You  touch  there  on  the  kernel  of 
the  social  system — the  secret  that  fortifies  the  individual 
and  disciplines  the  million.  I  care  not,  for  my  part,  if 
you  are  tedious  so  long  as  you  are  earnest,  l^e  minute  and 
detailed.  Let  the  real  Human  Life,  in  its  war  with  Cir- 
cumstance, stand  out.  Never  mind  if  one  can  read  you 
])ut  slowly — better  chance  of  \mng  less  quickly  forgotten. 
Patience,  patience!  By  the  soul  of  Epictetus,  your  readers 
shall  set  you  an  example!" 

'  Fact.  In  a  work  by  M.  Gibkkt,  a  celebrated  French  physician, 
on  diseases  of  the  skin,  he  states  that  that  minute  troublesome  kind 
of  rash,  known  by  the  name  of  prurigo,  though  not  dangerous  in 
itself,  has  often  driven  the  individual  afflicted  by  it  to — suicide.  I 
believe  that  our  more  varying  climate,  and  our  more  heating  drinks 
and  aliments,  render  this  skin  complaint  more  common  in  England 
than  in  France,  yet  I  doubt  if  any  English  physician  could  state 
tliat  it  had  ever  driven  one  of  his  English  patients  to  suicide. 

^  Published  more  than  a  year  before  the  date  of  the  French  empire 
under  Louis  Napoleon. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Leonard  had  written  twice  to  Mrs.  Fairfield,  twice  to 
Riccabocca,  and  once  to  Mr.  Dale ;  and  the  poor  proud  boy 
could  not  bear  to  betray  his  humiliation.  He  wrote  as 
with  cheerful  spirits— as  if  perfectly  satisfied  with  his 
prosDCcts.  He  said  that  he  was  well  employed,  in  the 
midst  of  books,  and  that  he  had  found  kind  friends.  Then 
he  turned  from  himself  to  write  about  those  whom  he  ad- 
dressed, and  the  affairs  and  interests  of  the  quiet  world 
wherein  they  lived.  He  did  not  give  his  own  address,  nor 
that  of  Mr.  Prickett.  He  dated  his  letters  from  a  small 
coffee-house  near  the  bookseller's,  to  which  he  occasionally 
went  for  his  simple  meals.  He  had  a  motive  in  this.  He 
did  not  desire  to  be  found  out.  Mr.  Dale  replied  for  him- 
self and  for  Mrs.  Fairfield,  to  the  epistles  addressed  to 
these  two.  Riccabocca  wrote  also.  Nothing  could  be  more 
kind  than  the  replies  of  both.  They  came  to  Leonard  in 
a  very  dark  period  in  his  life,  and  they  strengthened  him 
in  the  noiseless  battle  with  despair. 

If  there  be  a  good  in  the  world  that  we  do  without  know- 
ing it,  without  conjecturing  the  effect  it  may  have  upon  a 
human  soul,  it  is  when  we  show  kindness  to  the  young  in 
the  first  barren  footpath  up  the  mountain  of  life. 

Leonard's  face  resumed  its  serenity  in  his  intercourse 
with  his  employer ;  but  he  did  not  recover  his  boyish  in- 
genuous frankness.  The  undercurrents  flowed  again  pure 
from  the  turbid  soil  and  the  splintered  fragments  up  torn 
from  the  deep ;  but  they  were  still  too  strong  and  too  rapid 
to  allow  transparency  to  the  surface.  And  now  he  stood 
in  the  sublime  world  of  books,,  still  and  earnest  as  a  seer 
who  invokes  the  dead.  And  thus,  face  to  face  with  knowl- 
edge, hourly  he  discovered  how  little  he  knew.  Mr.  Prick- 
et't  lent  him  such  works  as  he  selected  and  asked  to  take 
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home  witli  hiiii.     He  spent  whole  nights  in  reading,  and 
no  longer  desultorily. 

He  read  no  more  i)oetry,  no  more  Lives  of  Poets.  He 
read  what  i)oets  must  read  if  they  desire  to  be  great — 
Sup*'!'*'  j/rltirtpunn  t*t  Jons — strict  reasonings  on  the  human 
mind:  the  relations  between  motive  and  conduct,  thought 
and  action ;  the  grave  and  solemn  truths  of  the  past  world ; 
antiquities,  histoiy,  philosophy.  He  was  taken  out  of 
himself.  He  was  carried  along  the  ocean  of  the  universe. 
In  that  ocean,  0  seeker,  study  the  law  of  the  tides;  and 
seeing  Chance  nowhere — Thought  presiding  over  all, — 
Fate,  that  dread  phantom,  shall  vanish  from  creation,  and 
Providence  alone  be  visible  in  heaven  and  on  earth! 


CHAPTER  III. 


Thkkk  was  to  be  a  considerable  book-sale  at  a  country 
house  one  day's  journey  from  London.  Mr.  Prickett  meant 
to  have  attended  it  on  his  own  behalf,  and  that  of  several 
gentlemen  who  had  given  him  commissions  for  purchase ; 
but,  on  the  morning  fixed  for  his  departure,  he  was  seized 
with  a  severe  return  of  his  old  foe  the  rheumatism.  He 
requested  Leonard  to  attend  instead  of  himself.  Leonard 
went,  and  was  absent  for  the  three  days  during  which  the 
sale  lasted.  He  returned  late  in  the  evening,  and  went  at 
once  to  Mr.  Prickett' s  house.  The  shop  was  closed;  he 
knocked  at  the  private  entrance ;  a  strange  person  opened 
the  door  to  him,  and,  in  reply  to  his  question  if  Mr.  Prick- 
ett was  at  home,  said,  Avith  a  long  and  fLinereal  face, 
"  Young  man,  Mr.  Prickett  senior  is  gone  to  his  long 
home,  but  Mr.  Richard  Prickett  will  see  you." 

At  this  moment  a  very  grave-looking  man,  with  lank 
hair,  looked  forth  from  the  side-door  communicating  be- 
tween the  shop  and  the  passage,  and  then  stepped  forward : 
"Come  in,  sir;  you  are  my  late  uncle's  assistant,  Mr. 
Fairfield,  I  suppose?" 
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"Your  late  uncle!  Heavens,  sir,  do  I  understand  aright 
— can  Mr.  Prickett  be  dead  since  I  left  London?" 

"  Died,  sir,  suddenly,  last  night.  It  was  an  affection  of 
the  heai't.  The  Doctor  thinks  the  rheumatism  attacked 
that  organ.  He  had  small  time  to  provide  for  his  depart- 
ure, and  his  account-books  seem  in  sad  disorder :  I  am  his 
nephew  and  executor." 

Leonard  had  now  followed  the  nephew  into  the  shop. 
There  still  burned  the  gas-lamp.  The  place  seemed  more 
dingy  and  cavernous  than  before.  Death  always  makes  its 
presence  felt  in  the  house  it  visits. 

Leonard  was  greatly  affected — and  yet  more,  perhaps,  by 
the  utter  want  of  feeling  which  the  nephew  exhibited.  In 
fact,  the  deceased  had  not  been  on  friendly  terms  with  this 
person,  his  nearest  relative  and  heir-at-law,  who  was  also 
a  bookseller. 

"  You  were  engaged  but  by  the  week,  I  find,  young  man, 
on  reference  to  my  late  uncle's  papers.  He  gave  you  IZ. 
a  week — a  monstrous  sum !  I  shall  not  require  your  ser- 
vices any  further.  I  shall  move  these  books  to  my  own 
house.  You  will  be  good  enough  to  send  me  a  list  of  those 
you  bought  at  the  sale,  and  your  account  of  travelling  ex- 
penses, &c.  What  may  be  due  to  you  shall  be  sent  to  your 
address.     Good  evening." 

Leonai'd  went  home,  shocked  and  saddened  at  the  sudden 
death  of  his  kind  employer.  He  did  not  think  much  of 
himself  that  night;  but,  when  he  rose  the  next  day,  he 
suddenly  felt  that  the  world  of  London  lay  before  him, 
without  a  friend,  without  a  calling,  without  an  occupation 
for  bread. 

This  time  it  was  no  fancied  sorrow,  no  poetic  dream  dis- 
appointed. Before  him,  gaunt  and  palpable,  stood  Fa- 
mine. 

Escape! — yes.     Back  to  the  village:  his  mother's  cot- 
tage ;  the  exile's  garden ;  the  radishes  and  the  fount.    Why 
could  he  not  escape?     Ask  why  civilisation  cannot  escape 
its  illSj  and  fly  back  to  the  wild  and  the  wigwam. 
2—8 
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Leonard  could  not  have  returned  to  the  cottage^  even  if 
the  Famine  that  faced  hail  already  seized  him  with  her 
skeleton  hand.     London  releases  not  so  readily  her  fated 

ft 

stepsons. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


OxK  day  three  persons  were  standing  before  an  old  book- 
stall in  a  passage  leading  from  Oxford  Street  into  Totten- 
ham Court  Road.  Two  were  gentlemen ;  the  third,  of  the 
class  and  appearance  of  those  who  more  habitually  halt  at 
old  bookstalls. 

*' Look,"  said  one  of  the  gentlemen  to  the  other,  "I  have 
discovered  here  what  I  have  searched  for  in  vain  the  last 
ten  years — the  Horace  of  1580,  the  Horace  of  the  Forty 
Commentators — a  perfect  treasury  of  learning,  and  marked 
only  fourteen  shillings!" 

"  Hush,  Norreys, "  said  the  other,  "  and  observe  what  is 
yet  more  worth  your  study ;"  and  he  pointed  to  the  third 
bystander,  whose  face,  sharp  and  attenuated,  was  bent  with 
an  absorbed,  and,  as  it  were,  with  a  hungering  attention 
over  an  old  worm-eaten  volume. 

"  What  is  the  book,  my  lord?"  whispered  Mr.  Norreys. 

His  companion  smiled,  and  replied  by  another  question, 
"  What  is  the  man  who  reads  the  book?" 

Mr.  Norreys  moved  a  few  paces,  and  looked  over  the 
student's  shoulder.  "Preston's  translation  of  Boethius', 
The  Consolations  of  Philosophy,^^  he  said,  coming  back  to 
his  friend. 

"  He  looks  as  if  he  wanted  all  the  consolations  Philos- 
ophy can  give  him,  poor  boy." 

At  this  moment  a  fourth  passenger  paused  at  the  book- 
stall, and,  recognising  the  pale  student,  placed  his  hand  on 
his  shoulder,  and  said,  "Aha,  young  sir,  we  meet  again. 
So  poor  Prickett  is  dead.  But  you  are  still  haunted  by  as- 
sociations.   Books— books — magnets  to  which  all  iron  minds 
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move  insensibly.  What  is  this?  Boethius!  Ah,  a  book 
written  in  prison,  but  a  little  time  before  the  advent  of  the 
only  philosopher  who  solves  to  the  simplest  understanding 
every  mystery  of  life." 

"And  that  philosopher?" 

"Is  death!"  said  Mr.  Burley.  "How  can  you  be  dull 
enough  to  ask?  Poor  Boethius,  rich,  nobly  born,  a  consul, 
his  sons  consuls — the  world  one  smile  to  the  Last  Philos- 
opher of  Rome.  Then  suddenly,  against  this  type  of  the 
old  world's  departing  wisdom  stands  frowning  the  new 
world's  grim  genius,  force — Theodoric  the  Ostrogoth  con- 
demning Boethius  the  Schoolman ;  and  Boethius  in  his  Pa- 
vian  dungeon  holding  a  dialogue  with  the  shade  of  Athe- 
nian Philosophy.  It  is  the  finest  picture  upon  which  lingers 
the  glimmering  of  the  Western  golden  day,  before  night 
rushes  over  time." 

"And,"  said  Mr.  Norreys,  abruptly,  "Boethius  comes 
back  to  us  with  the  faint  gleam  of  returning  light,  trans- 
lated by  Alfred  the  Great.  And,  again,  as  the  sun  of 
knowledge  bursts  forth  in  all  its  splendour  by  Queen  Eliza- 
beth. Boethius  influences  us  as  we  stand  in  this  passage ; 
and  that  is  the  best  of  all  the  Consolations  of  Philosophy — 
eh,  Mr.  Burley?" 

Mr.  Burley  turned  and  bowed. 

The  two  men  looked  at  each  other ;  you  could  not  see  a 
greater  contrast.  Mr.  Burley,  his  gay  green  dress  already 
shabby  and  soiled,  with  a  rent  in  the  skirts  and  his  face 
speaking  of  habitual  night-cups.  Mr.  Norreys,  neat  and 
somewhat  precise  in  dress,  with  firm  lean  figure,  and  quiet, 
collected,  vigorous  energy  in  his  eye  and  aspect. 

"If,"  replied  Mr.  Burley,  "a  poor  devil  like  me  may 
argue  with  a  gentleman  who  may  command  his  own  price 
with  the  booksellers,  I  should  say  it  is  no  consolation  at 
all,  Mr.  Norreys.  And  I  should  like  to  see  any  man  of 
sense  accept  the  condition  of  Boethius  in  his  prison,  with 
some  strangler  or  headsman  waiting  behind  the  door,  upon 
the  promised  proviso  that  he  should  be  translated,  centuries 
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afterwards,  by  Kings  and  Queens,  and  help  indirectly  to 
iiiHiience  the  minds  of  Northern  barbarians,  babbling  about 
him  in  an  alley,  jostled  by  passers-by  who  never  heard  the 
name  of  lk)ethiiis,  and  who  don't  care  a  fig  for  philosophy. 
Your  servant,  sir — young  man,  come  and  talk." 

Burley  hooked  his  arm  within  Leonard's,  and  led  the  boy 
passively  away. 

*'  That  is  a  clever  man,'-  said  Harley  L' Estrange.  "  But 
T  am  sorry  to  see  yon  young  student,  with  his  bright  ear- 
nest eyes,  and  his  lip  that  has  the  quiver  of  passion  and 
enthusiasm,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  guide  who  seems  disen- 
chanted of  all  that  gives  purpose  to  learning,  and  links 
philosophy  with  use  to  the  world.  Who  and  what  is  this 
clever  man  whom  you  call  Burley?" 

**  A  man  who  might  have  been  famous,  if  he  had  conde- 
scended to  be  respectable!  The  boy  listening  to  us  both 
so  attentively  interested  vie  too — I  should  like  to  have  the 
making  of  him.     But  I  must  buy  this  Horace." 

The  shopman,  lurking  within  his  hole  like  a  spider  for 
flies,  was  now  called  out.  And  when  Mr.  Norreys  had 
bought  the  Horace,  and  given  an  address  where  to  send  it, 
Harley  asked  the  shopman  if  he  knew  the  young  man  who 
had  been  reading  Boethius. 

^'  Only  by  sight.  He  has  come  here  every  day  the  last 
week,  and  spends  hours  at  the  stall.  When  once  he  fas- 
tens on  a  book,  he  reads  it  through. " 

"  And  never  buys?"  said  Mr.  Norreys. 

"Sir,"  said  the  shopman,  with  a  good-natured  smile, 
"  they  who  buy  seldom  read.  The  poor  boy  pays  me  two- 
pence a  day  to  read  as  long  as  he  pleases.  I  would  not 
take  it,  but  he  is  proud. " 

"I  have  known  men  amass  great  learning  in  that  way," 
said  Mr.  Norreys.  "  Yes,  I  should  like  to  have  that  boy 
in  my  hands.  And  now,  my  lord,  I  am  at  your  service, 
and  we  will  go  to  the  studio  of  your  artist. " 

The  two  gentlemen  walked  on  towards  one  of  the  streets 
out  of  Fitzroy  Square. 
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In  a  few  minutes  more  Harley  L'Estrange  was  in  his 
element,  seated  carelessly  on  a  deal  table,  smoking  his 
cigar,  and  discussing  art  with  the  gusto  of  a  man  who 
honestly  loved,  and  the  taste  of  a  man  who  thoroughly  un- 
derstood it.  The  young  artist,  in  his  dressing-robe,  adding 
slow  touch  upon  touch,  paused  often  to  listen  the  better. 
And  Henry  Norreys,  enjoying  the  brief  respite  from  a  life 
of  great  labour,  was  gladly  reminded  of  idle  hours  under 
rosy  skies;  for  these  three  men  had  formed  their  friend- 
ship in  Italy,  where  the  bands  of  friendship  are  woven  by 
the  hands  of  the  Graces. 


CHAPTER  V. 


Leonard  and  Mr.  Burley  walked  on  into  the  suburbs 
round  the  north  road  from  London,  and  Mr.  Burley  offered 
to  find  literary  employment  for  Leonard — an  offer  eagerly 
accepted. 

Then  they  went  into  a  public-house  by  the  wayside. 
Burley  demanded  a  private  room,  called  for  pen,  ink,  and 
paper ;  and  placing  these  implements  before  Leonard,  said, 
"Write  what  you  please  in  prose,  five  sheets  of  letter- 
paper,  twenty-two  lines  to  a  page — neither  more  nor  less." 

"  I  cannot  write  so. " 

"Tut,  'tis  for  bread." 

The  boy's  face  crimsoned. 

"  I  must  forget  that, "  said  he. 

"There  is  an  arbour  in  the  garden,  under  a  weeping- 
ash,"  returned  Burley.  "Go  there,  and  fancy  yourself  in 
Arcadia." 

Leonard  was  too  pleased  to  obey.  He  found  out  the 
little  arbour  at  one  end  of  a  deserted  bowling-green.  All 
was  still — the  hedgerow  shut  out  the  sight  of  the  inn.  The 
sun  lay  warm  on  the  grass,  and  glinted  pleasantly  through 
the  leaves  of  the  ash.     And  Leonard  there  wrote  the  first 
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essay  from  liis  hand  as  Author  by  profession.  What  was 
it  that  he  wrote?  His  dreamy  impressions  of  London?  an 
anathema  on  its  streets,  and  its  hearts  of  stone?  murmurs 
against  poverty?  dark  elegies  on  fat^? 

Oh  no!  little  knowest  thou  true  genius,  if  thou  askest 
such  questions,  or  thinkest  that  there  under  the  weeping- 
ash  the  task- work  for  bread  was  remembered j  or  that  the 
sunbeam  glinted  but  over  the  practical  world,  which,  vul- 
gar and  sordid,  lay  around.  Leonard  wrote  a  fairy  tale — 
one  of  the  loveliest  you  can  conceive,  with  a  delicate  touch 
of  playful  humour — in  a  style  all  flowered  over  with  happy 
fancies.  He  smiled  as  he  wrote  the  last  word — he  was 
happy.  In  rather  more  than  an  hour  Mr.  Burley  came  to 
him,  and  found  him  with  that  smile  on  his  lips. 

Mr.  Burley  had  a  glass  of  brandy-and-water  in  his  hand ; 
it  was  his  third.  He  too  smiled — he  too  looked  happy. 
He  read  the  paper  aloud  and  well.  He  was  very  compli- 
mentary. "You  will  do!"  said  he,  clai)ping  Leonard  on 
the  back.  "  Perhaps  some  day  you  will  catch  my  one- 
eyed  perch."  Then  he  folded  up  the  MS.,  scribbled  off  a 
note,  put  the  whole  in  one  envelope — and  they  returned  to 
London. 

Mr.  Burley  disappeared  within  a  dingy  office  near  Fleet 
Street,  on  which  was  inscribed,  "Office  of  the  JSeehivey'^ 
and  soon  came  forth  with  a  golden  sovereign  in  his  hand — 
Leonard's  first-fruits.  Leonard  thought  Peru  lay  before 
him.  He  accompanied  Mr.  Burley  to  that  gentleman's 
lodging  in  Maida  Hill.  The  walk  had  been  very  long; 
Leonard  was  not  fatigued.  He  listened  with  a  livelier  at- 
tention than  before  to  Burley 's  talk.  And  when  they 
reached  the  apartments  of  the  latter,  and  Mr.  Burley  sent 
to  the  cookshop,  and  their  joint  supper  was  taken  out  of 
the  golden  sovereign,  Leonard  felt  proud,  and  for  the  first 
time  for  weeks  he  laughed  the  heart's  laugh.  The  two 
writers  grew  more  and  more  intimate  and  cordial.  And 
there  was  a  vast  deal  in  Burley  by  which  any  young  man 
might  be  made  the  wiser.     There  was  no  apparent  evidence 
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of  poverty  in  the  apartments — clean,  new,  well  furnished ; 
but  all  things  in  the  most  horrible  litter — all  speaking  of 
the  huge  literary  sloven. 

For  several  days  Leonard  almost  lived  in  those  rooms. 
He  wrote  continuously — save  when  Barley's  conversation 
fascinated  him  into  idleness.  Nay,  it  was  not  idleness — 
his  knowledge  grew  larger  as  he  listened ;  but  the  cynicism 
of  the  talker  began  slowly  to  work  its  way.  That  cyni- 
cism in  which  there  was  no  faith,  no  hope,  no  vivifying 
breath  from  Glory — from  Keligion.  The  cynicism  of  the 
Epicurean,  more  degraded  in  his  stye  than  ever  was  Diog- 
enes in  his  tub;  and  yet  presented  with  such  ease  and 
such  eloquence — with  such  art  and  such  mirth — so  adorned 
with  illustration  and  anecdote,  so  unconscious  of  debase- 
ment! 

Strange  and  dread  philosophy — that  made  it  a  maxim  to 
squander  the  gifts  of  mind  on  the  mere  care  for  matter, 
and  fit  the  soul  to  live  but  as  from  day  to  day,  with  its 
scornful  cry,  "A  fig  for  immortality  and  laurels!"  An 
author  for  bread !  Oh,  miserable  calling !  was  there  some- 
thing grand  and  holy,  after  all,  even  in  Chatterton's 
despair? 


CHAPTER  VI. 


The  villanous  Beehiue!  Bread  was  worked  out  of  it, 
certainly;  but  fame,  but  hope  for  the  future — certainly 
not.  Milton's  Paradise  Lost  would  have  perished  without 
a  soiuid  had  it  appeared  in  the  Beehive, 

Fine  things  were  there  in  a  fragmentary  crude  state, 
composed  by  Burley  himself.  At  the  end  of  a  week  they 
were  dead  and  forgotten — never  read  by  one  man  of  educa- 
tion and  taste;  taken  simultaneously  and  indifferently  with 
shallow  politics  and  wretched  essays,  yet  selling,  perhaps, 
twenty  or  thirty  thousand  copies — an  immense  sale; — and 
nothing  got  out  of  them  but  bread  and  brandy ! 
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'*  What  more  would  voii  have?"  cried  John  Burley. 
''  Did  not  stern  old  Sani  Johnson  sav  he  could  never  write 
but  from  want?" 

**  He  might  say  it,"  answered  Leonard;  "but  he  never 
meant  iK)sterity  to  believe  him.  And  he  would  have  died 
of  want,  I  susi)ect,  rather  than  have  written  liuHselan  for 
the  lln-hire!  Want  is  a  grand  thing,"  continued  the  boy 
thoughtfully.  *'  A  parent  of  grand  things.  Necessity  is 
strong,  and  should  give  us  its  own  strength;  but  Want 
should  shatter  asunder,  with  its  very  writhings,  the  walls 
of  our  prison-house,  and  not  sit  contented  with  the  allow- 
ance the  jail  gives  us  in  exchange  for  our  work." 

"  There  is  no  prison-house  to  a  man  who  calls  upon  Bac- 
chus— stay — I  will  translate  to  you  Schiller's  Dithyramb. 
*Then  see  I  Bacchus — then  up  come  Cupid  and  PhoebuSi 
and  all  the  Celestials  are  filling  my  dwelling.'  " 

Breaking  into  imj)rom})tu  careless  rhymes,  Burley  threw 
off  a  rude  but  8i)irited  translation  of  that  divine  lyric. 

'*  O  materialist!"  cried  the  boy,  with  his  bright  eyes  suf- 
fused. *'  Schiller  calls  on  the  go<ls  to  take  him  to  their 
heaven  Avith  them;  and  you  would  debase  the  gods  to  a 
gin-palace." 

"Jlo,  ho!"  cried  Burley  with  his  giant  laugh.  "Drink, 
and  you  will  understand  the  Dithyramb." 


CHAPTER  VII. 


Suddenly  one  morning,  as  Leonard  sat  with  Burley,  a 
fashionable  cabriolet,  Avith  a  very  handsome  horse,  stopped 
at  the  door.  A  loud  knock — a  quick  step  on  the  stairs,  and 
Randal  Leslie  entered.  Leonard  recognised  him  and  started. 
Randal  glanced  at  him  in  surprise,  and  then,  with  a  tact 
that  showed  he  had  already  learned  to  profit  by  London 
life,  after  shaking  hands  with  Burley,  approached,  and 
said,  with  some  successful  attempt  at  ease,   *  Unless  I  am 
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not  mistaken,  sir,  we  have  met  before.  If  you  remember 
me,  I  hope  all  boyish  quarrels  are  forgotten." 

Leonard  bowed,  and  his  heart  was  still  good  enough  to 
be  softened. 

"  Where  could  you  two  have  met?"  asked  Burley. 

"In  a  village  green,  and  in  single  combat,"  answered 
Randal,  smiling;  and  he  told  the  story  of  the  Battle  of  the 
Stocks,  with  a  weU-bred  jest  on  himself.  Burley  laughed 
at  the  stoiy.  "But,"  said  he,  when  this  laugh  was  over, 
"my  young  friend  had  better  have  remained  guardian  of 
the  village  stocks  than  come  to  London  in  search  of  such 
a  fortune  as  lies  at  the  bottom  of  an  inkhorn. " 

"Ah,"  said  Randal,  with  the  secret  contempt  which  men 
elaborately  cultivated  are  apt  to  feel  for  those  who  seek  to 
educate  themselves — "  ah,  you  make  literature  your  calling, 
sir.  At  what  school  did  you  conceive  a  taste  for  letters? 
Not  very  common  at  our  great  public  schools. " 

"I  am  at  school  now  for  the  first  time,"  answered  Leon- 
ard, drily. 

"Experience  is  the  best  schoolmistress,"  said  Burley; 
"  and  that  was  the  maxim  of  Goethe,  who  had  book-learn- 
ing enough,  in  all  conscience." 

Randsd  slightly  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and,  without 
wasting  another  thought  on  Leonard,  peasant-born  and 
self-taught,  took  his  seat,  and  began  to  talk  to  Burley 
upon  a  political  question,  which  made  then  the  war-cry 
between  the  two  great  Parliamentary  parties.  It  was  a 
subject  in  which  Burley  showed  much  general  knowledge ; 
and  Randal,  seeming  to  differ  from  him,  drew  forth  alike 
his  information  and  his  argumentative  powers.  The  con- 
versation lasted  more  than  an  hour. 

*'I  can't  quite  agree  with  you,"  said  Randal,  taking  his 
leave;  "but  you  must  allow  me  to  call  again — will  the 
same  hour  to-morrow  suit  you?" 

"  Yes, "  said  Burley. 

Awa}'  went  the  young  man  in  his  cabriolet.  Leonard 
watched  him  from  the  window. 
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For  five  days,  conscMnitively,  did  Randal  rail  and  discues 
tlie  question  ui  all  its  bearings;  and  liurlc!}',  after  the  sec- 
ond day,  got  interesttnl  in  the  matter,  looked  up  his  author- 
ities— refreshed  his  memory — and  even  8i)eut  an  hour  or 
two  in  the  library  of  the  liritisli  Museum. 

Hy  the  fifth  day,  Burley  had  really  exhausted  all  that 
could  well  be  said  on  his  side  of  the  question. 

Leonard,  during  these  colloquies,  had  nat  apart  seemingly 
absorbed  in  reading,  and  secretly  stung  by  Kandal's  disre- 
gard of  liis  presence.  For  indeed  that  young  man,  in  his 
superb  self-esteem,  and  in  the  absorption  of  his  ambitious 
projects,  scarce  felt  even  curiosity  as  to  Ijeonard's  rise 
above  his  earlier  station,  and  looked  on  him  as  a  more 
journeyman  of  Hurley's.  lUit  the  self-taught  are  keen  and 
quick  observers.  And  Ijeoiiard  had  remarked  that  Randal 
seemed  more  as  one  playing  a  part  for  some  private  pur- 
pose, than  arguing  in  earnest;  and  that,  when  he  rose  and 
said,  '*Mr.  Hurley,  you  have  convinced  me,"  it  was  not 
with  th(»  modesty  of  a  sincere  reasoner,  but  the  triumph  of 
one  who  has  gained  his  end.  Hut  so  struck,  meanwhile, 
was  our  unheeded  and  silent  listener,  with  Hurley's  power 
of  generalisation,  and  the  wide  surfac*e  over  which  his  in- 
formation extended,  that  when  Randal  left  the  room  the 
boy  looked  at  the  slovenly,  purposeless  man,  and  said 
aloud,  "True;  knowledge  is  nnt  power.'' 

"  Certainly  not, "  said  Hurley,  drily,  "  the  weakest  thing 
in  the  world." 

"Knowledge  is  power,"  muttered  Randal  Leslie,  as,  with 
a  smile  on  his  lip,  he  drove  from  the  door. 

Not  many  days  after  this  last  interview  there  appeared 
a  short  pamphlet;  anonymous,  but  one  which  made  a  great 
imj)ression  on  the  town.  It  was  on  the  subject  discussed 
between  Randal  and  Hurley.  It  was  quoted  at  great  length 
in  the  newspapers.  And  Hurley  started  to  his  feet  one 
morning,  and  exclaimed,  "  My  own  thoughts ! — my  very 
words!     Who  the  devil  is  this  pamphleteer?" 

Leonard  took  the  newspaper  from  Hurley's  hand.     The 
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most  flattering  encomiums  preceded  the  extracts,  and  the 
extracts  were  as  stereotypes  of  Burley's  talk. 

"Can  you  doubt  the  author?"  cried  Leonard,  in  deep 
disgust  and  ingenuous  scorn.  "  The  young  man  who  came 
to  steal  your  brains,  and  turn  your  knowledge " 

"Into  power,"  interrrupted  Burley,  with  a  laugh,  but  it 
was  a  laugh  of  pain.  "  Well,  this  was  very  mean ;  I  shall 
tell  him  so  when  he  comes." 

"He  will  come  no  more,"  said  Leonard.  Nor  did  Ran- 
dal come  again.  But  ^he  sent  Mr.  Burley  a  copy  of  the 
pamphlet  with  a  polite  note,  saying,  with  candid  but  care- 
less acknowledgment,  that  "  he  had  profited  much  by  Mr. 
Burley' s  hints  and  remarks." 

And  now  it  was  in  all  the  papers,  that  the  pamphlet 
which  had  made  so  great  a  noise  was  by  a  very  young 
man,  Mr.  Audley  Egerton's  relation.  And  high  hopes 
were  expressed  of  the  future  career  of  Mr.  Randal 
Leslie. 

Burley  still  attempted  to  laugh,  and  still  his  pain  was 
visible.  Leonard  most  cordially  despised  and  hated  Ran- 
dal Leslie,  and  his  heart  moved  to  Burley  with  a  noble  but 
perilous  compassion.  In  his  desire  to  soothe  and  comfort 
the  man  whom  he  deemed  cheated  out  of  fame,  he  forgot 
the  caution  he  had  hitherto  imposed  on  himself,  and  yielded 
more  and  more  to  the  charm  of  that  wasted  intellect.  He 
accompanied  Burley  now  to  the  haunts  to  which  his  friend 
went  to  spend  his  evenings ;  and  more  and  more — though 
gradually,  and  with  many  a  recoil  and  self -rebuke — there 
crept  over  him  the  cynic's  contempt  for  glory,  and  miser- 
able philosophy  of  debased  content. 

Randal  had  risen  into  grave  repute  upon  the  strength  of 
Burley' s  knowledge.  But,  had  Burley  written  the  pamph- 
let, would  the  same  repute  have  attended  him  ?  Certainly 
not.  Randal  Leslie  brought  to  that  knowledge  qualities 
all  his  own — a  style,  simple,  strong,  and  logical ;  a  certain 
tone  of  good  society,  and  allusions  to  men  and  to  parties 
that  showed   his  connection  with  a  cabinet  minister,  and 
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proved  that  he  had  profited  no  less  by  figerton's  talk  than 
IJurley^s. 

Had  Biirley  written  the  pamphlet,  it  would  have  showed 
nior(*  genius,  it  would  liave  had  humour  and  wit,  but  have 
been  so  full  of  whims  and  quips,  sins  against  taste,  and 
defects  in  earnestness,  that  it  would  have  failed  to  create 
any  serious  sensation.  Here,  then,  there  was  something 
else  besides  knowledge,  by  whieh  knowledge  became  power. 
Knowh»dge  must  not  smell  of  the  brandy-bottle. 

Kandal  Leslie  might  be  mean  in  his  plagiarism,  but  he 
turned  the  useless  into  use.     And  so  far  he  was  original. 

But  one's  admiration,  after  all,  rests  where  Leonard's 
rested — with  the  poor,  riotous,  lawless,  big,  fallen  man. 

Burley  took  himself  off  to  the  Brent,  and  fished  again 
for  the  one-eyed  perch.  Leonard  accompanied  him.  His 
feelings  were  indeed  different  from  what  they  had  been 
when  he  had  reclined  under  the  old  tree,  and  talked  with 
Helen  of  the  future.  But  it  was  almost  pathetic  to  see 
how  Burley's  nature  seemed  to  alter,  as  he  strayed  along 
the  banks  of  the  rivulet,  and  discoursed  of  his  own  boy- 
hood. The  man  then  seemed  restored  to  something  of  the 
innocence  of  the  child.  He  cared,  in  truth,  little  for  the 
perch,  which  continued  intractable,  but  he  enjoyed  the  air 
and  the  sky,  the  rustling  grass  and  the  murmuring  waters. 
These  excursions  to  the  haunts  of  youth  seemed  to  rebap- 
tise  him,  and  then  his  eloquence  took  a  pastoral  character. 
and  Isaak  Walton  himself  would  have  loved  to  hear  him. 
But  as  he  got  back  into  the  smoke  of  the  metropolis,  and 
the  gas-lamps  made  him  forget  the  niddy  sunset^  and  the 
soft  evening  star,  the  gross  habits  reassumed  their  sway; 
and  on  he  went  with  his  swaggering  reckless  step  to  the 
orgies  in  which  his  abused  intellect  flamed  forth,  and  then 
sank  into  the  socket  quenched  and  rayless. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

Helen  was  seized  with  profound  and  anxious  sadness. 
Leonard  had  been  three  or  four  times  to  see  her,  and  each 
time  she  saw  a  change  in  him  that  excited  all  her  fears. 
He  seemed,  it  is  true,  more  shrewd,  more  worldly-wise, 
more  fitted,  it  might  be,  for  coarse  daily  life :  but,  on  the 
other  hand,  the  freshness  and  glory  of  his  youth  were  wan- 
ing slowly.  His  aspiiings  drooped  earthwai'd.  He  had 
not  mastered  the  Practical,  and  moulded  its  uses  with  the 
strong  hand  of  the  Spiritual  Architect,  of  the  Ideal  Builder; 
the  Practical  was  overpowering  .himself.  She  grew  pale 
when  he  talked  of  Burley,  and  shuddered,  poor  little 
Helen!  when  she  found  he  was  daily,  and  almost  nightly, 
in  a  companionship  which,  in  her  native  honest  prudence, 
she  saw  so  unsuited  to  strengthen  him  in  his  struggles,  and 
aid  him  against  temptation.  She  almost  groaned  when, 
pressing  him  as  to  his  pecuniary  means,  she  found  his  old 
terror  of  debt  seemed  fading  away,  and  the  solid  healthful 
principles  he  had  taken  from  his  village  were  loosening 
fast.  Under  all,  it  is  true,  there  was  what  a  wiser  and 
older  person  than  Helen  would  have  hailed  as  the  redeem- 
ing promise.  But  that  something  was  (fru\f- — a  sublime 
grief  in  his  own  sense  of  falling — in  his  own  impotence 
against  the  Fate  he  had  provoked  and  coveted.  The  sub- 
limity of  that  grief  Helen  could  not  detect ;  she  saw  only 
that  it  was  grief,  and  she  grieved  with  it,  letting  it  excuse 
every  fault — making  her  more  anxious  to  comfort,  in  order 
that  she  might  save.  Even  from  the  first,  when  Leonard 
had  exclaimed,  "Ah,  Helen,  why  did  you  ever  leave  me?'' 
she  had  revolved  the  idea  of  return  to  him ;  and  when  in 
the  boy's  last  visit  he  told  her  that  Burley,  persecuted  by 
duns,  was  about  to  fly  from  his  present  lodgings,  and  take 
his  abode  with  Leonard,  in  the  room  she  had  left  vacant, 
all  doubt  was  over.  She  resolved  to  sacrifice  the  safety 
and  shelter  of  the  home  assured  her.     She  resolved  to  come 
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back  and  sliare  Leonard's  penury  and  struggles,  and  save 
the  old  room,  wherein  she  had  prayed  for  him,  from  the 
tempter^s  dangerous  presence.  Should  she  burden  him? 
No ;  she  had  assisted  her  father  by  many  little  female  arts 
in  needle  and  fancy-work.  She  had  im})roved  herself  in 
these  during  her  sojourn  with  Miss  Starke.  She  could 
bring  her  share  to  the  common  stock.  Possessed  with  this 
idea,  she  determined  to  realise  it  before  the  day  on  which 
Leonard  had  told  her  Hurley  was  to  move  his  quarters. 
Accordingly  she  rose  very  early  one  morning;  she  wrote 
a  pretty  and- grateful  note  to  Miss  Starke,  who  was  fast 
asleep,  left  it  on  the  table,  and  before  any  one  was  astir, 
stole  from  the  house,  her  little  bundle  on  her  arm.  She 
lingered  an  instant  at  the  garden-gate,  with  a  remorseful 
sentiment — a  feeling  that  she  had  ill-repaid  the  cold  and 
prim  protection  that  Miss  Starke  had  shown  her.  But  sis- 
terly love  carried  all  before  it.  She  closed  the  gate  with  a 
sigh,  and  went  on. 

She  arrived  at  the  lodging-house  before  Leonard  was  up, 
took  possession  of  her  old  chamber,  and  presenting  herself 
to  Leonard,  as  he  was  about  to  go  foi-th,  said  (story-teller 
that  she  was),  "  I  am  sent  away,  brother,  and  1  have  come 
to  you  to  take  care  of  me.  Do  not  let  us  part  again.  But 
you  must  be  very  cheerful  and  very  happy,  or  I  shall  think 
I  am  sadly  in  your  way." 

Leonard  at  first  did  look  cheerful,  and  even  happy ;  but 
then  he  thought  of  Burley,  and  then  of  his  own  means  of 
supporting  Helen,  and  was  embarrassed,  and  began  ques- 
tioning her  as  to  the  possibility  of  reconciliation  with  Miss 
Starke.  And  Helen  said  gravely,  "  Impossible — do  not  ask 
it,  and  do  not  go  near  her." 

Then  Leonard  thought  she  had  been  humbled  and  in- 
sulted, and  remembered  that  she  was  a  gentleman's  child, 
and  felt  for  her  wounded  pride — he  was  so  proud  himself. 
Yet  still  he  was  embarrassed. 

"  Shall  I  keep  the  purse  again,  Leonard?"  said  Helen, 
coaxingly. 
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**Alas!"  replied  Leonard,  "the  purse  is  empty.'' 
"  That  is  very  naughty  in  the  purse, "  said  Helen,  "  since 
you  put  so  much  into  it." 

"  Did  not  you  say  that  you  made,  at  least,  a  guinea  a 
week?" 

"  Yes ;  but  Burley  takes  the  money ;  and  then,  poor  fel- 
low !  as  I  owe  all  to  him,  I  have  not  the  heart  to  prevent 
him  spending  it  as  he  likes." 

"Please,  I  wish  you  could  settle  the  month's  rent,"  said 
the  landlady,  suddenly  showing  herself.  She  said  it  civ- 
illy, but  with  firmness. 

Leonard  coloured.     "  It  shall  be  paid  to-day." 

Then  he  pressed  his  hat  on  his  head,  and,  putting 
Helen  gently  aside,  went  forth. 

"  Speak  to  me  in  future,  kind  Mrs.  Smedley,"  said  Helen, 
with  the  air  of  a  housewife.  "  lie  is  always  in  study,  and 
must  no*^  be  disturbed." 

The  landlady — a  good  woman,  though  she  liked  her  rent 
— smiled  benignly.  She  was  fond  of  Helen,  whom  she  had 
known  of  old. 

"  I  am  so  glad  you  are  come  back ;  and  perhaps  now  the 
young  man  will  not  keep  such  late  hours.  I  meant  to  give 
him  warning,  but " 

*'  But  he  will  be  a  great  man  one  of  these  days,  and  you 
must  bear  with  him  now."  And  Helen  kissed  Mrs.  Smed- 
ley, and  sent  her  away  half  inclined  to  cry. 

Then  Helen  busied  herself  in  the  rooms.  She  found  her 
father's  box,  which  had  been  duly  forwarded.  She  re-ex- 
amined its  contents,  and  wept  as  she  touched  each  humble 
and  pious  relic.  But  her  father's  memory  itself  thus 
seemed  to  give  this  home  a  sanction  which  the  former  had 
not;  and  she  rose  quietly  and  began  mechanically  to  put 
things  in  order,  sighing  as  she  saw  all  so  neglected,  till  she 
came  to  the  rose-tree,  and  that  alone  showed  heed  and  care. 
"  Dear  Leonard, "  she  murmured,  and  the  smile  resettled  on 
her  lips. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Nothing,  perhaps,  could  have  severed  Leonard  from  Bur- 
ley  but  Helen's  return  to  his  care.  It  was  impossible  for 
him,  even  had  there  been  another  room  in  the  house  va- 
cant (which  there  was  not),  to  install  this  noisy,  riotous 
son  of  the  Muse  by  Bacchus,  talking  at  random,  and  smell- 
ing of  spirits,  in  the  same  dwelling  with  an  innocent,  deli- 
cate, timid,  fejnale  child.  And  Leonard  could  not  leave 
her  alone  all  the  twenty-four  hours.  She  restored  a  home 
to  him  and  imposed  its  duties.  He  therefore  told  Mr. 
Burley  that  in  future  he  should  write  and  study  in  his  own 
room,  and  hinted,  with  many  a  blush,  and  as  delicately  as 
he  could,  that  it  seemed  to  him  that  whatever  he  obtained 
from  his  pen  ought  to  be  halved  with  I^urley,  to  whose  in- 
terest he  owed  the  employment,  and  from  whose  books  or 
whose  knowledge  he  took  what  helped  to  maintain  it;  but 
that  the  other  half,  if  his,  he  could  no  longer  afford  to 
spend  upon  feasts  or  libations.  He  had  another  life  to 
provide  for. 

Burley  pooh-poohed  the  notion  of  taking  half  his  coad- 
jutor's earning,  with  much  grandeur,  but  spoke  very  fret- 
fully of  Leonard's  sober  appropriation  of  the  other  half; 
and,  though  a  good  -  natured,  warm  -  hearted  man,  felt 
extremely  indignant  at  the  sudden  interposition  of  poor 
Helen.  However,  Leonard  was  firm;  and  then  Burley 
grew  sullen,  and  so  they  parted.  But  the  rent  was  still 
to  be  paid.  How?  Leonard  for  the  first  time  thought 
of  the  pawnbroker.  He  had  clothes  to  spare,  and  Ricca- 
bocca's  watch.  No;  that  last  he  shrank  from  applying  to 
such  base  uses. 

He  went  home  at  noon,  and  met  Helen  at  the  street-door. 
She  too  had  been  out,  and  her  soft  cheek  was  rosy  red  with 
unwonted  exercise  and  the  sense  of  joy.  She  had  still  pre- 
served the  few  gold  pieces  which  Leonard  had  taken  back 
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to  her  on  his  first  visit  to  Miss  Starke's.  She  had  now 
gone  out  and  bought  wool  and  implements  for  work ;  mean- 
while she  had  paid  the  rent. 

Leonard  did  not  object  to  the  work,  but  he  blushed 
deeply  when  he  knew  about  the  rent,  and  was  very  angry. 
He  paid  back  to  her  that  night  what  she  had  advanced; 
and  Helen  wept  silently  at  his  pride,  and  wept  more  when 
she  saw  the  next  day  a  woful  hiatus  in  his  wardrobe. 

But  Leonard  now  worked  at  home,  and  worked  reso- 
lutely; and  Helen  sat  by  his  side,  working  too;  so  that 
next  day,  and  the  next,  slipped  peacefully  away,  and  in  the 
evening  of  the  second  he  asked  her  to  walk  out  in  the 
fields.  She  sprang  up  joyously  at  the  invitation,  when 
bang  went  the  door,  and  in  reeled  John  Burley — drunk : — 
and  so  drunk! 


CHAPTER  X. 


And  with  Burley  there  reeled  in  another  man — a  friend 
of  his — a  man  who  had  been  a  wealthy  trader  and  once 
well  to  do, — but  who,  unluckily,  had  literary  tastes,  and 
was  fond  of  hearing  Burley  talk.  So,  since  he  had  known 
the  wit,  his  business  had  fallen  from  him,  and  he  had 
passed  through  the  Bankrupt  Court.  A  veiy  shabby-look- 
ing dog  he  was,  indeed,  and  his  nose  was  redder  than 
Burley' s. 

John  made  a  drunken  dash  at  poor  Helen.  "  So  you  are 
the  Fentheus  in  petticoats  who  defies  Bacchus,"  cried  he; 
and  therewith  he  roared  out  a  verse  from  Euripides.  Helen 
ran  away,  and  Leonard  interposed. 

"For  shame,  Burley!" 

"He's  drunk,"  said  Mr.  Douce,  the  bankrupt  trader — 
"very  drunk — don't  mind  him.  I  say,  sir,  I  hope  we  don't 
intrude.  Sit  still,  Burley,  sit  still,  and  talk,  do — that's  a 
good  man.     You  should  hear  him — ta — ta — talk,  sir." 

Leonard  meanwhile  had  got  Helen  out  of  the  room,  into 
2—9 
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her  own,  and  Ik^kj^'***!  li^^r  not  to  be  alarmed,  and  keep  the 
door  locked.  He  then  returned  to  Barley,  who  had  seated 
himself  on  the  bed,  trying  wondrous  hard  to  keep  himself 
uprij^ht;  while  Mr.  Douee  was  striving  to  light  a  short  pipe 
that  he  earried  in  his  button-hole — without  having  filled  it 
— and,  naturally  failing  in  that  attempt,  was  now  begin- 
ning^ to  weep. 

JA^onard  was  deeply  8hocke<l  and  revolted  for  Helen's 
sakr;  but  it  was  Iiopeless  to  make  Burley  listen  to  reason. 
And  how  couhl  the  l)oy  turn  out  of  his  room  the  man  to 
whom  he  was  under  obligations? 

Meanwhile  there  smote  u|>on  Helen's  shrinking  ears  lond 
jarring  talk  and  maudlin  laughter,  and  cracked  attempts  at 
jovial  songs.  Then  she  heard  Mrs.  Smedley  in  Leonard's 
room,  remonstrating;  and  Ihu'ley's  laugh  was  louder  than 
before,  and  Mrs.  ^medley,  who  was  a  meek  woman,  evi- 
dently got  frightened,  and  was  heard  in  precipitate  retreat 
Long  and  loud  talk  recommenced,  Burley's  voice  predomi- 
nant, Mr.  Douce  chiming  in  with  hiccupy  broken  treble. 
Hour  after  hour  this  lasted,  for  want  of  the  drink  that 
would  have  brought  it  to  a  premature  close.  And  Burley 
gradually  began  to  talk  himself  somewhat  sober.  Then 
Mr.  Douce  was  heard  descending  the  stairs,  and  silence  fol- 
lowed. At  dawn,  Leonard  knocked  at  Helen's  door.  She 
opened  it  at  once,  for  she  had  not  gone  to  bed. 

*^ Helen,"  said  he,  veiy  sadly,  "you  cannot  continue 
here.  I  must  lind  out  some  proper  home  for  you.  This 
man  has  served  me  when  all  London  was  friendless,  and 
he  tells  me  that  he  has  nowhere  else  to  go — that  the  bwl- 
iffs  are  after  him.  He  has  now  fallen  asleep.  I  will  go 
and  find  you  some  lodging  close  at  hand — for  I  cannot  expel 
him  who  has  protected  me;  and  yet  you  cannot  bounder 
the  same  roof  with  him.  My  own  good  angel,  I  must  lose 
you. " 

He  did  not  wait  for  her  answer,  but  hurried  down  stairs. 

The  morning  looked  through  the  shutterless  panes  in 
Leonard's  garret,  and  the  birds  began  to  chirp  from"  the 
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elm-tree,  when  Burley  rose  and  shook  himself,  and  stared 
round.  He  could  not  quite  make  out  where  he  was.  He 
got  hold  of  the  water-jug,  which  he  emptied  at  three 
draughts,  and  felt  greatly  refreshed.  He  then  began  to 
reconnoitre  the  chamber — looked  at  Leonard's  MSS. — 
peeped  into  the  drawers — wondered  where  the  devil  Leon- 
ard himself  had  gone  to — and  finally  amused  himself  by 
throwing  down  the  fire-irons,  ringing  the  bell,  and  making 
all  the  noise  he  could,  in  the  hopes  of  attracting  the  atten- 
tion of  somebody  or  other,  and  procuring  himself  his  morn- 
ing dram. 

In  the  midst  of  this  charivari  the  door  opened  softly,  but 
as  if  with  a  resolute  hand,  and  the  small  quiet  form  of 
Helen  stood  before  the  threshold.  Burley  turned  roimd, 
and  the  two  looked  at  each  other  for  some  moments  with 
silent  scrutiny. 
^  Burley  (composing  his  features  into  their  most  friendly 
expression). — "Come  hither,  my  dear.  So  you  are  the 
little  girl  whom  I  saw  with  Leonard  on  the  banks  of  the 
Brent,  and  you  have  come  back  to  live  with  him — and  I 
have  come  to  live  with  him  too.  You  shall  be  our  little 
housekeeper,  and  I  will  tell  you  the  story  of  Prince  Pretty- 
man,  and  a  great  many  others  not  to  be  found  in  Mother 
Goose,  Meanwhile,  my  dear  little  girl,  here's  sixpence — 
just  run  out  and  change  this  for  its  worth  in  rum. " 

Helen  (coming  slowly  up  to  Mr.  Burley,  and  still  gazing 
earnestly  into  his  face). — "Ah,  sir,  Leonard  says  you  have 
a  kind  heart,  and  that  you  have  served  him — he  cannot  ask 
you  to  leave  the  house ;  and  so  I,  who  have  never  served 
him,  am  to  go  hence  and  live  alone." 

Burley  (moved) — "You  go,  my  little  lady? — and  why? 
Can  we  not  all  live  together?" 

Helen. — "No,  sir.  I  left  everything  to  come  to  Leon- 
ard, for  we  had  met  first  at  my  father's  grave.  But  you 
rob  me  of  him,  and  I  have  no  other  friend  on  earth." 

Burley  (discomposed) .  — "  Explain  yourself.  Why  must 
you  leave  him  because  I  come?" 
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Helen  looked  at  Mr.  Biirley  again,  long  and  wistfully, 
but  made  no  answer. 

IUrlky  (with  a  pulp). — "Is  it  because  he  thinks  I  am 
not  tit  company  for  you?" 

Helen  bowed  her  head. 

Burley  winced,  and  after  a  moment's  pause  said,  "He  is 
right. '' 

Hklkx  (obeying  the  impulse  of  her  heart,  springs  for- 
ward and  takes  Burley 's  hand). — "  Ah,  sir,"  she  cried,  "  be- 
fore he  knew  you  he  was  so  different :  then  he  was  cheerful 
— then,  even  when  his  first  disappointment  came,  I  grieved 
and  wept :  but  I  felt  he  would  conquer  still — for  his  heart 
was  so  good  and  pure.  Oh,  sir,  don't  think  I  reproach 
you ;  but  what  is  to  become  of  him  if — if — No,  it  is  not  for 
myself  I  speak.  I  know  that  if  I  was  here,  that  if  he  had 
me  to  care  for,  he  would  come  home  early — and  work  pa- 
tiently— and — and — that  1  might  save  him.  But  now  when 
I  am  gone,  and  you  live  with  him — you  to  whom  he  is 
grateful,  you  whom  he  would  follow  against  his  own  eon- 
science  (you  must  see  that,  sir) — what  is  to  become  of 
him?" 

Helen's  voice  died  in  sobs. 

Burley  took  three  or  four  long  strides  through  the  room ; 
— he  was  greatly  agitated.  "1  am  a  demon,"  he  mur- 
mured. "  I  never  saw  it  before — but  it  is  true — I  should 
l)e  this  boy's  ruin."  Tears  stood  in  his  eyes,  he  paused 
abruptly,  made  a  clutch  at  his  hat,  and  turned  to  the  door. 

Helen  stopped  the  way,  and  taking  him  gently  by  the 
arm,  said,  "Oh,  sir,  forgive  me — I  have  pained  you;" 
and  looked  up  at  him  with  a  compassionate  expression, 
that  made  the  child's  sweet  face  as  that  of  an  angel. 

Burley  bent  dovra  as  if  to  kiss  her,  and  then  drew  back 
— perhaps  with  a  sentiment  that  his  lips  were  not  worthy 
to  touch  that  innocent  brow. 

"  If  I  had  had  a  sister — a  child  like  you,  little  one,"  he 
muttered,  "  perhaps  I  too  might  have  been  saved  in  time. 
Xow " 
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"Ah,  now  you  may  stay,  sir;  I  don't  fear  you  any 
more." 

"  No,  no ;  you  would  fear  me  again  ere  night-time,  and 
I  might  not  be  always  in  the  right  mood  to  listen  to  a 
voice  like  yours,  child.  Your  Leonard  has  a  noble  heart 
and  rare  gifts.  He  should  rise  yet,  and  he  shall.  I  will 
not  drag  him  into  the  mire.  Good-bye — you  will  see  me 
no  more.''  He  broke  from  Helen,  cleared  the  stairs  with 
a  bound,  and  was  out  of  the  house. 

When  Leonard  returned  he  was  surprised  to  hear  his  un- 
welcome guest  was  gone — but  Helen  did  not  venture  to  tell 
him  of  her  interposition.  She  knew  instinctively  how  such 
of&ciousness  would  mortify  and  offend  the  pride  of  man — 
but  she  never  again  spoke  harshly  of  poor  Burley.  Leon- 
ard supposed  that  he  should  either  see  or  hear  of  the  hu- 
morist in  the  course  of  the  day.  Finding  he  did  not,  he 
went  in  search  of  him  at  his  old  haunts ;  but  no  trace.  He 
inquired  at  the  Beehive  if  they  knew  there  of  his  new  ad- 
dress, but  no  tidings  of  Burley  could  be  obtained. 

As  he  came  home  disappointed  and  anxious,  for  he  felt 
imeasy  as  to  the  disappearance  of  his  wild  friend,  Mrs. 
Smedley  met  him  at  the  door. 

"Please,  sir,  suit  yourself  with  another  lodging,"  said 
she.  "  I  can  have  no  such  singings  and  shoutings  going  on 
at  night  in  my  house.  And  that  poor  little  girl,  too !  you 
should  be  ashamed  of  yourself. " 

Leonard  frowned,  and  passed  by. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


Meanwhile,  on  leaving  Helen,  Burley  strode  on;  and, 
as  if  by  some  better  instinct,  for  he  was  unconscious  of  his 
own  steps,  he  took  his  way  towards  the  still  green  haunts 
of  his  youth.  When  he  paused  at  length,  he  was  already 
before  the  door  of  a  rural  cottage,  standing  alone  in  the 


134  MY  NOVEL; 

midst  of  fields  with  a  little  farmyard  at  the  back;  and  far 
through  the  trees  in  front  was  caught  a  glimpse  of  the 
winding  Brent. 

AVith  this  cottage  Burley  was  familiar;  it  was  inhabited 
by  a  good  old  couple  who  had  known  him  from  a  boy. 
There  he  habitually  left  his  rods  and  fishing-tackle;  there, 
for  intervals  in  his  turbid,  riotous  life,  he  had  sojourned 
for  two  or  three  days  together — fancying  the  first  day  that 
the  country  was  a  heaven,  and  convinced  before  the  third 
that  it  was  a  purgatory. 

An  old  woman,  of  neat  and  tidy  exterior,  came  forth  to 
greet  him. 

"Ah,  Master  John,"  said  she,  clasping  his  nerveless 
hand — "  well,  the  fields  be  pleasant  now — I  hope  you  are 
come  to  stay  a  bit?  l)o;  it  will  freshen  you;  you  lose  all 
the  fine  colour  you  had  once,  in  Lunnon  town." 

"  I  will  stay  with  you,  my  kind  friend, "  said  Burley, 
with  unusual  meekness — **I  can  have  the  old  room,  then?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  come  and  look  at  it.  I  never  let  it  now  to 
any  one  but  you — never  have  let  it  since  the  dear  beautiful 
lady  with  the  angeFs  face  went  away.  Poor  thing,  what 
could  have  become  of  her?" 

Thus  speaking,  while  Burley  listened  not,  the  old  woman 
drew  him  within  the  cottage,  and  led  him  up  the  stairs  into 
a  room  that  might  have  well  become  a  better  house,  for  it 
was  furnished  with  taste,  and  even  elegance.  A  small  cab- 
inet pianoforte  stood  opposite  the  fireplace,  and  the  window 
looked  upon  pleasant  meads  and  tangled  hedgerows,  and 
the  narrow  windings  of  the  blue  rivulet.  Burley  sank  down 
exhausted  and  gazed  wistfully  from  the  casement. 

"You  have  not  breakfasted?"  said  the  hostess,  anx- 
iously. 

"No." 

"  Well,  the  eggs  are  fresh  laid,  and  you  would  like  a 
rasher  of  bacon,  Master  John?  And  if  you  wlU  have  brandy 
in  your  tea,  I  have  some  that  you  left  long  ago  in  your  own 
bottle." 
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Burley  shook  his  head.  "No  brandy,  Mrs.  Goodyer; 
only  fresh  milk.  I  will  see  whether  I  can  yet  coax  Na- 
ture." 

Mrs.  Goodyer  did  not  know  what  was  meant  by  coaxing 
Nature,  but  she  said,  "Pray  do,  Master  John,"  and  van- 
ished. 

.  That  day  Burley  went  out  with  his  rod,  and  he  fished 
hard  for  the  one-eyed  perch :  but  in  vain.  Then  he  roved 
along  the  stream  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  whistling. 
He  returned  to  the  cottage  at  sunset,  partook  of  the  fare 
provided  for  him,  abstained  from  the  brandy,  and  felt 
dreadfully  low.  He  called  for  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and 
sought  to  write,  but  could  not  achieve  two  lines.  He  sum- 
moned Mrs.  Goodyer.  "Tell  your  husband  to  come  and 
sit  and  talk." 

Up  came  old  Jacob  Goodyer,  and  the  great  wit  bade  him 
tell  him  all  the  news  of  the  village.  Jacob  obeyed  willing- 
ly, and  Burley  at  last  fell  asleep.  The  next  day  it  was 
much  the  same,  only  at  dinner  he  had  up  the  brandy  bottle, 
and  finished  it ;  and  he  did  not  have  up  Jacob,  but  he  con- 
trived to  write. 

The  third  day  it  rained  incessantly.  "Have  you  no 
books,  Mrs.  Goodyer?"  asked  poor  John  Burley. 

"  Oh,  yes,  some  that  the  dear  lady  left  behind  her ;  and 
perhaps  you  would  like  to  look  at  some  papers  in  her  own 
writing?" 

"  No,  not  the  papers — all  women  scribble,  and  all  scribble 
the  same  things.     Get  me  the  books." 

The  books  were  brought  up — poetry  and  essays— John 
knew  them  by  heart.  He  looked  out  on  the  rain,  and  at 
evening  the  rain  had  ceased.  He  rushed  to  his  hat  and 
fled. 

"Nature,  Nature!"  he  exclaimed,  when  he  was  out  in 
the  air  and  hurrying  by  the  dripping  hedgerows,  "  you  are 
not  to  be  coaxed  by  me!  I  have  jilted  you  shamefully,  I 
own  it;  you  are  a  female,  and  unforgiving.  I  don't  com- 
plain.    You  may  be  very  pretty,  but  you  are  the  stupidest 
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and  most  tiresome  companion  that  ever  I  met  with.  Thank 
Heaven,  I  am  not  married  to  you!" 

Thus  John  Burley  made  his  way  into  town,  and  jmused 
at  the  first  public-house.  Out  of  that  house  he  came  with 
a  jovial  air,  and  on  he  strode  towards  the  heart  of  London. 
Now  he  is  in  Leicester  Square,  and  he  gazes  on  the  for- 
eigners who  stalk  that  region,  and  hums  a  tune;  and  now 
from  yonder  alley  two  forms  emerge,  and  dog  his  careless 
footsteps;  now  through  the  maze  of  passages  towards  St. 
Martin's  he  threads  his  path,  and,  anticipating  an  orgy 
as  he  uears  his  favourite  haunts,  jingles  the  silver  in  his 
pockets ;  and  now  the  two  forms  are  at  his  heels. 

"  Hail  to  thee,  0  Freedom!"  muttered  John  Burley,  "  thy 
dwelling  is  in  cities,  and  thy  palace  is  the  tavern." 

"lu  the  king's  name,"  quoth  a  gruff  voice:  and  John 
Burley  feels  the  horrid  and  familial*  tap  on  the  shoulder. 

The  two  bailiffs  who  dogged  have  seized  theii  prey. 

"  At  whose  suit?"  asked  John  Burley,  falteringly. 

"  Mr.  Cox,  the  wine-merchant." 

"  Cox !  A  man  to  whom  I  gave  a  cheque  on  my  bankers 
not  three  months  ago!" 

*^  But  it  warn't  cashed." 

"What  does  that  signify? — the  intention  was  the  same. 
A  good  heart  takes  the  will  for  the  deed.  Cox  is  a  monster 
of  ingratitude,  and  I  withdraw  my  custom." 

"  Sarve  him  right.     Would  your  honour  like  a  jarvey?" 

"I  would  rather  spend  the  money  on  something  else," 
said  John  Burley.  "  Give  me  your  arm,  I  am  not  proud. 
After  all,  thank  Heaven,  I  shall  not  sleep  in  the  country." 

And  John  Burley  made  a  night  of  it  in  the  Fleet. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


Miss  Starke  was  one  of  those  ladies  who  pass  their  lives 
in  the  direst  of  all  civil  strife — war  with  their  servants. 
She  looked  upon  the  members  of  that  class  as  the  unrelent- 
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ing  and  sleepless  enemies  of  the  unfortunate  householders 
condemned  to  employ  them.  She  thought  they  ate  and 
drank  to  their  villanous  utmost,  in  order  to  ruin  their  bene- 
factors— that  they  lived  in  one  constant  conspiracy  with 
one  another  and  the  tradesmen,  the  object  of  which  was  to 
cheat  and  pilfer.  Miss  Starke  was  a  miserable  woman. 
As  she  had  no  relations  or  friends  who  cared  enough  for 
her  to  share  her  solitary  struggle  against  her  domestic  foes; 
and  her  income,  though  easy,  was  an  annuity  that  died  with 
herself,  thereby  reducing  various  nephews,  nieces,  or  cousins 
to  the  strict  bounds  of  a  natural  affection — that  did  not  ex- 
ist; and  as  she  felt  the  want  of  some  friendly  face  amidst 
this  world  of  distrust  and  hate,  so  she  had  tried  the  resource 
of  venal  companions.  But  the  venal  companions  had  never 
stayed  long — either  they  disliked  Miss  Starke,  or  Miss 
Starke  disliked  them.  Therefore  the  poor  woman  had  re- 
solved upon  bringing  up  some  little  girl  whose  heart,  as 
she  said  to  herself,  would  be  fresh  and  uncorrupted,  and 
from  whom  she  might  expect  gratitude.  She  had  been  eon- 
tented,  on  the  whole,  with  Helen,  and  had  meant  to  keep 
that  child  in  her  house  as  long  as  she  (Miss  Starke)  re- 
mained upon  the  earth — perhaps  some  thirty  years  longer ; 
and  then,  having  carefully  secluded  her  from  marriage,  and 
other  friendship,  to  leave  her  nothing  but  the  regret  of  hav- 
ing lost  so  kind  a  benefactress.  Conformably  with  this 
notion,  and  in  order  to  secure  the  affections  of  the  child. 
Miss  Starke  had  relaxed  the  frigid  austerity  natural  to  her 
manner  and  mode  of  thought,  and  been  kind  to  Helen  in 
an  iron  way.  She  had  neither  slapped  nor  pinched  her, 
neither  had  she  starved.  She  had  allowed  her  to  see  Leon- 
ard, according  to  the  agreement  made  with  Dr.  Morgan, 
and  had  laid  out  tenpence  on  cakes,  besides  contributing 
fruit  from  her  garden  for  the  first  interview — a  hospitality 
she  did  not  think  it  fit  to  renew  on  subsequent  occasions. 
In  return  for  this,  she  conceived  she  had  purchased  the 
right  to  Helen  bodily  and  spiritually,  and  nothing  could 
exceed  her   indignation  when  she   rose  one  morning  and 
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found  tho  child  liad  gone.  As  it  never  had  occurred  to  her 
to  ask  Leoihord's  address,  though  she  suspected  Helen  had 
gone  to  him,  she  was  at  a  loss  what  to  do,  and  remained 
for  twenty -four  hours  in  a  state  of  inane  depression.  But 
then  she  began  to  miss  the  child  so  much  that  her  energies 
woke,  and  she  persuaded  herself  that  she  wad  actuated  by 
the  purest  benevolence  in  trying  to  reclaim  this  poor  creat- 
ure from  the  world  into  which  Helen  had  thus  rashly 
plunged. 

Accordingly  she  put  an  advertisement  into  the  Timeny  to 
the  following  effect,  liberally  imitated  from  one  by  which 
in  former  years  she  had  recovered  a  favourite  Blenheim: 

TWO  GUINEAS  REWARD. 

Sthayed,  from  Ivy  Cottage,  Higbgatc,  a  Little  Girl — answers  to 
the  name  of  Helen  ;  with  blue  eyes  and  brown  hair ;  white  muslin 
frock,  and  straw  hat  witb  blue  ribbons.  Whoever  will  bring  the 
same  to  Ivy  Cottage,  shall  receive  the  above  Reward. 

iV. -B. —Nothing  more  will  be  offered. 

Now  it  so  happened  that  Mrs.  Smediey  had  put  an  ad- 
vertisement in  the  Tivies  on  her  own  account,  relative  to  a 
niece  of  hers  who  was  coming  from  the  country,  and  for 
whom  she  desired  to  find  a  situation.  So,  contrary  to  her 
usual  habit,  she  sent  for  the  newspaper,  and,  close  by  her 
own  advertisement,  she  saw  Miss  Starke's. 

It  was  impossible  that  she  could  mistake  the  description 
of  Helen;  and  as  this  advei-tisement  caught  her  eye  the 
very  day  after  the  whole  house  had  been  disturbed  and 
scandalised  by  Burley's  noisy  visit,  and  on  which  she  had 
resolved  to  get  rid  of  a  lodger  who  received  such  visitors, 
the  good-hearted  woman  was  delighted  to  think  that  she 
could  restore  Helen  to  some  safe  home.  While  thus  think- 
ing, Helen  herself  entered  the  kitchen  where  Mrs.  Smediey 
sat,  and  the  landlady  had  the  imprudence  to  point  out  the 
advertisement,  and  talk,  as  she  called  it,  "seriously,"  to 
the  little  girl, 
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Helen  in  vain  and  witli  tears  entreated  her  to  take  no 
gtep  in  reply  to  the  advertisement.  Mrs.  Smedley  felt  that 
it  was  an  affair  of  duty,  and  was  obdurate,  and  shortly 
afterwards  put  on  her  bonnet  and  left  the  house.  Helen 
conjectured  that  she  was  on  her  way  to  Miss  Starke's,  and 
her  whole  soul  was  bent  on  flight.  Leonard  had  gone  to 
the  office  of  the  Beehive  with  his  MSS. ;  but  she  pac*.ked 
up  all  their  joint  effects,  and,  just  as  she  had  done  so,  he 
returned.  She  communicated  the  news  of  the  advertise- 
ment, and  said  she  should  be  so  miserable  if  compelled  to 
go  back  to  Miss  Starke's,  and  implored  him  so  pathetically 
to  save  her  from  such  sorrow,  that  he  at  once  assented  to 
her  proposal  of  flight.  Luckily,  little  was  owing  to  the  land- 
lady— that  little  was  left  with  the  maid-servant;  and,  prof- 
iting by  Mrs.  Smedley' s  absence,  they  escaped  without 
scene  or  conflict.  Their  effects  were  taken  by  Leonard  to  a 
stand  of  hackney  vehicles,  and  then  left  at  a  coaeh-oftice 
while  they  went  in  search  of  lodgings.  It  was  wise  to 
choose  an  entirely  new  and  remote  district;  and  before 
night  they  were  settled  in  an  attic  in  Lambeth. 


CHAPTEE   XIII. 


As  the  reader  will  expect,  no  trace  of  Burley  could  Leon- 
ard find :  the  humorist  had  ceased  to  comnmnicate  with  the 
Beehive,  But  Leonard  grieved  for  Burley' s  sake;  and,  in- 
deed, he  missed  the  intercourse  of  the  large,  wrong  mind. 
But  he  settled  down  by  degrees  to  the  simple,  loving  society 
of  his  child  companion,  and  in  that  presence  grew  more  tran- 
quil. The  hours  in  the  daytime  that  he  did  not  pass  at 
.work,  he  spent  as  before,  picking  up  knowledge  at  book- 
stalls; and  at  dusk  he  and  Helen  would  stroll  out — some- 
times striving  to  escape  from  the  long  suburb  into  fresh 
rural  air ;  more  often  wandering  to  and  fro  the  bridge  that 
led  to  glorious  Westminster — London's  classic  land — and 
watching  the  vague  lamps  reflected  on  the   river.     This 
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haunt  suited  the  musing  melancholy  l)oy.  He  would  stand 
long  and  with  wistful  silence  by  the  balustrade — seating 
Helen  thci(»on,  that  she  too  might  look  along  the  dark 
mournful  waters  which,  dark  though  they  be,  still  have 
their  charm  of  mysterious  repose. 

As  the  river  flowed  between  the  world  of  roofs,  and  the 
roar  of  human  passions  on  either  side,  so  in  those  two  hearts 
tlowt'd  Thought — and  all  they  knew  of  London  was  its 
shadow. 


CHAPTER   XIV. 


There  appeared  in  the  Beehire  certain  very  truculent 
political  palmers — papers  very  like  the  tracts  in  the  Tinker's 
bag.  Leonard  did  not  heed  them  much,  but  they  made  far 
more  sensation  in  the  public  that  read  the  Beehive  than 
Leonard's  papers,  full  of  rare  promise  though  the  last 
were.  They  greatly  increased  the  sale  of  the  periodical  in 
the  manufacturing  towns,  and  began  to  awake  the  drowsy 
vigilance  of  the  Home  Office.  Suddenly  a  descent  was 
made  upon  the  J>n*hlre  and  all  its  papers  and  plant.  The 
editor  saw  himself  threatened  with  a  criminal  prosecution, 
and  the  certainty  of  two  years'  imprisonment :  he  did  not 
like  the  prospect,  and  disappeared.  One  evening,  when 
Leonard,  unconscious  of  these  mischances,  arrived  at  the 
door  of  the  office,  he  found  it  closed.  An  agitated  mob 
was  before  it,  and  a  voice  that  was  not  new  to  his  ear  was 
haranguing  the  bystanders,  with  many  imprecations  against 
*' tyrants."  He  looked,  and,  to  his  amaze,  recognised  in 
the  orator  Mr.  Sprott  the  Tinker. 

The  police  came  in  numbers  to  disperse  the  crowd,  and 
Mr.  Sprott  prudently  vanished.  Leonard  learned,  then, 
what  had  befallen,  and  again  saw  himself  without  employ- 
ment and  the  means  of  bread. 

Slowly  he  walked  back.  "O  knowledge,  knowledge! — 
powerless,  indeed!"  he  murmured. 


\- 
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As  lie  thus  spoke,  a  handbill  in  large  capitals  met  his 
eyes  on  a  dead  wall — "  Wanted,  a  few  smart  young  men  for 
India." 

A  crimp  accosted  him :  "  You  would  make  a  line  soldier, 
my  man.     You  have  stout  limbs  of  your  own." 

Leonard  moved  on. 

"  It  has  come  back  then  to  this.  Brute  physical  force 
after  all!  0  Mind,  despair!  0  Peasant,  be  a  machine 
again!" 

He  entered  his  attic  noiselessly,  and  gazed  upon  Helen  as 
she  sat  at  work,  straining  her  eyes  by  the  open  window — 
with  tender  and  deep  compassion.  She  had  not  heard  him 
enter,  nor  was  she  aware  of  his  presence.  Patient  and  still 
she  sat,  and  the  small  fingers  plied  busily.  He  gazed,  and 
saw  that  her  cheek  was  pale  and  hollow,  and  the  hands 
looked  so  thin!  His  heart  was  deeply  touched,  and  at  that 
moment  he  had  not  one  memory  of  the  baiHed  Poet,  one 
thought  that  proclaimed  the  Egotist. 

He  approached  her  gently,  laid  his  hand  on  her  shoulder : 
"Helen,  put  on  your  shawl  and  bonnet,  and  walk  out — I 
have  much  to  say." 

In  a  few  moments  she  was  ready,  and  they  took  their 
way  to  their  favourite  haunt  upon  the  bridge.  Pausing  in 
one  of  the  recesses,  or  nooks,  Leonard  then  began,  "  Helen, 
we  must  part." 

"Part?— Oh,  brother!" 

"  Listen.  All  work  that  depends  on  mind  is  over  for 
me — nothing  remains  but  the  labour  of  thews  and  sinews. 
I  cannot  go  back  to  my  village  and  say  to  all,  *My  hopes 
were  self-conceit,  and  my  intellect  a  delusion!'  I  cannot. 
Neither  in  this  sordid  city  can  I  turn  menial  or  porter.  I 
might  be  born  to  that  drudgery,  but  my  mind  has,  it  may 
be  unhappily,  raised  me  above  my  birth.  What,  then, 
shall  I  do?  I  know  not  yet — serve  as  a  soldier,  or  push 
my  way  to  some  wilderness  afar,  as  an  emigrant,  perhaps. 
But  whatever  my  choice,  I  must  henceforth  be  alone;  I 
have  a  home  no   more.     But  there  is   a  home  for  you, 
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Helen,  a  very  humble  one  (for  you,  too,  so  well  born),  but 
very  safe — the  roof  of — of — my  peasant  mother.  She  will 
love  you  for  uiy  sake,  and — and " 

Helen  clung  to  him  ti-embling,  and  sobbed  out,  "  Any- 
thing, anything  you  will.  But  I  can  work;  I  can  make 
money,  Leonard.  I  do,  indeed,  make  money — ^you  do  not 
know  how  much — but  enough  for  us  both  till  better  times 
come  to  you.     Do  not  let  us  part." 

"  And  I — a  man,  and  born  to  labour,  to  l)e  maintained 
by  the  work  of  an  infant!  No,  Helen,  do  not  so  degrade 
me." 

She  drew  back  as  she  looked  on  his  flushed  brow,  bowed 
her  head  submissively,  and  murmured,  **  Pardon." 

"Ah!"  said  Helen,  after  a  pause,  "if  now  we  could  but 
find  my  poor  father' s  friend !  I  never  so  much  cared  for  it 
before. " 

"  Yes,  he  would  surely  provide  for  you." 

"For  meP^  repeated  Helen,  in  atone  of  soft  deep  re- 
proach, and  she  turned  away  her  head  to  conceal  her  tears. 

"  You  are  sure  you  would  remember  him,  if  we  met  him 
by  chance?" 

"  Oh  yes.  He  was  so  different  from .  all  we  see  in  this 
terrible  city,  and  his  eyes  were  like  yonder  stars,  so  clear 
and  so  bright ;  yet  the  light  seemed  to  come  from  afar  off, 
as  the  light  does  in  yours,  when  your  thoughts  are  away 
from  all  things  round  you.  And  then,  too,  his  dog,  whom 
he  called  Nero — I  could  not  forget  that." 

"  But  his  dog  may  not  be  always  with  him." 

"But  the  bright  clear  eyes  are!  Ah,  now  you  look  up 
to  heaven,  and  yours  seem  to  dream  like  his. " 

Leonard  did  not  answer,  for  his  thoughts  were  indeed 
less  on  earth  than  struggling  to  pierce  into  that  remote  and 
mysterious  heaven. 

Both  were  silent  long;  the  crowd  passed  them  by  un- 
heedingly.  Night  deepened  over  the  river,  but  the  reflec- 
tion of  the  lamp-lights  on  its  waves  was  more  visible  than 
that  of  the  stars.     The  beams  showed  the  darkness  of  the 


OR,  VARIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  LIFE.  143 

strong  current,  and  the  craft  that  lay  eastward  on  the  tide, 
with  sail-less  spectral  luasts  and  black  dismal  hulks,  looked 
death-like  in  their  stillness. 

Leonard  looked  down,  and  the  thought  of  Chatterton's 
grim  suicide  came  back  to  his  soul ;  and  a  pale,  scornful 
face,  with  luminous  haunting  eyes,  seemed  to  look  uj)  from 
the  stream,  and  murmur  from  livid  lips,  "  Struggle  no 
more  against  the  tides  on  the  surface — all  is  calm  and  rest 
within  the  deep." 

Starting  in  terror  from  the  gloom  of  his  reverie,  the  lx)y 
b^an  to  talk  fast  to  Helen,  and  tried  to  soothe  her  with 
descriptions  of  the  lowly  home  which  he  had  offered. 

He  spoke  of  the  light  cares  which  she  would  participate 
with  his  mother  (for  by  that  name  he  still  called  the  widow), 
and  dwelt,  with  an  eloquence  that  the  contrast  round  him 
made  sincere  and  strong,  on  the  happy  rural  life,  the 
shadowy  woodlands,  the  rippling  corntields,  the  solenm 
lone  church-spire  soaring  from  the  tranquil  landscape. 
^Flatteringly  he  painted  the  flowery  terraces  of  the  Italian 
exile,  and  the  playful  fountain  that,  even  as  he  spoke,  was 
flinging  up  its  spray  to  the  stars,  through  serene  air  un- 
troubled by  the  smoke  of  cities,  and  untainted  by  the  sinful 
sighs  of  men.  He  promised  her  the  love  and  protection  of 
natures  akin  to  the  happy  scene :  the  simple,  affectionate 
mother — the  gentle  pastor — the  exile  wise  and  kind — Vio- 
lante,  with  dark  eyes  full  of  the  mystic  thoughts  that  soli- 
tude calls  from  childhood, — Violante  should  be  her  com- 
panion. 

"And,  oh!"  cried  Helen,  "if  life  be  thus  happy  there, 
return  with  me,  return — return!" 

"Alas!"  murmured  the  boy,  "if  bhe  hammer  once  strike 
the  spark  from  the  anvil,  the  spark  must  fly  upward ;  it 
cannot  fall  back  to  earth  until  light  has  left  it.  Upward 
still,  Helen— let  me  go  upward  still!" 
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CHAPTER   XV. 

The  next  morning  Helen  was  very  ill — so  ill  that,  short- 
ly after  rising,  she  was  forced  to  creep  back  to  bed.  Her 
frame  shivered — her  eyes  were  heavy — her  hand  burned 
like  lire.  Fever  had  set  in.  Perhaps  she  might  have 
caught  cold  on  the  bridge — perhaps  her  emotions  had  proved 
too  much  for  her  frame.  Leonard,  in  great  alarm,  called' 
in  the  nearest  apothecary.  The  apothecary  looked  grave, 
and  said  there  was  danger.  And  danger  soon  declared  it- 
self— Helen  became  delirious.  For  several  days  she  lay  in 
this  state,  between  life  and  death.  Leonard  then  felt  that 
all  the  sorrow  of  earth  are  light,  compared  with  the  fear  of 
losing  what  we  love.  How  valueless  the  envied  laurel 
seemed  beside  the  dying  rose! 

Thanks,  perhaps,  more  to  his  heed  and  tending  than  to 
medical  skill,  she  recovered  sense  at  last — immediate  peril 
was  over.  But  she  was  very  weak  and  reduced — her  ulti- 
mate recovery  doubtful — convalescence,  at  best,  likely  to 
be  very  slow. 

But  when  she  learned  how  long  she  had  been  thus  ill, 
she  looked  anxiously  at  Leonard's  face  as  he  bent  over  her, 
and  faltered  forth, — "Give  me  my  work;  I  am  strong 
enough  for  that  now — it  would  amuse  me." 

Leonard  burst  into  tears. 

Alas!  he  had  no  work  himself;  all  their  joint  money  had 
melted  away.  The  apothecary  was  not  like  good  Doctor 
Morgan;  the  medicines  were  to  be  paid  for — and  the  rent. 
Two  days  before,  Leonard  had  pawned  Riccabocca's  watch; 
and  when  the  last  shilling  thus  raised  was  gone,  how  should 
he  support  Helen?  Nevertheless  he  conquered  his  tears, 
and  assured  her  that  he  had  employment;  and  that  so 
earnestly  that  she  believed  him,  and  sank  into  soft  sleep. 
He  listened  to  her  breathing,  kissed  her  forehead,  and  left 
the  room.     He  turned  into  his  own  neighbouring  garret. 
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and^   leaning   his  face  on  his    hands,   collected  all  his 
thoughts. 

He  must  be  a  beggar  at  last.  He  must  write  to  Mr. 
Dale  for  money — Mr.  Dale,  too,  who  knew  the  secret  of  his 
birth!  He  would  rather  have  begged  of  a  stranger — it 
seemed  to  add  a  new  dishonour  to  his  mother' s  memory  for 
the  child  to  beg  of  one  who  was  acquainted  with  her  shame. 
Had  he  himself  been  the  only  one  to  want  and  to  starve, 
he  woidd  have  sunk  inch  by  inch  into  the  grave  of  famine, 
before  he  would  have  so  subdued  his  pride.  But  Helen, 
there  on  that  bed — Helen  needing,  for  weeks  perhaps,  all 
support,  and  illness  making  luxuries  themselves  like  neces- 
saries !  Beg  he  must.  And  when  he  so  resolved,  had  you 
but  seen  the  proud,  bitter  soul  he  conquered,  you  would 
have  said  "  This,  which  he  thinks  is  degradation — this  is 
heroism."  Oh  strange  human  heart!  no  epic  ever  written 
achieves  the  Sublime  and  the  Beautiful  which  are  graven, 
unread  by  human  eye,  in  thy  secret  leaves.  Of  whom  else 
should  he  beg?  His  mother  had  nothing,  Kiccabocca  was 
poor,  and  the  stately  Violante,  who  had  exclaimed,  "  Would 
that  I  were  a  man!" — he  could  not  endure  the  thought  that 
she  should  pity  him  and  despise.  The  Avenels!  No — 
thrice  No.  He  drew  towards  him  hastily  ink  and  paper, 
and  wrote  rapid  lines  that  were  wrung  from  him  as  from 
the  bleeding  strings  of  life. 

But  the  hour  for  the  post  had  passed — the  letter  must 
wait  till  the  next  day ;  and  three  days  at  least  would  elapse 
before  he  could  receive  an  answer.  He  left  the  letter  on 
the  table,  and,  stifling  as  for  air,  went  forth.  He  crossed 
the  bridge — he  passed  on  mechanically — and  was  borne 
along  by  a  crowd  pressing  towards  the  doors  of  Parliament. 

A  debate  that  excited  popular  interest  was  fixed  for  that 
eveniag,  and  many  bystanders  collected  in  the  street  to  see 
the  members  pass  to  and  fro,  or  hear  what  speakers  had 
yet  risen  to  take  part  in  the  debate,  or  try  to  get  orders  for 
the  gallery. 

He  halted  amidst  these  loiterers,  with  no  interest,  in- 
2—10 
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deed,  in  common  with  them,  but  looking  over  their  heads 
abstractedly  towards  the  tall  Funeral  Abbey — imperial 
Golgotha  of  Poets,  and  Chiefs,  and  Kings. 

Suddenly  his  attention  was  diverted  to  those  around  by 
the  soimd  of  a  name — displeasingly  known  to  him.  "  How 
are  you,  Randal  Leslie? — coming  to  hear  the  debate?"  said 
a  member,  who  was  passing  through  the  street. 

"Yes;  Mr.  Egerton  promised  to  get  me  imder  the  gal- 
lery. He  is  to  speak  himself  to-night,  and  I  have  never 
heard  him.  As  you  are  going  into  the  House,  will  you 
remind  liim  of  his  promise  to  me?" 

'*  I  can't  now,  for  he  is  speaking  already — and  well  too. 
I  hurried  from  the  Athenaeum,  where  I  was  dining,  on  pur- 
pose to  be  in  time,  as  I  heard  that  his  speech  was  making 
a  great  effect." 

*^This  is  very  unlucky,"  said  Randal.  "I  had  no  idea 
he  would  speak  so  early." 

"  C brought  him  up  by  a  direct  personal  attack.     But 

follow  me;  perhaps  I  can  get  you  into  the  House;  and  a 
man  like  you,  Leslie,  from  whom  we  expect  great  things 
some  day,  I  can  tell  you,  should  not  miss  any  such  oppor- 
tunity of  knowing  what  this  House  of  ours  is  on  a  field- 
night.     Come  on!" 

The  member  hurried  towards  the  door;  and  as  Randal 
followed  him,  a  bystander  cried  "  That  is  the  young  man 
who  wrote  the  famous  pamphlet — Egerton's  relation." 

"Oh,  indeed!"  said  another.  *' Clever  man,  Egerton — 
I  am  waiting  for  him." 

^^  So  am  I." 

"  Why,  you  are  not  a  constituent  as  I  am." 

"  No ;  but  he  has  been  very  kind  to  my  nephew,  and  I 
must  thank  him.  You  are  a  constituent — he  is  an  honour 
to  your  town." 

"  So  he  is:  enlightened  man!" 

"And  so  generous!" 

"Brings  forward  really  good  measures,'"  quoth  the  poli- 
tician. 
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"And  clever  young  men,"  said  the  uncle. 

Therewith  one  or  two  others  joined  in  the  praise  of  Aud- 
ley  Egerton,  and  many  anecdotes  of  his  liberality  were 
told. 

Leonard  listened  at  first  listlessly,  at  last  with  thought- 
ful attention.  He  had  heard  Burley,  too,  speak  highly  of 
this  generous  statesman,  who,  without  pretending  to  genius 
himself,  appreciated  it  in  others.  He  suddenly  remem- 
bered, too,  that  Egerton  was  half-brother  to  the  Squire. 
Vague  notions  of  some  appeal  to  this  eminent  person,  not 
for  charity,  but  employment  to  his  mind,  gleamed  across 
him — inexperienced  boy  that  he  yet  was !  And,  while  thus 
meditating,  the  door  of  the  House  opened  and  out  came 
Audley  Egerton  himself.  A  partial  cheering,  followed  by 
a  general  murmur,  apprised  Leonard  of  the  presence  of 
the  popular  statesman.  Egerton  was  caught  hold  of  by 
some  five  or  six  persons  in  succession ;  a  shake  of  the  hand, 
a  nod,  a  brief  whispered  word  or  two,  sufficed  the  practised 
member  for  graceful  escape ;  and  soon,  free  from  the  crowd, 
his  tall,  erect  figure  passed  on,  and  turned  towards  the 
bridge.  He  paused  at  the  angle  and  took  out  his  watch, 
looking  at  it  by  the  lamp-light. 

"Harley  will  be  here  soon,"  he  muttered — "he  is  always 
punctual;  and  now  that  I  have  spoken,  I  can  give  him  an 
hour  or  so.     That  is  well." 

As  he  replaced  his  watch  in  his  pocket  and  rebuttoned 
his  coat  over  his  firm,  broad  chest,  he  lifted  his  eyes,  and 
saw  a  young  man  standing  before  him. 

"  Do  you  want  me?"  asked  the  statesman,  with  the  direct 
brevity  of  his  practical  character. 

"Mr.  Egerton,"  said  the  young  man,  with  a  voice  that 
slightly  trembled  and  yet  was  manly  amidst  emotion,  "  you 
have  a  great  name  and  great  power — I  stand  here  in  these 
streets  of  London  without  a  friend,  and  without  employ- 
ment. I  believe  that  I  have  it  in  me  to  do  some  nobler 
work  than  that  of  bodily  labour,  had  I  but  one  friend — one 
opening  for  my  thoughts.     And  now  I  have  said  this,  I 
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scarcely  know  how,  or  why,  but  from  despair,  and  the 
sudden  impulse  which  that  despair  took  from  the  praise 
that  follows  your  success — 1  have  nothing  more  to  add." 

Audley  Egerton  was  silent  for  a  moment,  struck  by  the 
tone  and  address  of  the  stranger ;  but  the  consummate  and 
wary  man  of  the  world,  accustomed  to  all  manner  of  strange 
ai)plications,  and  all  varieties  of  imposture,  quickly  re- 
covered from  a  passing  and  slight  effect. 

"  Are  you  a  native  of ?"  (naming  the  town  which  the 

statesman  represented). 

"No,  sir." 

"  Well,  yoimg  man,  I  am  very  sorry  for  you;  but  the  good 
sense  you  must  possess  (for  I  judge  of  that  by  the  education 
you  have  evidently  received)  must  tell  you  that  a  public 
man,  whatever  be  his  patronage,  has  it  too  fully  absorbed 
by  claimants  who  have  a  right  to  demand  it,  to  be  able  to 
listen  to  strangers." 

He  paused  a  moment,  and,  as  Leonard  stood  silent, 
added  with  more  kindness  than  most  public  men  so  accosted 
would  have  showed : 

•*  You  say  you  are  friendless ;— poor  fellow !  In  early  life 
that  happens  to  many  of  us,  who  find  friends  enough  before 
the  close.  Be  honest  and  well-conducted :  lean  on  your- 
self, not  on  strangers;  work  with  the  body  if  you  can't 
with  the  mind;  and,  believe  me,  that  advice  is  all  I  can 
give  you,  unless  this  trifle, " — and  the  minister  held  out  a 
crown-piece. 

Leonard  bowed,  shook  his  head  sadly,  and  walked  away. 
Egerton  looked  after  him  with  a  slight  pang. 

"Pooh!"  said  he  to  himself,  "there  must  be  thousands 
in  the  same  state  in  these  streets  of  London.  I  cannot  re- 
dress the  necessities  of  civilisation.  Well  educated!  It  is 
not  from  ignorance  henceforth  that  society  will  suffer — it 
is  from  over -educating  the  hungry  thousands  who,  thus  un- 
fitted for  manual  toil,  and  with  no  career  for  mental,  will 
some  day  or  other  stand  like  that  boy  in  our  streets,  and 
puzzle  wiser  ministers  than  I  am." 
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As  Egerton  thus  mused,  and  passed  on  to  the  bridge,  a 
bugle-horn  rang  merrily  from  the  box  of  a  gay  four-in- 
hand.  A  drag-coach  with  superb  blood-horses  rattled  over 
the  causeway,  and  in  the  driver  Egerton  recognised  his 
nephew — ^ Frank  Hazeldean. 

The  young  Guardsman  was  returning  with  a  lively  party 
of  men,  from  dining  at  Greenwich ;  and  the  careless  laugh- 
ter of  these  children  of  pleasure  floated  far  over  the  still 
river;  it  vexed  the  ear  of  the  careworn  statesman — sad, 
perhaps,  with  all  his  greatness,  lonely  amidst  all  his  crowd 
of  friends.  It  reminded  him,  perhaps,  of  his  own  youth, 
when  such  parties  and  companionships  were  familiar  to 
him,  though  through  them  all  he  had  borne  an  ambitious, 
aspiring  soul — "Xe  jeu  vaiU-il  la  chandelle?'^  said  he, 
shrugging  his  shoulders. 

The  coach  rolled  rapidly  past  Leonard,  as  he  stood  lean- 
ing against  the  corner  of  the  bridge,  and  the  mire  of  the 
kennel  splashed  over  him  from  the  hoofs  of  the  fiery  horses. 
The  laughter  smote  on  his  ear  more  discordantly  than  on 
the  minister's,  but  it  begot  no  envy. 

"  Life  is  a  dark  riddle, "  said  he,  smiting  his  breast. 

And  he  walked  slowly  on,  gained  the  recess  where  he 
had  stood  several  nights  before  with  Helen,  and,  dizzy  with 
want  of  food,  and  worn  out  for  want  of  sleep,  he  sank  down 
into  the  dark  corner ;  while  the  river  that  rolled  under  the 
arch  of  stone  muttered  dirge-like  in  his  ear — as  under  the 
social  key-stone  wails  and  rolls  on  for  ever  the  mystery  of 
Human  Discontent.  Take  comfort,  0  Thinker  by  the 
stream!  'Tis  the  river  that  foimded  and  gave  pomp  to  the 
city;  and,  without  the  discontent,  where  were  progress? — 
what  were  Man?  Take  comfort,  O  Thinker! — wherever 
the  stream  over  which  thou  bendest,  or  beside  which  thou 
sinkest,  weary  and  desolate,  frets  the  arch  that  supports 
thee; — never  dream  that,  by  destroying  the  bridge,  thou  can 
silence  the  moan  of  the  wave ! 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Before  a  table,  in  the  apartments  appropriated  to  him 
in  his  father's  house  at  Knightsbridge,  sat  Lord  L'Estrange, 
sorting  or  destroying  letters  and  papers — an  ordinary  symp- 
tom of  change  of  residence.  There  are  certain  trifles  by 
which  a  shrewd  observer  may  judge  of  a  man's  disposition. 
Thus,  ranged  on  the  table,  with  some  elegance,  but  with 
soldier-like  precision,  were  simdry  little  relics  of  former 
'  days,  hallowed  by  some  sentiment  of  memory  or  perhaps  en- 
deared solely  by  custom ;  which,  whether  he  was  in  Egypt, 
Italy,  or  England,  always  made  part  of  the  furniture  of 
Hurley's  room.  Even  the  small,  old-fashioned,  and  some- 
what inconvenient  inkstand  into  which  he  dipped  the  pen 
as  he  labelled  the  letters  he  put  aside,  belonged  to  the 
writing-desk  which  had  been  his  pride  as  a  schoolboy. 
Even  the  books  that  lay  scattered  round  were  not  new 
works,  not  those  to  which  we  turn  to  satisfy  the  curiosity 
of  an  hour,  or  to  distract  our  graver  thoughts;  they  were 
chiefly  either  Latin  or  Italian  poets,  with  many  a  pencil- 
mark  on  the  margin;  or  books  which,  making  severe  de- 
mand on  thought,  require  slow  and  frequent  perusal,  and 
become  companions.  Somehow  or  other,  in  remarking  that 
even  in  dumb,  inanimate  things  the  man  was  averse  to 
change,  and  had  the  habit  of  attaching  himself  to  whatever 
was  connected  with  old  associations,  you  might  guess  that 
he  clung  with  pertinacity  to  affections  more  important,  and 
you  could  better  comprehend  the  freshness  of  his  friendship 
for  one  so  dissimilar  in  pursuits  and  character  as  Audley 
Egerton.  An  affection  once  admitted  into  the  heart  of 
Harley  L' Estrange  seemed  never  to  be  questioned  or  rea- 
soned with;  it  became  tacitly  fixed,  as  it  were,  into  his 
own  nature ;  and  little  less  than  a  revolution  of  his  whole 
system  could  dislodge  or  disturb  it. 

Lord  L'Estrange's  hand  rested  now  upon  a  letter  in  a 
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stijG^  legible  Italian  character,  and  instead  of  disposing  of 
it  at  once  as  he  had  done  with  the  rest,  he  spread  it  before 
him,  and  re-read  the  contents.  It  was  a  letter  from  Kicca- 
bocca^  received  a  few  weeks  since,  and  ran  thus : 

•   Letter  from  Signor  Riccabocca  to  Lord  U  Estrange, 

"I  thank  you,  my  noble  friend,  for  judging  of  me  with 
faith  in  my  honour,  and  respect  for  my  reverses. 

"  No,  and  thrice  no,  to  all  concessions,  all  overtures,  all 
treaty  with  Giulio  Franzini.  I  write  the  name,  and  my 
emotions  choke  me.  I  must  pause,  and  cool  back  into  dis- 
dain. It  is  over.  Pass  from  that  subject.  But  you  have 
alarmed  me.  This  sister !  I  have  not  seen  her  since  her 
childhood;  but  she  was  brought  up  under  his  influence — 
she  can  but  work  as  his  agent.  She  wished  to  learn  my 
residence !  It  can  be  but  for  some  hostile  and  malignant 
purpose.  1  may  trust  in  you — I  know  that.  You  say  I 
may  trust  equally  in  the  discretion  of  your  friend.  Pardon 
me — my  confidence  is  not  so  elastic.  A  word  may  give 
the  clue  to  my  retreat.  But,  if  discovered,  what  harm  can 
ensue?  An  English  roof  protects  me  from  Austrian  des- 
potism: true;  but  not  the  brazen  tower  of  Danae  could 
protect  me  from  Italian  craft.  And,  were  there  nothing 
worse,  it  would  be  intolerable  to  me  to  live  under  the  eyes 
of  a  relentless  spy.  Truly  saith  our  proverb,  *He  sleeps 
ill  for  whom  the  enemy  wakes.'  Look  you,  my  friend,  I 
have  done  with  my  old  life — I  wish  to  cast  it  from  me  as  a 
snake  its  skin.  I  have  denied  myself  all  that  exiles  deem 
consolation.  No  pity  for  misfortune,  no  messages  from 
sympathising  friendship,  no  news  from  a  lost  and  bereaved 
country  follow  me  to  my  hearth  under  the  skies  of  the 
stranger.  From  all  these  I  have  voluntarily  cut  myself  oft". 
I  am  as  dead  to  the  life  I  once  lived  as  if  the  Styx  rolled 
between  it  and  me.  With  that  sternness  which  is  admis- 
sible only  to  the  afflicted,  I  have  denied  myself  even  the 
consolation  of  your  visits.     I  have  told  you  fairly  and 
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simply  that  your  presence  would  unsettle  all  my  enforced 
and  infirm  philosophy,  and  remind  me  only  of  the  past, 
which  I  seek  to  blot  from  remembrance.  You  have  com- 
plied on  the  one  condition,  that  whenever  I  really  want 
your  aid  I  will  ask  it;  and,  meanwhile,  you  have  generous- 
ly sought  to  obtain  me  justice  from  the  cabinets  of  ministers 
and  in  the  courts  of  kings.  I  did  not  refuse  your  heart 
this  luxury;  for  I  have  a  child — (Ah!  I  have  taught  that 
child  already  to  revere  your  name,  and  in  her  prayers  it  is 
not  forgotten) .  But  now  that  you  are  convinced  that  even 
your  zeal  is  unavailing,  I  ask  you  to  discontinue  attempts 
which  may  but  bring  the  spy  upon  my  track,  and  involve  me 
in  new  misfortunes.  Believe  me,  O  brilliant  Englishman, 
that  I  am  satisfied  and  contented  with  my  lot.  I  am  sure 
it  would  not  be  for  my  happiness  to  change  it,  *Chi  non 
ha  provato  il  male  non  conosce  il  bene.'  (One  does  not 
know  when  one  is  well  off  till  one  has  known  misfortime.) 
You  ask  me  how  I  live — I  answer,  alia  yiornata  (to  the 
day) — not  for  the  morrow,  as  I  did  once.  I  have  accus- 
tomed myself  to  the  calm  existence  of  a  village.  I  take 
interest  in  its  details.  There  is  my  wife,  good  creature, 
sitting  opposite  to  me,  never  asking  what  I  write,  or  to 
whom,  but  ready  to  throw  aside  her  work  and  talk  the  mo- 
ment the  pen  is  out  of  my  hand.  Talk — and  what  about? 
Heaven  knows!  But  I  would  rather  hear  that  talk,  though 
on  the  affairs  of  a  hamlet,  than  babble  again  with  recreant 
nobles  and  blundering  professors  about  commonwealths  and 
constitutions.  When  I  want  to  see  how  little  those  last 
influence  the  happiness  of  wise  men,  have  I  not  Machiavelli 
and  Thucydides?  Then,  by  and  by,  the  Parson  will  drop 
in,  and  we  argue.  He  never  knows  when  he  is  beaten,  so 
the  argument  is  everlasting.  On  fine  days  I  ramble  out  by 
a  winding  rill  with  my  Violante,  or  stroll  to  my  friend  the 
Squire's,  and  see  how  healthful  a  thing  is  true  pleasure; 
and  on  wet  days  I  shut  myself  up,  and  mope,  perhaps,  till, 
hark!  a  gentle  tap  at  the  door,  and  in  comes  Violante,  with 
her  dark  eyes,  that  shine  out  through  reproachful  tears — 
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reproachful  that  I  should  mourn  alone,  ^hile  she  is  under 
my  roof — so  she  puts  her  arms  roimd  me,  and  in  five 
minutes  all  is  sunshine  within.  What  care  we  for  your 
English  grey  clouds  without? 

"  Leave  me,  my  dear  Lord, — leave  me  to  this  quiet  happy 
passage  towards  old  age,  serener  than  the  youth  that  I 
wasted  so  wildly :  and  guai-d  well  the  secret  on  which  lay 
happinesiS  depends. 

"Now  to  yourself,  before  I  close.  Of  that  same  yourself 
you  speak  too  little,  as  of  me  too  much,  l^ut  I  so  well 
comprehend  the  profound  melancholy  that  lies  underneath 
the  wild  and  fanciful  humour  with  which  you  but  suggest, 
as  m  sport,  what  you  feel  so  in  earnest.  The  laborious 
solitude  of  cities  weighs  on  you.  You  are  flying  back  to 
the  dolce  far  niente — to  friends  few,  but  intimate;  to  life 
monotonous,  but  unrestrained ;  and  even  there  the  sense  of 
loneliness  will  again  seize  upon  you;  and  you  do  not  seek, 
as  I  do,  the  annihilation  of  memory ;  your  dead  passions 
are  turned  to  ghosts  that  haunt  you,  and  unfit  you  for  the 
living  world.  I  see  it  all — I  see  it  still,  in  your  hurried 
fantastic  lines,  as  I  saw  it  when  we  two  sat  amidst  the 
pines  and  beheld  the  blue  lake  stretched  below ; — I  troubled 
by  the  shadow  of  the  Future,  you  disturbed  by  that  of  the 
Past. 

"Well,  but  you  say,  half  seriously,  half  in  jest,  *I  tcill 
escape  from  this  prison-house  of  memory ;  I  will  form  new 
ties,  like  other  men,  and  before  it  be  too  late,  I  iciU  many — 
Ay,  but  I  must  love — there  is  the  difficulty' — difficulty — 
yes,  and  Heaven  be  thanked  for  it!  Recall  all  the  un- 
happy marriages  that  have  come  to  your  knowledge — pray 
have  not  eighteen  out  of  twenty  been  marriages  for  Love? 
It  always  has  been  so,  and  it  always  will.  Because,  when- 
ever we  love  deeply,  we  exact  so  much  and  forgive  so  little. 
Be  content  to  find  some  one  with  whom  your  hearth  and 
your  honour  are  safe.  You  will  grow  to  love  what  never 
wounds  your  heart — you  will  soon  grow  out  of  love  with 
what  must  always  disappoint  your  imagination.     Cospetto  ! 
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I  wish  my  Jemima  had  a  younger  sister  for  you.  Yet  it 
was  with  a  deep  groan  that  I  settled  myself  to  a — Jemima. 

"  Now,  I  have  written  you  a  long  letter,  to  prove  how 
little  1  need  of  your  compassion  or  your  zeal.  Once  more 
let  there  be  long  silence  between  us.  It  is  not  easy  for  me 
to  correspond  with  a  man  of  your  rank,  and  not  incur  the 
curious  gossip  of  my  still  little  pool  of  a  world  which  the 
splash  of  a  pebble  can  break  into  circles.  I  must  take  this 
over  to  a  post-town  some  ten  miles  off,  and  drop  it  into  the 
box  by  stealth. 

"  Adieu,  dear  and  noble  friend,  gentlest  heart  and  sub- 
tlest fancy  that  I  have  met  in  my  walk  through  life. 
Adieu.  Write  me  word  when  you  have  abandoned  a  day- 
dream and  found  a  Jemima.  Alphonso. 

"P.aS^. — For  Heaven's  sake,  caution  and  recaution  your 
friend  the  minister  not  to  drop  a  word  to  this  woman  that 
may  betray  my  hiding-place." 

"Is  he  really  happy?"  murmured  Harley,  as  he  closed 
the  letter ;  and  he  sank  for  a  few  moments  into  a  reverie. 

"  This  life  in  a  village — this  wife  in  a  lady  who  puts 
dawn  her  work  to  talk  about  villagers — what  a  contrast  to 
Audley's  full  existence!  And  I  cannot  envy  nor  compre- 
hend either — yet  my  own  existence — what  is  it?" 

He  rose,  and  moved  towards  the  window,  from  which  a 
rustic  stair  descended  to  a  green  lawn — studded  with  larger 
trees  than  are  often  found  in  the  grounds  of  a  suburban 
residence.  There  were  calm  and  coolness  in  the  sight,  and 
one  could  scarcely  have  supposed  that  London  lay  so  near. 

The  door  opened  softly,  and  a  lady  past  middle  age  en- 
tered ;  and,  approaching  Harley,  as  he  still  stood  musing  by 
the  window,  laid  her  hand  on  his  shoulder.  What  charac- 
ter there  is  in  a  hand !  Hers  was  a  hand  that  Titian  would 
have  painted  with  elaborate  care!  Thin,  white  and  deli- 
cate— with  the  blue  veins  raised  from  the  surface.  Yet 
there  was  something  more  than  mere  patrician  elegance  in 
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the  form  and  texture.  A  true  physiologist  would  have  said 
at  oncei  "  There  are  intellect  and  pride  in  that  hand,  which 
seems  to  fix  a  hold  where  it  i*ests;  and,  lying  so  lightly,  yet 
will  not  be  as  lightly  shaken  off." 

"Harley,"  said  the  lady — and  Harley  turned — "you  do 
not  deceive  me  by  that  smile,"  she  continued,  sadly;  "you 
were  not  smiling  when  I  entered." 

"  It  is  rarely  that  we  smile  to  ourselves,  my  deai*  mother ; 
and  I  have  done  nothing  lately  so  foolish  as  to  cause  me  to 
smile  at  mvself." 

"My  son,"  said  Lady  Lansmere,  somewhat  abruptly,  but 
with  great  earnestness,  "  you  come  from  a  line  of  illustrious 
ancestors;  and  methinks  they  ask  from  their  tombs  why 
the  last  of  their  race  has  no  aim  and  no  object — no  inter- 
est— no  home  in  the  land  which  they  served,  and  which 
rewarded  them  with  its  honoiu-s. " 

"Mother,"  said  the  soldier,  simj)ly,  "when  the  land  was 
in  danger  I  served  it  as  my  forefathers  served — and  my 
answer  would  be  the  scars  on  my  breast. " 

"  Is  it  only  in  danger  that  a  country  is  served — only  in 
war  that  duty  is  fulfilled?  Do  you  think  that  your  father, 
in  his  plain,  manly  life  of  coimtry  gentleman,  does  not  ful- 
fil, though  perhaps  too  obscurely,  the  objects  for  which 
aristocracy  is  created,  and  wealth  is  bestowed?" 

"Doubtless  he  does,  ma'am — and  better  than  his  vagrant 
son  ever  can." 

"  Yet  his  vagrant  son  has  received  such  gifts  from  nature — 
his  youth  was  so  rich  in  promise — his  boyhood  so  glowed  at 
the  dream  of  glory ! " 

"Ay,"  said  Harley,  very  softly,  "it  is  possible — and  all 
to  be  buried  in  a  single  grave." 

The  Countess  started,  and  drew  her  hand  from  Harley's 
shoulder. 

Lady  Lansmere' s  countenance  was  not  one  that  much 
varied  in  expression.  She  had  in  this,  as  in  her  cast  of 
feature,  little  resemblance  to  her  son. 

Her  features  were  slightly  aquiline — the  eyebrows  of 
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that  arch  which  gives  a  certain  majesty  to  the  aspect:  the 
lines  round  the  mouth  were  habitually  rigid  and  compressed. 
Her  face  was  that  of  one  who  had  gone  through  great  emo- 
tion and  subdued  it.  There  was  something  formal,  and 
even  ascetic,  in  the  character  of  her  beauty,  which  was  still 
considerable — in  her  air  and  in  her  dress.  She  might  have 
suggested  to  you  the  idea  of  some  Gothic  baroness  of  old, 
half  chatelaine,  half  abbess ;  you  would  see  at  a  glance  that 
she  did  not  live  in  the  light  world  around  her,  and  disdained 
its  fashion  and  its  mode  of  thought;  yet  with  all  this  rigid- 
ity it  was  still  the  face  of  the  woman  who  has  known  human 
ties  and  human  affections.  And  now,  as  she  gazed  long 
on  Harley's  quiet,  saddened  brow,  it  was  the  face  of  a 
mother. 

"A  single  grave,"  she  said,  after  along  pause.  "And 
you  were  then  but  a  boy,  Harley!  Can  such  a  memory 
influence  you  even  to  this  day?  It  is  scarcely  possible:  it 
does  not  seem  to  me  within  the  realities  of  man's  life — 
though  it  might  be  of  woman' s. " 

"I  believe,"  said  Harley,  half  soliloquising,  "that  I  have 
a  great  deal  of  the  woman  in  me.  Perhaps  men  who  live 
much  alone,  and  care  not  for  men' s  objects,  do  grow  tena- 
cious of  impressions,  as  your  sex  does.  But  oh,"  he  cried, 
aloud,  and  with  a  sudden  change  of  countenance,  "oh, 
the  hardest  and  the  coldest  man  would  have  felt  as  I  do,  had 
he  known  her — had  he  loved  her.  She  was  like  no  other 
woman  I  have  ever  met.  Bright  and  glorious  creature  of 
another  sphere !  She  descended  on  this  earth  and  darkened 
it  when  she  passed  away.  It  is  no  use  striving.  Mother, 
I  have  as  much  courage  as  our  steel-clad  fathers  ever  had. 
I  have  dared  in  battle  and  in  deserts — against  man  and  the 
wild  beast — against  the  storm  and  the  ocean — against  the 
rude  powers  of  Nature — dangers  as  dread  as  ever  pilgrim 
or  Crusader  rejoiced  to  brave.  But  courage  against  that 
one  memory!  no,  I  have  none!" 

"Harley,  Harley,  you  break  my  heart!"  cried  the  Coun- 
tess, clasping  her  hands. 
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^'It  is  astonishing,"  continued  her  son^  so  wrapped  in 
his  own  thoughts  that  he  did  not,  perhaps,  hear  her  outcry. 
"  Yes,  verily,  it  is  astonishing,  that  considering  tlie  thou- 
sands of  women  I  have  seen  and  spoken  with,  I  never  see 
a  face  like  hers — never  hear  a  voice  so  sweet.  And  all  this 
nniverse  of  life  cannot  afford  me  one  look  and  one  tone  that 
can  restore  me  to  man's  privilege — love.  Well,  well,  well, 
life  has  other  things  yet— Poetry  and  Art  live  still — still 
smiles  the  heaven  and  still  wave  the  trees.  Leave  me  to 
happiness  in  my  own  way." 

The  Countess  was  about  to  rej^ly,  when  the  door  was 
thrown  hastily  open,  and  Lord  Lansmere  walked  in. 

The  Earl  was  some  years  older  than  the  Countess,  but 
his  placid  face  showed  less  wear  and  tear — a  benevolent, 
kindly  face,  without  any  evidence  of  commanding  intellect, 
but  with  no  lack  of  sense  in  its  pleasant  lines.  His  form 
not  tall,  but  upright  and  with  an  air  of  consequence — a 
little  pompous,  but  good-humouredly  so.  The  pomposity 
of  the  Grand  Seigneur  who  has  lived  much  in  provinces — 
whose  will  has  been  rarely  disputed,  and  whose  importance 
has  been  so  felt  and  acknowledged  as  to  react  insensibly  on 
himself ; — an  excellent  man ;  but  when  you  glanced  towards 
the  high  brow  and  dark  eye  of  the  Countess,  you  marvelled 
a  little  how  the  two  had  come  together,  and,  according  to 
common  report,  lived  so  happily  in  the  imion. 

"Ho,  ho!  my  dear  Harley,"  cried  Lord  Lansmere,  rub- 
bing his  hands  with  an  appearance  of  much  satisfaction,  "  I 
have  just  been  paying  a  visit  to  the  Duchess." 

"  What  Duchess,  my  dear  father?" 

"Why,  your  mother's  first  cousin,  to  be  sure — the  Duch- 
ess of  Knaresborough,  whom,  to  oblige  me,  you  conde- 
scended to  call  upon ;  and  delighted  I  am  to  hear  that  you 
admire  Lady  Mary " 

"She  is  very  high-bred,  and  rather — high-nosed,"  an- 
swered Harley.  Then,  observing  that  his  mother  looked 
pained,  and  his  father  disconcerted,  he  added  seriously, 
"But  handsome  certainly." 
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"Well,  Harley,"  said  the  Earl,  recovering  himself,  "the 
Duchess,  taking  advantage  of  our  connection  to  speak  freely, 
has  intimated  to  me  that  Lady  Mary  has  been  no  less  struck 
with  yourself;  and,  to  come  to  the  point,  since  you  allow 
that  it  is  time  you  should  think  of  marrying,  I  do  not  know 
a  more  desirable  alliance.     What  do  you  say,  Katherine?" 

"  The  Duke  is  of  a  family  that  ranks  in  history  before 
the  Wars  of  the  Koses,"  said  Lady  Lansmere,  with  an  air 
of  deference  to  her  husband ;  "  and  there  has  never  been 
one  scandal  in  its  annals,  nor  one  blot  on  its  scutcheon. 
But  I  am  sure  my  dear  Lord  must  think  that  the  Duchess 
should  not  have  made  the  first  overture — even  to  a  friend 
and  a  kinsman?" 

"Why,  we  are  old-fashioned  people,"  said  the  Earl, 
rather  embarrassed,  "  and  the  Duchess  is  a  woman  of  the 
world." 

"Let  us  hope,"  said  the  Countess,  mildly,  "that  her 
daughter  is  not," 

"  I  would  not  marry  Lady  Mary,  if  all  the  rest  of  the 
female  sex  were  turned  into  apes,"  said  Lord  L' Estrange, 
with  deliberate  fervour. 

"Good  heavens!"  cried  the  Earl,  "what  extraordinary 
language  is  this?     And  pray  why,  sir?" 

Harley. — "  I  can't  say — there  is  no  why  in  these  cases. 
But  my  dear  father,  you  are  not  keeping  faith  with  me." 

Lord  Lansmere. — "How?" 

Harley. — "You  and  my  Lady,  here,  entreat  me  to 
marry — I  promise  to  do  my  best  to  obey  you ;  but  on  one 
condition — that  I  choose  for  myself,  and  take  my  time 
about  it.  Agreed  on  both  sides.  Whereon,  off  goes  your 
Lordship — actually  before  noon,  at  an  hour  when  no  lady, 
without  a  shudder,  could  think  of  cold  blonde  and  damp 
orange  flowers — off  goes  your  Lordship,  I  say,  and  commits 
poor  Lady  Mary  and  your  unworthy  son  to  a  mutual  ad- 
miration— which  neither  of  us  ever  felt.  Pardon  me,  my 
father — but  this  is  grave.  Again  let  me  claim  your  prom- 
ise— full  choice  for  myself,  and  no  reference  to  the  Wars 
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of  the  Boses.     What  War  of  the  Koses  like  that  between 
Modesty  and  Love  upon  the  cheek  of  the  virgin!" 

Lady  Lansmbre. — "Full  choice  for  yourself,  Harley : — 
80  be  it.  But  we,  too,  named  a  condition — did  we  not, 
Lansmere?" 

The  Earl  (puzzled).— "Eh— did  we?  Certainly  we 
did." 

Harley.— "What  was  it?'' 

Lady  Lansmeke. — "The  son  of  Lord  Lansmere  can  only 
many  the  daughter  of  a  gentleman. " 

The  Earl. — "Of  coiu-se — of  course." 

The  blood  rushed  over  Harley 's  fair  face,^and  then  as 
suddenly  left  it  pale. 

He  walked  away  to  the  window;  his  mother  followed 
him,  and  again  laid  her  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

"  You  were  cruel, "  said  he  gently,  and  in  a  whisper,  as 
he  winced  under  the  touch  of  the  hand.  Then  turning  to 
the  Earl,  who  was  gazing  at  him  in  blank  surprise — (it 
never  occurred  to  Lord  Lansmere  that  there  could  be  a 
doubt  of  his  son's  marrying  beneath  the  rank  modestly 
stated  by  the  Coimtess) — Harley  stretched  forth  his  hand, 
and  said,  in  his  soft  winning  tone :  "  You  have  ever  been 
most  gracious  to  me,  and  most  forbearing ;  it  is  but  just 
that  I  should  sacrifice  the  habits  of  an  egotist,  to  gratify  a 
wish  which  you  so  warmly  entertain.  I  agree  with  you, 
too,  that  our  race  should  not  close  in  me — Noblesse  oblige. 
But  you  know  I  was  ever  romantic;  and  I  must  love 
where  I  marry — or,  if  not  love,  I  must  feel  that  my  wife 
is  worthy  of  all  the  love  I  could  once  have  bestowed.  Now, 
as  to  the  vague  word  *  gentleman'  that  my  mother  employs — 
word  that  means  so  differently  on  different  iips— I  confess 
that  I  have  a  prejudice  against  young  ladies  brought  up  in 
the  'excellent  foppery  of  the  world,'  as  the  daughters  of 
gentlemen  of  our  rank  mostly  are.  I  crave,  therefore,  the 
most  liberal  interpretation  of  this  word  *  gentleman.'  And 
so  long  as  there  be  nothing  mean  or  sordid  in  the  birth, 
habits,  and  education  of  the  father  of  this  bride  to  be,  I 
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trust  you  will  both  agree  to  demand  nothing  more — neither 
titles  nor  pedigree." 

"  Titles,  no — assuredly,"  said  Lady  Lansmere ;  "  they  do 
not  make  gentlemen." 

"  Certainly  not, "  said  the  Earl,  "  many  of  our  best  fami- 
lies are  untitled." 

"Titles — no,"  repeated  Lady  Lansmere;  "but  ances- 
tors— yes." 

"Ah,  my  mother,"  said  Harley,  with  his  most  sad  and 
quiet  smile,  "  it  is  fated  that  we  shall  never  agree.  The 
first  of  our  race  is  ever  the  one  we  are  most  proud  of;  and 
pray,  what  ancestors  had  he?  Beauty,  virtue,  modesty, 
intellect — if  these  are  not  nobility  enough  for  a  man,  he  is 
a  slave  to  the  dead." 

With  these  words  Harley  took  up  his  hat  and  made 
towards  the  door. 

"  You  said  yourself,  ^Noblesse  oblige ^^  "  said  the  Countess, 
following  him  to  the  threshold ;  "  we  have  nothing  more  to 
add." 

Harley  slightly  shrugged  his  shoulders,  kissed  his 
mother's  hand;  whistled  to  Nero,  who  started  up  from  a 
doze  by  the  window,  and  went  his  way. 

"  Does  he  really  go  abroad  next  week?"  said  the  Earl. 

"So  he  says." 

"  I  am  afraid  there  is  no  chance  for  Lady  Mary,"  resumed 
Lord  Lansmere,  with  a  slight  but  melancholy  smile. 

"  She  has  not  intellect  enough  to  charm  him.  She  is  not 
worthy  of  Harley, "  said  the  proud  mother. 

"  Between  you  and  me,"  rejoined  the  Earl,  rather  timid- 
ly, "  I  don't  see  what  good  his  intellect  does  him.  He  could 
not  be  more  unsettled  and  useless  if  he  were  the  merest 
dunce  in  the  three  kingdoms.  And  so  ambitious  as  he  was 
when  a  boy!  Katherine,  I  sometimes  fancy  that  you 
know  what  changed  him." 

"  1 !  Nay,  my  dear  Lord,  it  is  a  common  change  enough 
with  the  young,  when  of  such  fortunes;  who  find,  when 
they  enter  life,  that  there  is  really  little  left  for  them  to 
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strive  for.  Had  Harley  been  a  poor  man's  son,  it  might 
have  been  different." 

"I  was  bom  to  the  same  fortunes  as  Harley,"  said  the 
Earl,  shrewdly,  "  and  yet  I  flatter  myself  I  am  of  some  use 
to  old  England. " 

The  Countess  seized  upon  the  occasion,  complimented 
her  Lord,  and  turned  the  subject. 


CHAPTER   XVII. 


Harley  spent  his  day  in  his  usual  desultory,  lounging 
manner — dined  in  his  quiet  comer  at  his  favourite  club — 
Nero,  not  admitted  into  the  club,  patiently  waited  for  him 
outside  the  door.  The  dinner  over,  dog  and  man,  equally 
indifferent  to  the  crowd,  sauntered  down  that  thoroughfare 
which,  to  the  few  who  can  comprehend  the  Poetry  of  Lon- 
don, has  association  of  glory  and  of  woe  sublime  as  any  that 
the  ruins  of  the  dead  elder  world  can  furnish — thoroughfare 
that  traverses  what  was  once  the  courtyard  of  Whitehall, 
having  to  its  left  the  site  of  the  palace  that  lodged  the 
royalty  of  Scotland — gains,  through  a  narrow  strait,  that 
old  isle  of  Thorney,  in  which  Edward  the  Confessor  re- 
ceived the  ominous  visit  of  the  Conqueror — and,  widening 
once  more  by  the  Abbey  and  the  Hall  of  Westminster,  then 
loses  itself,  like  all  memories  of  earthly  grandeur,  amidst 
humble  passages  and  mean  defiles. 

Thus  thought  Harley  L' Estrange — ever  less  amidst  the 
actual  world  aroiuid  him  than  the  images  invoked  by  his 
own  solitary  soul — as  he  gained  the  bridge,  and  saw  the 
dull,  lifeless  craft  sleeping  on  the  "  Silent  Way,"  once  loud 
and  glittering  with  the  gilded  barks  of  the  antique  Seig- 
norie  of  England. 

It  was  on  that  bridge  that  Audley  Egerton  had  appointed 
to  meet  L' Estrange,  at  an  hour  when  he  calculated  he  could 
2—11 
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best  steal  a  respite  from  debate.  For  Harley,  with  his 
fastidious  dislike  to  all  the  resorts  of  his  equals,  had 
declined  to  seek  his  friend  in  the  crowded  regions  of 
Bellamy's. 

Harley^  s  eye,  as  he  passed  along  the  bridge,  was  at- 
tracted by  a  still  form,  seated  on  the  stones  in  one  of  the 
nooks,  with  its  face  covered  by  its  hands.  "  If  I  were  a 
sculptor,"  said  he  to  himself,  "I  should  remember  that 
image  whenever  I  wished  to  convey  the  idea  of  De- 
sj)ondency  P^  He  lifted  his  looks  and  saw,  a  little  before 
him  in  the  midst  of  the  causeway,  the  firm  erect  figure  of 
Audley  Egerton.  The  moonlight  was  full  on  the  bronzed 
countenance  of  the  strong  public  man — with  its  lines  of 
thought  and  care,  and  its  vigorous  but  cold  expression  of 
intense  self-control. 

"And  looking  yonder,"  continued  Harley' s  soliloquy,  "  I 
should  remember  that  form,  when  I  wished  to  hew  out 
from  the  granite  the  idea  of  Undurance.'^ 

"  So  you  are  come,  and  punctually, "  said  Egerton,  link- 
ing his  arm  in  Harley's. 

Harley. — "Punctually,  of  course,  for  I  respect  your 
time,  and  I  will  not  detain  you  long.  I  presume  you  will 
speak  to-night?" 

E(iERTOx. — "I  have  spoken." 

Harley  (with  interest). — "And  well,  I  hope?" 

Egerton. — "With  effect,  I  suppose,  for  I  have  been 
loudly  cheered,  which  does  not  always  happen  to  me." 

Harley. — "And  that  gave  you  pleasure?" 

E(;ertox  (after  a  moment's  thought). — "No,  not  the 
least." 

Harley.  — "  What,  then,  attaches  you  so  much  to  this 
life — constant  drudgery,  constant  warfare — the  more  pleas- 
urable faculties  dormant,  all  the  harsher  ones  aroused,  if 
even  its  rewards  (and  I  tiake  the  best  of  those  to  be  ap- 
plause) do  not  please  you?" 

Egerton. — "  What?     Custom." 

Harley.  — "  Martyr. " 
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EOEBTON. — "You  say  it:  but  turn  to  yourself:  you  have 
decided,  then,  to  leave  England  next  week?'' 

Haeley  (moodily). — "  Yes.  This  life  in  a  capital,  where 
all  are  so  active,  myself  so  objectless,  preys  on  me  like  a 
low  fever.  Nothing  here  amuses  me,  nothing  interests, 
nothing  comforts  and  consoles.  But  I  am  resolved,  before  it 
be  too  late,  to  make  one  great  struggle  out  of  the  Past,  and 
into  the  natural  world  of  men.  In  a  word,  I  have  resolved 
to  marry." 

Egebton. — "  Whom?" 

Habley  (seriously). — "Upon  my  life,  my  dear  fellow, 
you  are  a  great  philosopher.  You  have  hit  the  exact  ques- 
tion. You  see  I  cannot  marry  a  dream ;  and  where,  out  of 
dreams  shall  I  find  this  *whom?'  " 

Egebton. — "  You  do  not  search  for  her." 

Habley. — "Do  we  ever  search  for  love?  Does  it  not 
flash  upon  us  when  we  least  expect  it?  Is  it  not  like  the 
inspiration  to  the  muse?  What  poet  sits  down  and  says, 
'I  will  write  a  poem'?  What  man  looks  out  and  says,  *I 
will  fall  in  love'  ?  No !  Happiness,  as  the  great  German 
tells  us,  *  falls  suddenly  from  the  bosom  of  the  gods;'  so 
does  love." 

Egertox. — "  You  remember  the  old  line  in  Horace :  *The 
tide  flows  away  while  the  boor  sits  on  the  margin  and  waits 
for  the  ford.' " 

Habley. — "An  idea  which  incidentally  dropped  from 
you  some  weeks  ago,  and  which  I  have  before  half-medi- 
tated, has  since  haunted  me.  If  I  could  but  find  some 
child  with  sweet  dispositions  and  fair  intellect  not  yet 
formed,  and  train  her  up  according  to  my  ideal.  I  am 
still  young  enough  to  wait  a  few  years.  And  meanwhile  I 
shall  have  gained  what  I  so  sadly  want — an  object  in  life." 

Egebton. — "You  are  ever  the  child  of  romance.  But 
what " 

Here  the  minister  was  internipted  by  a  messenger  from 
the  House  of  Commons,  whom  Audley  had  instructed  to 
seek  him  on  the  bridge  should  his  presence  be  required — 
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"  Sir,  the  Opposition  are  taking  advantage  of  the  thinness 

of  the  House  to  call  for  a  division.     Mr. is  put  up  to 

speak  for  time,  but  they  won't  hear  him." 

Egerton  turned  hastily  to  Lord  L' Estrange:  "You  see, 
you  must  excuse  me  now.  To-morrow  I  must  go  to  Wind- 
sor for  two  days:  but  we  shall  meet  on  my  return." 

"  It  does  not  matter,"  answered  Harley ;  "  I  stand  out  of 
the  pale  of  youi*  advice,  O  practical  man  of  sense.  And 
if,"  added  Harley,  with  affectionate  and  mournful  sweet- 
ness, "  if  I  weary  you  with  complaints  which  you  cannot 
understand,  it  is  only  because  of  old  schoolboy  habits. 
1  can  have  no  trouble  that  I  do  not  confide  to  you." 

Egerton' s  hand  trembled  as  it  pressed  his  friend's;  and, 
without  a  word,  he  hurried  away  abruptly.  Harley  re- 
mained motionless  for  some  seconds,  in  deep  and  quiet 
reverie ;  then  he  called  to  his  dog,  and  turned  back  towards 
Westminster. 

He  passed  the  nook  in  which  had  sat  the  still  figure  of 
Despondency.  But  the  figure  had  now  risen,  and  was 
leaning  against  the  balustrade.  The  dog,  who  preceded 
liis  master,  passed  by  the  solitary  form  and  sniffed  it  sus- 
piciously. 

"Nero,  sir,  come  here,"  said  Harley. 

"Nero,"  that  was  the  name  by  which  Helen  had  said 
that  her  father' s  friend  had  called  his  dog.  And  the  sound 
startled  Leonard  as  he  leant,  sick  at  heart,  against  the  stone. 
He  lifted  his  head  and  looked  wistfully,  eagerly  into  Har- 
ley's  face.  Those  eyes,  bright,  clear,  yet  so  strangely  deep 
and  absent,  which  Helen  had  described,  met  his  own,  and 
chained  them.  For  L'Estrange  halted  also;  the  boy's 
countenance  was  not  unfamiliar  to  him.  He  returned  the 
inquiring  look  fixed  on  his  own,  and  recognised  the  student 
by  the  book-stall. 

"The  dog  is  quite  harmless,  sir,"  said  L' Estrange,  with 
a  smile. 

"And  you  call  him  *Nero'?"  said  Leonard,  still  gazing 
on  the  stranger. 
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Harley  mistook  the  drift  of  the  question. 

"Nero,  sir  J  but  he  is  free  from  the  sanguinai'y  propensi- 
ties of  his  Bomau  namesake."  Harley  was  about  to  pass 
on,  when  Leonard  said,  falteringly : 

"Pai'don  me,  but  can  it  be  possible  that  you  are  one 
whom  I  have  sought  in  vain  on  behalf  of  the  child  of  Cap- 
tain Digby?" 

Harley  stopped  short.  "Digby!"  he  exclaimed,  "where 
is  he?  He  should  have  found  me  easily.  I  gave  him  an 
address." 

"Ah,  Heaven  be  thanked!"  cried  Leonard.  "Helen  is 
saved — she  will  not  die,"  and  he  burst  into  tears. 

A  very  few  moments,  and  a  very  few  words,  sufficed  to 
explain  to  Harley  the  state  of  his  old  fellow-soldier's  or^jlian. 
And  Harley  himself  soon  stood  in  the  young  sufferer's 
room,  supporting  her  burning  temples  on  his  breast,  and 
whispering  into  ears  that  heard  him  as  in  a  happy  dream, 
"Comfort,  comfort;  your  father  yet  lives  in  me." 

And  then  Helen,  raising  her  eyes,  said :  "  But  Leonard 
is  my  brother — more  than  brother — and  he  needs  a  father's 
care  more  than  I  do." 

"Hush,  hush,  Helen.  I  need  no  one — nothing  now!" 
cried  Leonard,  and  his  tears  gushed  over  the  little  hand  that 
clasped  his  own. 


CHAPTER   XVIIL 


Harley  L'EsTKANciE  was  a  man  whom  all  things  that 
belong  to  the  romantic  and  poetic  side  of  our  human  life 
deeply  impressed.  When  he  came  to  learn  the  ties  between 
these  two  Children  of  Nature,  standing  side  by  side,  alone 
amidst  the  storms  of  fate,  his  heart  was  more  deeply  moved 
than  it  had  been  for  many  years.  In  those  dreary  attics, 
overshadowed  by  the  smoke  and  reek  of  the  humble  suburb — 
the  workday  world  in  its  harshest  and  tritest  forms  below 
and  around  them — he  recognised  that  divine  poem  which 


166  MY  NOVEL; 

conies  out  from  all  union  between  the  mind  and  the  heart. 
Here,  on  the  rough  deal  table  (the  ink  scarcely  dry),  lay 
the  writings  of  the  young  wrestler  for  fame  and  bread; 
there,  on  the  other  side  of  the  partition,  on  that  mean 
pallet,  lay  the  boy's  sole  comforter — the  all  that  warmed 
his  heart  with  living  mortal  affection.  On  one  side  the 
wall,  the  world  of  imagination;  on  the  other,  this  world  of 
grief  and  of  love.  And  in  both,  a  spirit  equally  sublime — 
imselfish  devotion — "  the  something  afar  from  the  sphere  of 
our  sorrow." 

He  looked  round  the  room  into  which  he  had  followed 
Leonard,  on  quitting  Helen's  bedside.  He  noted  the  MSS. 
on  the  table,  and,  pointing  to  them,  said  gently,  "  And  these 
are  the  labours  by  which  you  supported  the  soldier's  or- 
phan?— soldier  yourself  in  a  hard  battle!" 

"The  battle  was  lost — I  could  not  support  her,"  replied 
Leonard,  mournfully. 

"  But  you  did  not  desei-t  her.  When  Pandora's  box  was 
opened,  they  say  Hope  lingered  last " 

*•  False,  false,"  said  Leonard;  "a  heathen's  notion. 
There  are  deities  that  linger  behind  Hope — Gratitude, 
Love,  and  Duty." 

"Yours  is  no  common  nature,"  exclaimed  Harley,  ad- 
miringly, "  but  I  must  sound  it  more  deeply  hereafter :  at 
present  I  hasten  for  the  physician;  I  shall  return  with  him. 
We  must  ]nove  that  poor  child  from  this  low  close  air  as 
soon  as  possible.  Meanwhile,  let  me  qualify  your  rejec- 
tion of  the  old  fable.  Wherever  Gratitude,  Love,  and  Duty 
remain  to  man,  believe  ]ne  that  Hope  is  there  too,  though 
she  may  be  often  invisible,  hidden  behind  the  sheltering 
wings  of  the  nobler  deities." 

Harley  said  this  with  that  wondrous  smile  of  his,  which 
cast  a  brightness  over  the  whole  room — and  went  away. 

Leonard  stole  softly  towards  the  grimy  window;  and 
looking  up  towards  the  stars  that  shone  pale  over  the  roof- 
tops, he  murmured:  "O  Thou,  the  All-seeing  and  All- 
merciful! — how  it  comforts  me  now  to  think  that,  though 
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my  dieams  of  knowledge  may  have  sometimes  obscured  the 
heavens,  I  never  doubted  that  Thou  weiii  there! — as  lumi- 
nous and  everlasting,  though  behind  the  cloud!"  So,  for  a 
few  minutes,  he  prayed  silently — then  passed  into  Helen's 
room,  and  sat  beside  her  motionless,  for  she  slept.  She 
woke  just  as  Harley  returned  with  a  physician ;  and  then 
Leonard,  returning  to  his  o^\'n  room,  saw  amougst  his 
papers  the  letter  he  had  written  to  Mr.  Dale,  and  mutter- 
ing, "  I  need  not  disgrace  my  calling — I  need  not  be  the 
mendicant  now" — held  the  letter  to  the  flame  of  the  candle. 
And  while  he  said  this,  and  as  the  burning  tinder  dropped 
on  the  floor,  the  sharp  hunger,  unfelt  during  his  late  anxious 
emotions,  gnawed  at  his  entrails.  Still,  even  himger  could 
not  reach  that  noble  pride  which  had  yielded  to  a  sentiment 
nobler  than  itself — and  he  smiled  as  he  repeated,  "No 
mendicant! — the  life  that  I  was  sworn  to  guard  is  saved. 
I  can  raise  against  Fate  the  front  of  Man  once  more." 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


A  FEW  days  afterwards,  and  Helen,  removed  to  a  pure 
air,  and  under  the  advice  of  the  first  physicians,  was  out 
of  all  danger. 

It  was  a  pretty  detached  cottage,  with  its  windows  look- 
ing over  the  wild  heaths  of  Norwood,  to  which  Harley  rode 
daily  to  watch  the  convalescence  of  his  young  charge :  an 
object  in  life  was  already  found.  As  she  grew  better  and 
stronger,  he  coaxed  her  easily  into  talking,  and  listened  to 
her  with  pleased  surprise.  The  heart  so  infantine,  and  the 
sense  so  womanly,  struck  him  much  by  its  rare  contrast  and 
combination.  Leonard,  whom  he  had  insisted  on  placing 
also  in  the  cottage,  had  staid  there  willingly  till  Helen's 
recovery  was  beyond  question.  Then  he  came  to  Lord 
L'Estrange,  as  the  latter  was  about  one  day  to  leave  the  cot- 
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tage,  and  said,  quietly :  "  Now,  my  Lord,  that  Helen  is  safe, 
and  now  that  she  will  need  me  no  more,  1  can  no  longer  be 
a  pensioner  on  your  boimty.     I  return  to  London." 

"You  are  my  visitor,  not  my  pensioner,  foolish  boy," 
said  Harley,  who  had  already  noticed  the  pride  which 
spoke  in  that  farewell ;  "  come  into  the  garden  and  let  us 
talk." 

Harley  seated  himself  on  a  bench  on  the  little  lawn; 
Nero  crouched  at  his  feet;  Leonard  stood  beside  him. 

"So,"  said  Lord  L'Estrange,  "you  would  return  to 
London?     What  to  do?" 

"Fullilmy  fate." 

"  And  that?" 

"  I  cannot  guess.  Fate  is  the  Isis  whose  veil  no  mortal 
can  ever  raise." 

"You  should  be  born  for  great  things,"  said  Harley, 
abruptly.  "  I  am  sure  that  you  write  well.  I  have  seen 
that  you  study  with  passion.  Better  than  writing  and 
better  than  study,  you  have  a  noble  heart,  and  the  proud 
desire  of  independence.  Let  me  see  your  MSS.,  or  any 
copies  of  what  you  have  already  printed.  Do  not  hesi- 
tate— I  ask  but  to  be  a  reader.  I  don't  pretend  to  be  a 
patron :  it  is  a  word  I  hate. " 

Leonard's  eyes  sparkled  through  their  sudden  moisture. 
He  brought  out  his  portfolio,  placed  it  on  the  bench  beside 
Harley,  and  then  went  softly  to  the  further  part  of  the 
garden.  Nero  looked  after  him,  and  then  rose  and  followed 
him  slowly.  The  boy  seated  himself  on  the  turf,  and  Nero 
rested  his  dull  head  on  the  loud  heart  of  the  poet. 

Harley  took  up  the  various  papers  before  him,  and  read 
them  through  leisurely.  Certainly  he  was  no  critic.  He 
was  not  accustomed  to  analyse  what  pleased  or  displeased 
him ;  but  his  perceptions  were  quick^  and  his  taste  exquis- 
ite. As  he  read,  his  countenance,  always  so  genuinely  ex- 
pressive, exhibited  now  doubt  and  now  admiration.  He 
was  soon  struck  by  the  contrast,  in  the  boy's  writings, 
between  the  pieces  that  sported  with  fancy  and  those  that 
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gi'appled  with  thought.  In  the  first,  the  young  poet  seemed 
so  unconscious  of  his  own  individuality.  His  imagination, 
afar  and  aloft  from  the  scenes  of  his  suffering,  ran  riot 
amidst  a  paradise  of  happy  golden  creations.  But  in  the 
last^  the  THINKER  stood  out  alone  and  mournful,  question- 
ing, in  troubled  sorrow,  the  hard  world  on  which  he  gazed. 
All  in  the  thought  was  unsettled,  tumultuous}  all  in  the 
fancy  serene  and  peaceful.  The  genius  seemed  divided 
into  twain  shapes;  the  one  bathing  its  wings  amidst  the 
starry  dews  of  heaven;  the  other  wandering,  "melancholy, 
slow, "  amidst  desolate  and  boundless  sands.  I  larley  gently 
laid  down  the  paper  and  mused  a  little  while.  Then  he 
rose  and  walked  to  Leonard,  gazing  on  his  countenance  as 
he  neared  the  boy,  with  a  new  and  a  deeper  interest. 

"I  have  read  your  papers, "  he  said,  " and  recognise  in 
them  two  men,  belonging  to  two  worlds,  essentially  dis- 
tinct." 

Leonard  started,  and  nmrmured,  "True,  true!" 

" I  apprehend, "  resumed  llarley,  "that  one  of  these  men 
must  either  destroy  the  other,  or  that  the  two  must  become 
fused  and  harmonised  into  a  single  existence.  Get  your 
hat,  mount  my  groom's  horse,  and  come  with  me  to  Lon- 
don; we  will  converse  by  the  way.  Look  you,  1  believe 
you  and  I  agree  in  this,  that  the  first  object  of  every  nobler 
spirit  is  independence.  It  is  towards  this  independence 
that  I  alone  presume  to  assist  yon,  and  this  is  a  service 
which  the  proudest  man  can  receive  without  a  blush." 

Leonard  lifted  his  eyes  towards  Harley's,  and  those  eyes 
swam  with  grateful  tears;  but  his  heart  was  too  full  to 
answer. 

"  I  am  not  one  of  those, "  said .  Harley,  when  they  were 
on  the  road,  "  who  think  that  because  a  yomig  man  writes 
X)oetry  he  is  fit  for  nothing  else,  and  that  he  must  be  a  poet 
or  a  pauper.  I  have  said  that  in  you  there  seems  to  me  to 
be  two  men,  the  man  of  the  Actual  world,  the  man  of  the 
Ideal.  To  each  of  these  men  I  can  offer  a  separate  career. 
The  first  is  perhaps  the  more  tempting.     It  is  the  interest 
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of  the  state  to  draw  into  its  service  all  the  talent  and  in- 
dustry it  can  obtain ;  and  under  his  native  state  every  citi- 
izen  of  a  free  country  should  be  proud  to  take  service.  I 
have  a  friend  who  is  a  minister,  and  who  is  known  to  en- 
courage talent — Audley  Egerton.  I  have  but  to  say  to 
hiiu,  *  There  is  a  young  man  who  will  repay  the  government 
whatever  the  government  bestows  on  him;'  and  you  will 
rise  to-morrow  independent  in  means,  and  with  fair  occa- 
sions to  attain  fortune  and  distinction.  This  is  one  offer — 
what  say  you  to  it?" 

Leonard  thought  bitterly  of  his  interview  with  Audley 
Egerton,  and  the  minister's  proffered  crown-piece.  He 
shook  his  head,  and  replied : 

"  Oh,  my  Lord,  how  have  I  deserved  such  kindness?  Do 
with  me  what  you  will;  but  if  I  have  the  option,  I  would 
rather  follow  my  own  calling.  This  is  not  the  ambition 
that  inflames  me." 

"  Hear,  then,  the  other  offer.  I  have  a  friend  with  whom 
I  am  less  intimate  than  Egerton,  and  who  has  nothing  in 
his  gift  to  bestow.  I  speak  of  a  man  of  letters — Henry 
Norreys — of  whom  you  have  doubtless  heard,  who,  I  should 
say,  conceived  an  interest  in  you  when  he  observed  you 
reading  at  the  bookstall.  I  have  often  heard  him  say, 
*  that  literature  as  a  profession  is  misunderstood,  and  that 
rightly  followed,  with  the  same  pains  and  the  same  pru- 
dence which  are  brought  to  bear  on  other  professions,  a 
competence  at  least  can  be  always  ultimately  obtained.' 
But  the  way  may  be  long  and  tedious — and  it  leads  to  no 
power  but  over  thought ;  it  rarely  attains  to  wealth ;  and, 
thought  reputation  may  be  certain,  favie,  such  as  poets 
dream  of,  is  the  lot  of  few.     What  say  you  to  this  course?" 

"  My  Lord,  I  decide, "  said  Leonard,  firmly ;  and  then, 
his  young  face  lighting  up  with  enthusiasm,  he  exclaimed : 
"  Yes,  if,  as  you  say,  there  be  two  men  within  me,  I  feel 
that  were  I  condemned  wholly  to  the  mechanical  and  practi- 
cal world,  one  would  indeed  destroy  the  other.  And  the 
conqueror  would  be  the  ruder  and  the  coarser.     Let  me 
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pursue  those  ideas  that^  though  they  have  but  flitted  across 
lue,  vague  and  formless — have  ever  soared  towai-ds  the  sun- 
light. No  matter  whether  or  not  they  lead  to  fortune  or 
to  fame,  at  least  they  will  lead  me  upward !  Knowledge 
for  itself  I  desire — what  care  I  if  it  be  not  power!" 

"Enough,"  said  Harley,  with  a  pleased  smile  at  his 
young  companion's  outburst.  "As  you  decide  so  shall  it 
be  settled.  And  now  permit  me,  if  not  impertinent,  to  ask 
you  a  few  questions.     Your  name  is  Leonard  Fairfield?" 

The  boy  blushed  deeply,  and  bowed  his  head  as  if  in 
assent. 

"Helen  says  you  are  self-taught;  for  the  rest  she  refers 
me  to  you — thinking,  perhaps,  that  I  should  esteem  you 
less — rather  than  yet  more  highly — if  she  said  you  were, 
as  I  presume  to  conjecture,  of  humble  birth." 

"My  birth,"  said  Leonard,  slowly,  "is  very — very — 
humble." 

"  The  name  of  Fairfield  is  not  unknown  to  me.  There  was 
one  of  that  name  who  married  into  a  family  in  Lansmere — 
married  an  Avenel, "  continued  Harley,  and  his  voice  quiv- 
ered. "  You  change  coimtenance.  Oh,  could  your  mother' s 
name  have  been  Avenel?" 

"Yes,"  said  Leonard,  between  his  set  teeth.  Harley 
laid  his  hand  on  the  boy's  shoulder.  "Then,  indeed,  I 
have  a  claim  on  you — then,  indeed,  we  are  friends.  I  have 
a  right  to  serve  any  of  that  family. " 

Leonard  looked  at  him  in  surprise — "For,"  continued 
Harley,  recovering  himself,  "they  always  served  my 
family ;  and  my  recollections  of  Lansmere,  though  boyish, 
are  indelible."  He  spurred  on  his  horse  as  the  words 
closed — and  again  there  was  a  long  pause ;  but  from  that 
time  Harley  always  spoke  to  Leonard  in  a  soft  voice,  and 
often  gazed  on  him  with  earnest  and  kindly  eyes. 

They  reached  a  house  in  a  central,  though  not  fashion- 
able street.  A  manservant  of  a  singularly  grave  and  awful 
aspect  opened  the  door — a  man  who  had  lived  all  his  life 
with  authors.     Poor  fellow,   he  was   indeed   prematurely 
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old !  The  care  on  his  lip  and  the  pomp  on  his  brow — uo 
mortal' s  pen  can  describe ! 

"  Is  Mr.  Norreys  at  home?"  asked  Harley. 

"  He  is  at  home — to  his  friends,  my  lord, "  answered  the 
man,  majestically;  and  he  stalked  across  the  hall  with  the 
stej)  of  a  Dangeau  ushering  some  Montmorenci  into  the 
presence  of  Louis  le  Grand. 

"  Stay — show  this  gentleman  into  another  room.  I  will 
go  first  into  the  library;  wait  for  me,  Leonard."  The  man 
nodded,  and  conducted  Leonard  into  the  dining-room.  Then 
pausing  before  the  door  of  the  library,  and  listening  an  in- 
stant, as  if  fearful  to  disturb  some  mood  of  inspiration, 
opened  it  very  softly.  To  his  ineffable  disgust,  Harley 
pushed  before,  and  entered  abruptly.  It  was  a  large  room, 
lined  with  books  from  the  floor  to  the  ceiling.  Books 
were  on  all  the  tables — books  were  on  all  the  chairs.  Har- 
ley seated  himself  on  a  folio  of  Kaleigh's  History  of  the 
World  J  and  cried: 

"I  have  brought  you  a  treasure!" 

"What  is  it?"  said  Norreys,  good-humouredly,  looking 
up  from  his  desk. 

*'Amind!" 

"A  mind!"  echoed  Norreys  vaguely.     "Your  own?" 

"  Pooh— I  have  none — I  have  only  a  heart  and  a  fancy. 
Listen.  Y^ou  remember  the  boy  we  saw  reading  at  the 
bookstall.  I  have  caught  him  for  you,  and  you  shall  train 
him  into  a  man.  I  have  the  warmest  interest  in  his 
future — for  I  know  some  of  his  family — and  one  of  that 
family  was  very  dear  to  me.  As  for  money,  he  has  not  a 
shilling,  and  not  a  shilling  would  he  accept  gratis  from  you 
or  me  either.  But  he  comes  with  bold  heart  to  work — and 
work  you  must  find  him."  Harley  then  rapidly  told  his 
friend  of  the  two  offers  he  had  made  to  Leonard — and 
Leonard's  choice. 

"  This  promises  very  well ;  for  letters  a  man  must  have 
a  strong  vocation,  as  he  should  have  for  law — I  will  do  all 
that  you  wish." 
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Harley  rose  with  alertness — shook  Norreys  cordially  by 
the  hand — hurried  out  of  the  room,  and  returned  with 
Leonard. 

Mr.  Norreys  eyed  the  young  man  with  attention.  He 
was  naturally  rather  severe  than  cordial  in  his  manner  to 
strangers — contrasting  in  this,  as  in  most  things,  the  poor 
vagabond  Burley,  But  he  was  a  good  judge  of  the  human 
countenance,  and  he  liked  Leonard's.  After  a  pause  he 
held  out  his  hand. 

"Sir,"  said  he,  "Lord  L' Estrange  tells  me  that  you  wish 
to  enter  literature  as  a  calling,  and  no  doubt  to  study  it  as 
an  art.  I  may  help  you  in  this,  and  you  meanwhile  can 
help  me.  I  want  an  amanuensis — I  offer  you  that  place. 
The  salary  will  be  proportioned  to  the  services  you  will 
render  me.  I  have  a  room  in  my  house  at  your  disposal. 
When  I  first  came  up  to  London,  I  made  the  same  choice 
that  I  hear  you  have  done.  I  have  no  cause,  even  in  a 
worldly  point  of  view,  to  repent  my  choice.  It  gave  me 
an  income  larger  than  my  wants.  I  trace  my  success  to 
these  maxims,  which  are  applicable  to  all  professions — 1st, 
Never  to  trust  to  genius  for  what  can  be  obtained  by  labour ; 
2ndly,  Never  to  profess  to  teach  what  we  have  not  studied 
to  understand ;  3dly,  Never  to  engage  our  word  to  what  we 
do  not  our  best  to  execute. 

"  With  these  rules,  literature — provided  a  man  does  not 
mistake  his  vocation  for  it,  and  will,  under  good  advice,  go 
through  the  preliminary  discipline  of  natural  powers,  which 
all  vocations  require — is  as  good  a  calling  as  any  other. 
Without  them,  a  shoeblack's  is  infinitely  better." 

"Possibly  enough,"  muttered  Harley;  "but  there  have 
been  great  writers  who  observed  none  of  your  maxims." 

"Great  writers,  probably,  but  very  unenviable  men. 
My  Lord,  my  Lord,  don't  corrupt  the  pupil  you  bring  to 
me."  Harley  smiled  and  took  his  departure,  and  left  Ge- 
nius at  school  with  Common  Sense  and  Experience, 
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CHAPTER   XX. 

While  Leonard  Fairfield  had  been  obscurely  wrestling 
against  poverty,  neglect,  hunger,  and  dread  temptation, 
bright  had  been  the  opening  day  and  smooth  the  upward 
path  of  Randal  Leslie.  Certainly  no  young  man,  able  and 
ambitious,  could  enter  life  under  fairer  auspices ;  the  con- 
nection and  avowed  favourite  of  a  popular  and  energetic 
statesman,  the  brilliant  writer  of  a  political  work  that  had 
lifted  him  at  once  into  a  station  of  his  own — received  and 
courted  in  those  highest  circles,  to  which  neither  rank  nor 
fortune  alone  suffices  for  a  familiar  passport — the  circles 
above  fashion  itself — the  circles  of  power — with  every 
facility  of  augmenting  information,  and  learning  the  world 
betimes  through  the  talk  of  its  acknowledged  masters, — 
Randal  had  but  to  move  straight  onward,  and  success  was 
sure.  But  his  tortuous  spirit  delighted  in  scheme  and  in- 
trigue for  their  own  sake.  In  scheme  and  intrigue  he  saw 
shorter  paths  to  fortune,  if  not  to  fame.  His  besetting  sin 
was  also  his  besetting  weakness.  He  did  not  aspire — he 
coveted.  Though  in  a  far  higher  social  position  than  Frank 
Hazeldean,  despite  the  worldly  prospects  of  his  old  school* 
fellow,  he  coveted  the  very  things  that  kept  Frank  Hazel- 
dean  below  him — coveted  his  idle  gaieties,  his  careless 
pleasures,  his  very  waste  of  youth.  Thus,  also,  Randal 
less  aspired  to  Audley  Egerton's  repute  than  he  coveted 
Audley  Egerton's  wealth  and  pomp,  his  princely  expendi- 
ture, and  his  Castle  Rackrent  in  Grosvenor  Square.  It 
was  the  misfortune  of  his  birth  to  be  so  near  to  both  these 
fortunes — near  to  that  of  Leslie,  as  the  future  head  of  that 
fallen  house, — near  even  to  that  of  Hazeldean,  since,  as, 
we  have  seen  before,  if  the  Squire  had  had  no  son,  Randal's 
descent  from  the  Hazeldeans  suggested  himself  as  the  one 
on  whom  these  broad  lands  should  devolve.  Most  young 
men,  brought  into  intimate  contact  with  Audley  Egerton, 
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would  have  felt  for  that  personage  a  certain  loyal  and  ad- 
miring, if  not  very  affectionate,  respect.  For  there  was 
something  grand  in  Egerton — something  that  commands 
and  fascinates  the  young.  His  detc^rmined  courage,  his 
energetic  will,  his  almost  regal  liberality,  contrasting  a 
simplicity  in  personal  tastes  and  habits  that  was  almost 
austere — his  rare  and  seemingly  unconscious  power  of 
charming  even  the  women  most  wearied  of  homage,  and 
persuading  even  the  men  most  obdurate  to  counsel — all 
served  to  invest  the  practical  man  with  those  spells  which 
are  usually  confined  to  the  ideal  one.  Ihit,  indeed,  Audley 
Egerton  was  an  Ideal — the  ideal  of  the  Practical.  Xot  the 
mere  vulgar,  plodding,  red-tape  machine  of  petty  business, 
but  the  man  of  strong  sense,  inspired  by  inflexible  energy, 
and  guided  to  definite  earthly  objects.  In  a  dissolute  and 
corrupt  form  of  government,  under  a  decrepit  monarchy  or 
a  vitiated  republic,  Audley  Egerton  might  have  been  a  most 
dangerous  citizen:  for  his  ambition  was  so  resolute,  and 
his  sight  to  its  ends  was  so  clear.  But  there  is  something 
in  public  life  in  England  which  compels  the  really  ambi- 
tious man  to  honour,  unless  his  eyes  are  jaundiced  and 
oblique,  like  Eandal  Leslie's.  It  is  so  necessary  in  Eng- 
land to  be  a  gentleman.  And  thus  Egerton  was  emphati- 
cally considered  a  (jentlemnn.  Without  the  least  pride  in 
other  matters,  with  little  apparent  sensitiveness,  touch  him 
on  the  point  of  gentleman,  and  no  one  so  sensitive  and  so 
proud.  As  Kandal  saw  more  of  him,  and  watched  his 
moods  with  the  lynx-eyes  of  the  household  spy,  he  could 
perceive  that  this  hard  mechanical  man  was  subject  to  fits 
of  melancholy,  even  of  gloom ;  and  though  they  did  not  last 
long,  there  was  even  in  his  habitual  coldness  an  evidence  of 
something  compressed,  latent,  painful,  lying  deep  within 
his  memory.  This  would  have  interested  the  kindly  feel- 
ings of  a  grateful  heart.  But  Randal  detected  and  watched 
it  only  as  a  clue  to  some  secret  it  might  profit  him  to  gain. 
For  Randal  Leslie  hated  Egerton;  and  hated  him  the  more 
because,  with  all  his  book -knowledge  and  his  conceit  in  his 


17G  MY  NOVEL: 

own  talents,  he  could  not  despise  his  patron — because  he  had 
not  yet  succeeded  in  making  his  patron  the  mere  tool  or  step- 
piiig-stone — because  he  thought  that  Egerton'  s  keen  eye  saw 
through  his  wily  heart,  even  while,  as  if  in  profound  dis- 
dain, the  minister  helped  the  yi^otege.  But  this  last  sus- 
picion was  unsound.  Egerton  had  not  detected  Leslie's 
corrupt  and  treacherous  nature.  He  Jiiight  have  other  rea- 
sons for  keeping  him  at  a  certain  distance,  but  he  inquired 
too  little  into  llandal's  feelings  towards  himself  to  question 
the  attachment,  or  doubt  the  sincerity,  of  one  who  owed  to 
him  so  much.  But  that  which  more  than  all  embittered 
Randal's  feelings  towards  Egerton  was  the  careful  and 
deliberate  frankness  with  which  the  latter  had,  more  than 
once,  repeated  and  enforced  the  odious  announcement,  that 
Randal  had  nothing  to  expect  from  the  minister's — will  ; — 
nothing  to  expect  from  that  wealth  which  glared  in  the 
hungry  eyes  of  the  pauper  heir  to  the  Leslies  of  Rood.  To 
whom,  then,  could  Egerton  mean  to  devise  his  fortune? 
To  whom  but  Frank  Hazeldean?  Yet  Audley  took  so  little 
notice  of  his  nephew — seemed  so  indifferent  to  him,  that 
that  supposition,  however  natural,  was  exposed  to  doubt. 
The  astuteness  of  Randal  was  perplexed.  Meanwhile, 
however,  the  less  he  himself  could  rely  upon  Egerton  for 
fortune,  the  more  he  revolved  the  possible  chances  of  oust- 
ing Frank  from  the  inheritance  of  Hazeldean — in  part,  at 
least,  if  not  wholly.  To  one  less  scheming,  crafty,  and 
remorseless  than  Randal  Leslie  such  a  project  would  have 
seemed  the  wildest  delusion.  But  there  was  something 
fearful  in  the  manner  in  which  this  young  man  sought  to 
turn  knowledge  into  power,  and  make  the  study  of  all 
weakness  in  others  subservient  to  his  own  ends.  He 
wormed  himself  thoroughly  into  Frank's  confidence.  He 
learned,  through  Frank,  all  the  Squire's  peculiarities  of 
thought  and  temper,  and  pondered  over  each  word  in  the 
father's  letters,  which  the  son  gradually  got  into  the  habit 
of  showing  to  the  perfidious  eyes  of  his  friend.  Randal 
saw  the  Squire  had  two  characteristics,  which  are  very 
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common  amongst  proprietors,  and  which  might  be  invoked 
as  antagonists  to  his  warm  fatherly  love.  First,  the  Squire 
was  as  fond  of  his  estate  as  if  it  were  a  living  thing,  and 
part  of  his  own  flesh  and  blood ;  and  in  his  lecture  to  Frank 
npon  the  sin  of  extravagance,  the  Squire  always  let  out  this 
foible :  "  What  was  to  become  of  the  estate  if  it  fell  into 
the  hands  of  a  spendthrift?  No  man  should  make  ducks 
and  drakes  of  Hazeldean;  let  Frank  beware  of  fhaf,^^  &e. 
Secondly,  the  Squire  was  not  only  fond  of  his  lands,  but 
he  was  jealous  of  them — that  jealousy  which  even  the  ten- 
derest  fathers  sometimes  entertain  towards  their  natural 
heirs.  He  could  not  bear  the  notion  that  Frank  should 
count  on  his  death ;  and  he  seldom  closed  an  admonitory 
letter  without  repeating  the  information  that  Ilazeldeau  was 
not  entailed;  that  it  was  his  to  do  with  as  he  ])! eased 
through  life  and  in  death.  Indirect  menace  of  this  nature 
rather  wounded  and  galled  than  intimidated  Frank ;  for  the 
young  man  was  extremely  generous  and  high-spirited  by 
nature,  and  was  always  more  disposed  to  some  indiscretion 
after  such  warnings  to  his  self-interest,  as  if  to  show  that 
those  were  the  last  kinds  of  appeal  likely  to  influence  him. 
By  the  help  of  such  insights  into  the  character  of  father 
and  son,  Kandal  thought  he  saw  gleams  of  daylight  illumin- 
ing his  own  chance  to  the  lands  of  Hazeldean.  Meanwhile 
it  appeared  to  him  obvious  that,  come  what  might  of  it,  his 
own  interests  could  not  lose,  and  might  most  probably  gain, 
by  whatever  could  alienate  the  Squire  from  his  natural  heir. 
Accordingly,  though  with  consummate  tact,  he  instigated 
Frank  towards  the  very  excesses  most  calculated  to  irritate 
the  Squire,  all  the  while  appearing  rather  to  give  the  counter 
advice,  and  never  sharing  in  any  of  the  follies  to  which  he 
conducted  his  thoughtless  friend.  In  this  he  worked  chiefly 
through  others,  introducing  Frank  to  every  acquaintance 
most  dangerous  to  youth,  either  from  the  wit  that  laughs 
at  prudence,  or  the  spurious  magnificence  that  subsists 
so  handsomely  upon  bills   indorsed  by  friends  of  "great 

expectations." 
2—12 
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The  minister  and  his  pivtiye  were  seated  at  breakfast, 
the  first  reading  the  newspaper,  the  last  glancing  over  his 
letters;  for  Randal  had  arrived  to  the  dignity  of  receiving 
many  letters — ay,  and  notes,  too,  three-cornered  and  fan- 
tastically embossed.  Egerton  uttered  an  exclamation,  and 
laid  down  the  newspaper.  Randal  looked  up  from  his  cor- 
respondence. The  minister  had  sunk  into  one  of  his  absent 
reveries. 

After  a  long  silence,  observing  that  Egerton  did  not  re- 
turn to  the  newspaper,  Randal  said,  "  Ehem — sir,  I  have  a 
note  from  Frank  Hazeldean,  who  wants  much  to  see  me ;  his 
father  has  arrived  in  town  unexpectedly." 

"  What  brings  him  here?"  asked  Egerton,  still  abstract- 
edly. 

"  Why,  it  seems  that  he  has  heard  some  vague  reports 
of  poor  Frank's  extravagance,  and  Frank  is  rather  afraid 
or,  ashamed,  to  meet  him." 

*'Ay — a  very  great  fault,  extravagance  in  the  young! 
— destroys  independence;  ruins  or  enslaves  the  future. 
Great  fault — very !  And  what  does  youth  want  that  it 
should  be  extravagant?  Has  it  not  everything  in  itself, 
merely  because  it  is?  Youth  is  youth — what  needs  it 
more?" 

Egerton  rose  as  he  said  this,  and  retired  to  his  writing- 
table,  and  in  turn  opened  his  correspondence.  Randal  took 
up  the  newspaper,  and  endeavoured,  but  in  vain,  to  conjec- 
ture what  had  excited  the  minister's  exclamations,  and  the 
reverie  that  succeeded  it. 

Egerton  suddenly  and  sharply  turned  round  in  his  chair — 
''  If  you  have  done  with  the  Times,  have  the  goodness  to 
place  it  here." 

Randal  had  just  obeyed,  when  a  knock  at  the  street-door 
was  heard,  and  presently  Lord  L' Estrange  came  into  the 
room,  with  somewhat  a  quicker  step  and  somewhat  a  gayer 
mien  than  usual. 

Audley's  hand,  as  if  mechanically,  fell  upon  the  news- 
paper— fell  upon  that  part  of  the  column  devoted  to  births, 
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deaths,  and  marriages.  Randal  stood  by,  aud  noted ;  then, 
bowing  to  L'Estrange,  left  the  room. 

''Andley,''  said  L'Estrange,  "I  have  had  an  adventure 
since  I  saw  yon — an  adventure  that  reopened  the  Past,  and 
may  influence  my  future." 

"How?" 

"In  the  first  place,  I  have  met  with  a  relation  of — of — 
the  Avenels." 

"Indeed I     Whom — Richard  A venel ?" 

"Richard — Richard — who  is  he?  Oh,  I  remember,  the 
wild  lad  who  went  off  to  America ;  but  that  was  when  I 
was  a  mere  child." 

"That  Richard  Avenel  is  now  a  rich,  thriving  trader, 
and  his  marriage  is  in  this  newspaper — married  to  an  lluii- 
ourable  Mrs.  M'Catchley.  Well,  in  this  country  who  should 
plume  himself  on  birth?" 

"  You  did  not  say  so  always,  Egerton, "  replied  Harley , 
with  a  tone  of  mournful  reproach. 

"And  I  say  so  now  pertinently  to  a  Mrs.  M'Catchley, 
not  to  the  heir  of  the  L'Estranges.  But  no  more  of  these — 
these  Avenels." 

"  Yes,  more  of  them.  I  tell  you  I  have  met  a  relation 
of  theirs— a  nephew  of — of " 

"Of  Richard  A  venel' s?"  interrupted  Egerton;  aud  then 
added  in  the  slow,  deliberate,  argumentative  tone  in  which 
he  was  wont  to  speak  in  public,  "  Richard  Avenel  the  trader ! 
I  saw  him  once — a  presuming  and  intolerable  man!" 

"The  nephew  has  not  those  sins.  He  is  full  of  promise, 
of  modesty,  yet  of  pride.  And  his  countenance — oh,  Eger- 
ton, he  has  her  eyes." 

Egerton  made  no  answer,  and  Harley  resumed : 

"  I  had  thought  of  placing  him  under  your  care.  I  knew 
you  would  provide  for  him." 

"I  will.  Bring  him  hither,"  cried  Egerton,  eagerly. 
"All  that  I  can  do  to  prove  my — regard  for  a  wish  of 
yours." 

Harley  pressed  his  friend's  hand  warmly* 
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"I  thank  you  from  my  heart;  the  Audley  of  my  boy- 
hood speaks  now.  But  the  young  man  has  decided  other- 
wise; and  I  do  not  blame  him.  Nay,  I  rejoice  that  he 
chooses  a  career  in  which,  if  he  find  hardship,  he  may  es- 
cape dependence." 

"  And  that  career  is " 

*' Letters." 

**  Letters — Literature !"  exclaimed  the  statesman.  ^*  Beg- 
gary!    No,  no,  Harley,  this  is  your  absurd  romance." 

*'  It  will  not  be  beggary,  and  it  is  not  my  romance :  it  is 
the  boy's.  Leave  him  alone,  he  is  my  care  and  my  charge 
henceforth.  He  is  of  her  blood,  and  I  said  that  he  had  her 
eyes." 

"But  you  are  going  abroad;  let  me  know  where  he  is;  I 
will  watch  over  him." 

"And  unsettle  a  right  ambition  for  a  wrong  one?  No — 
you  shall  know  nothing  of  him  till  he  can  proclaim  him- 
self.    I  think  that  day  will  come." 

Audley  mused  a  moment,  and  then  said,  "  Well,  perhaps 
you  are  right.  After  all,  as  you  say,  independence  is  a 
great  blessing,  and  my  ambition  has  not  rendered  myself 
the  better  or  the  happier." 

"  Yet,  my  poor  Audley,  you  ask  me  to  be  ambitious." 

"I  only  wish  you  to  be  consoled,"  cried  Egerton,  with 
passion. 

"  I  will  try  to  be  so;  and  by  the  help  of  a  milder  remedy 
than  yours.  I  said  that  my  adventure  might  influence  iny 
future ;  it  brought  me  acquainted  not  only  with  the  young 
man  I  speak  of,  but  the  most  winning,  affectionate  child — 
a  girl." 

"  Is  this  child  an  Avenel  too?" 

"No,  she  is  of  gentle  blood — a  soldier's  daughter;  the 
daughter  of  that  Captain  Digby  on  whose  behalf  I  was  a 
petitioner  to  your  patronage.  He  is  dead,  and  in  dying, 
my  name  was  on  his  lips.  He  meant  me,  doubtless,  to  be 
the  guardian  to  his  orphan.  I  shall  be  so.  I  have  at  last 
an  object  in  life." 
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"But  can  you  seriously  mean  to  take  this  child  with  yoii 
abroad?*' 

"Seriously,  I  do.'' 

"And  lodge  her  in  your  own  house?" 

"  For  a  year  or  so  while  she  is  yet  a  child.  Then,  as  she 
approaches  youth,  I  shall  i)lace  her  elsewhere. " 

"You  may  grow  to  love  her.  Is  it  clear  that  she  will 
love  you? — not  mistake  gratitude  for  love?  It  is  ii  very 
hazardous  experiment. " 

"So  was  William  the  Xorman's — still  he  was  AVilliaii^ 
the  Conqueror.  Thou  biddest  me  move  on  from  tlic  Tast, 
and  be  consoled,  yet  thou  wouldst  make  me  as  inapt  to 
progress  as  the  mule  in  Slawkenbergius\s  tale,  with  thy 
cursed  interlocutions,  *  Stumbling,  by  St.  Nicholas,  every 
step.  Why,  at  this  rate,  we  shall  be  all  night  in  getting 
into—'  Happiness !  Listen,"  continued  Jlarley,  setting  olf, 
full  pelt,  into  one  of  his  wild  whimsical  humours.  '*  One 
of  the  sons  of  the  prophets  in  Israel,  felling  wood  near  the 
river  Jordan,  his  hatchet  forsook  the  helve,  and  fell  to  the 
bottom  of  the  river;  so  he  prayed  to  have  it  again  (but  it 
was  a  small  request,  mark  you) ;  and  having  a  strong  faith, 
he  did  not  throw  the  hatchet  after  the  helve,  but  the  helve 
after  the  hatchet.  Presently  two  great  miracles  were  seen. 
Up  springs  the  hatchet  from  the  bottom  of  the  water,  and 
fixes  itself  to  its  old  acquaintance,  to  the  helv(\  Now,  had 
he  wished  to  coach  it  up  to  heaven  in  a  fiery  chariot,  like 
Elias,  be  as  rich  as  Job,  strong  as  Samson,  and  beautiful 
as  Absalom,  would  he  have  obtained  the  wish,  do  you 
think?     In  truth,  my  friend  I  question  it  very  much.'' 

"I  can't  comprehend  what  you  mean.  Sad  stufp  you  are 
talking." 

"  I  cannot  help  that  j  Eabelais  is  to  be  blamed  for  it. 
I  am  quoting  him,  and  it  is  to  be  found  in  his  Prologue  to 
the  Chapters  on  the  Moderation  of  Wishes,     And  a  jpwj 
of  *  moderate  wishes  in  point  of  hatchet,'  I  want  yc 
understand  that  I  ask  but  little  from  Heaven.     I  flin 
the  helve  after  the  hatchet  that  has  sunk  into  t 
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stream.  I  want  the  other  half  of  the  weapon  that  is  bur- 
ied fathom  deep,  and  for  want  of  which  the  thick  woods 
darken  round  me  by  the  Sacred  River,  and  I  can  catch  not 
a  glimpse  of  the  stars." 

"In  plain  English,"  said  Audley  Egerton,  "you 
want "  he  stopped  short  puzzled. 

'*  I  want  my  purpose  and  my  will,  and  my  old  character, 
and  the  nature  Goil  gave  me.  I  want  the  half  of  my  soul 
wliicli  has  fallen  from  me.  I  want  such  love  as  may  re- 
l)lar'e  to  me  the  vanished  affections.  Reason  not — I  throw 
the  helve  after  the  hatchet." 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


Raxdal  Leslie,  on  leaving  Audley,  repaired  to  Frank's 
lodgings,  and  after  being  closeted  with  the  young  Guards- 
man an  hour  or  so,  took  his  way  to  Limmer's  hotel,  and 
asked  for  Mr.  Hazeldean.  He  was  shown  into  the  coffee- 
room,  while  the  waiter  went  up-stairs  with  his  card,  to  see 
if  the  Squire  was  within,  and  disengaged.  The  Times 
newspaper  lay  sprawling  on  one  of  the  tables,  and  Randal, 
leaning  over  it,  looked  with  attention  into  the  column  con- 
taining births,  deaths,  and  marriages.  But  in  that  long 
and  miscellaneous  list  he  could  not  conjecture  the  name 
which  had  so  excited  Mr.  Egerton' s  interest. 

"Vexatious!"  he  muttered;  "there  is  no  knowledge 
wliieli  has  power  more  useful  than  that  of  the  secrets  of 


men." 


He  turned  as  the  waiter  entered  and  said  that  Mr.  Hazel- 
dean  would  be  glad  to  see  him. 

As  Randal  entered  the  drawing-room,  the  Squire,  shak- 
ing hands  with  him,  looked  towards  the  door  as  if  expect- 
ing some  one  else,  and  his  honest  face  assumed  a  blank 
expression  of  disappointment,  when  the  door  closed,  and 
he  found  that  Randal  was  unaccompanied. 
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"Well,"  said  he,  bluntly,  "I  thought  your  old  school- 
fellow, Frank,  might  have  been  with  you." 

"Have  you  not  seen  him  yet,  sir?" 

"No,  I  came  to  town  this  morning;  travelled  outside  the 
mail;  sent  to  his  barracks,  but  the  yoimg  gentleman  does 
not  sleep  there — has  an  apartment  of  his  own ;  he  never 
told  me  that.  We  are  a  plain  family,  the  Hazeldeans — 
young  sir;  and  I  hate  being  kept  in  the  dark,  by  my  own 
son,  too." 

Randal  made  no  answer,  but  looked  sorrowful.  The 
Squire,  who  had  never  before  seen  his  kinsman,  had  a 
vague  idea  that  it  was  not  polite  to  entertain  a  stranger, 
though  a  connection  to  himself,  with  his  family  troubles, 
and  so  resimied  good-naturedly,  "  I  am  very  glad  to  make 
your  acquaintance  at  last,  Mr.  Leslie.  You  know,  I  hope, 
that  you  have  good  Hazeldean  blood  in  your  veins?" 

Randal  (smiling). — "I  am  not  likely  to  forget  that;  it 
is  the  boast  of  our  pedigree." 

Squire  (heartily). — "Shake  hands  again  on  it,  my  boy. 
You  don't  want  a  friend,  since  my  grandee  of  a  half- 
brother  has  taken  you  up ;  but  if  ever  you  should.  Hazel- 
dean  is  not  very  far  from  Rood.  Can't  get  on  with  your 
father  at  all,  my  lad — more's  the  pity,  for  I  think  I  could 
have  given  him  a  hint  or  two  as  to  the  improvement  of  his 
property.  If  he  would  plant  those  ugly  commons — larch 
and  fir  soon  come  into  profit,  sir ;  and  there  are  some  low 
lands  about  Rood  that  would  take  mighty  kindly  to  drain- 
ing." 

Raxdal. — "My  poor  father  lives  a  life  so  retired — and 
you  cannot  wonder  at  it.  Fallen  trees  lie  still,  and  so  do 
fallen  families." 

Squire. — "  Fallen  families  can  get  up  again,  which  fallen 
trees  can't." 

Randal. — "Ah,  sir,  it  often  takes  the  energy  of  gener- 
ations to  repair  the  thriftlessness  and  extravagance  of  a 
single  owner." 

Squire  (his  brow  lowering) — "  That's  very  true.     Frank 
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is  d — (1  extravagant ;  treats  me  very  coolly,  too — not  com- 
ing ;  near  three  o'clock.  By  the  by,  I  suppose  he  told  you 
where  I  was,  otherwise  how  did  you  find  me  out?" 

Randal  (reluctantly). — "Sir,  he  did;  and  to  speak 
frankly,  I  am  not  surprised  that  he  has  not  yet  appeared. " 

Squire.— "Eh!'' 

Eaxdal. — "We  have  grown  very  intimate." 

Squire. — "So  he  writes  me  word —  and  I  am  glad  of  it. 
Our  member,  Sir  John,  tells  me  you  are  a  very  clever  fel- 
low, and  a  very  steady  one.  And  Fi*ank  says  that  he 
wishes  he  had  your  prudence,  if  he  can't  have  your  talent. 
He  has  a  good  heart,  Frank,"  added  the  father,  relent- 
ing! y.  "  But  zounds,  sir,  you  say  you  are  not  surprised 
he  has  not  come  to' welcome  his  own  father!" 

"My  dear  sir,"  said  Randal,  "you  wrote  word  to  Frank 
that  you  had  heard  from  Sir  John  and  others  of  his  goings- 
on,  and  that  you  were  not  satisfied  with  his  replies  to  your 
letters." 

"Well." 

"And  then  you  suddenly  come  up  to  town." 

"Well." 

"  Well.  And  Frank  is  ashamed  to  meet  you.  For,  as 
you  say,  he  has  been  extravagant,  and  he  has  exceeded  his 
allowance ;  and  knowing  my  respect  for  you,  and  my  great 
affection  for  himself,  he  has  asked  me  to  prepare  you  to 
receive  his  confession  and  forgive  him.  I  know  I  am  tak- 
ing a  great  liberty.  I  have  no  right  to  interfere  between 
father  and  son;  but  pray — pray  think  I  mean  for  the 
best." 

"Humph!"  said  the  Squire,  recovering  himself  very 
slowly,  and  showing  evident  pain,  "  I  knew  already  that 
Frank  had  spent  more  than  he  ought;  but  I  think  he  should 
not  have  employed  a  third  person  to  prepare  me  to  forgive 
him.  (Excuse  me — no  offence.)  And  if  he  wanted  a 
third  person,  was  not  there  his  own  mother?  What  tlie 
devil! — (firing  up) — am  I  a  tyrant — a  bashaw — that  my 
own  son  is  afraid  to  speak  to  me?      'Gad,  I'll  give  it  him!" 
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Tardon  mei  sir,"  said  Bandal,  assuming  at  once  that 
air  of  anthoritj  which  superior  intellect  so  well  carries  off 
and  eoumaesi  ''bat  I  strongly  advise  you  not  to  express  any 
anger  at  Frank's  oonfidenoe  in  me.  At  present  I  have  in- 
duence  oyer  him.  Whatever  you  may  think  of  his  extrav- 
agance^ I  have  saved  him  from  many  an  indiscretion,  and 
many  a  debt — a  young  man  will  listen  to  one  of  liis  own 
age  so  much  more  readily  than  even  to  the  kindest  friend 
of  graver  years.  Indeed,  sir,  I  speak  for  your  sake  as  well 
as  for  Frank's.  Let  me  keep  this  influence  over  him ;  and 
don't  reproach  him  for  the  confidence  placed  in  me.  Nay, 
let  him  rather  think  that  I  have  softened  any  displeasure 
you  might  otherwise  have  felt." 

There  seemed  so  much  good  sense  in  what  Kandal  said, 
and  the  kindness  of  it  seemed  so  disinterested,  that  the 
Squire's  native  shrewdness  was  deceived. 

"You  are  a  fine  young  fellow,"  said  he,  "and  I  am  very 
much  obliged  to  you.  Well,  I  suppose  there  is  no  putting 
old  heads  upon  young  shoulders;  and  I  promise  you  I'll 
not  say  an  angry  word  to  Frank.  I  dare  say,  poor  boy,  he 
is  very  much  afflicted,  and  I  long  to  shake  hands  with  him. 
So,  set  his  mind  at  ease." 

"Ah,  sir,"  said  Randal,  with  much  apparent  emotion, 
"  your  son  may  well  love  you :  and  it  seems  to  be  a  hard 
matter  for  so  kind  a  heart  as  yours  to  preserve  the  proper 
fimmess  with  him." 

"  Oh,  I  can  be  firm  enough, "  quoth  tlie  Squire — "  espe- 
cially when  I.  don't  see  him — handsome  dog  that  he  is : 
very  like  his  mother — don't  you  think  so?" 

"I  never  saw  his  mother,  sir." 

"'Gad!  Not  seen  my  Harry?  No  more  you  have;  you 
must  come  and  pay  us  a  visit.  I  suppose  my  half-brother 
will  let  you  come?" 

"  To  be  sure,  sir.  Will  you  not  call  on  him  while  you 
are  in  town?" 

"  Not  I.  He  would  think  I  expected  to  get  something 
from  the  government,     Tell  him  the  ministers  must  go  on 


186  MY  NOVEL; 

a  little  better,  if  they  want  my  vote  for  their  member. 
But  go.  I  see  you  are  impatient  to  tell  Frank  that  all's 
forgot  and  forgiven.  Come  and  dine  with  him  here  at  six, 
and  let  him  bring  his  bills  in  his  pocket.  Oh,  I  sha'n't 
scold  him." 

"Why,  as  to  that,"  said  Randal,  smiling,  "I  think  (for- 
give me  still)  that  you  should  not  take  it  too  easily;  just 
as  I  think  that  you  had  better  not  blame  him  for  his  very 
natural  and  praiseworthy  shame  in  approaching  you,  po  I 
think,  also,  that  you  should  do  nothing  that  would  tend  to 
diminish  that  shame — it  is  such  a  check  on  him.  And 
therefore,  if  you  can  contrive  to  affect  to  be  angry  with 
him  for  his  extravagance,  it  will  do  good." 

"  You  speak  like  a  book,  and  I'll  try  my  best." 

"  If  you  threaten,  for  instance,  to  take  him  out  of  the 
army,  and  settle  him  in  the  country,  it  would  have  a  good 
effect." 

"  What !  would  he  think  it  so  great  a  punishment  to  come 
home  and  live  with  his  parents?" 

"I  don't  say  that;  but  he  is  naturally  fond  of  London. 
At  his  age,  and  with  his  large  inheritance,  that  is 
natural. " 

"Inheritance!"  said  the  Squire,  moodily — "inheritance! 
he  is  not  thinking  of  that,  I  trust?  Zounds,  sir,  I  have 
as  good  a  life  as  his  own.  Inheritance! — to  be  sure  the 
Casino  property  is  entailed  on  him ;  but  as  for  the  rest,  sir, 
I  am  no  tenant  for  life.  I  could  leave  the  Hazeldean  lands 
to  my  ploughman,  if  I  chose  it.     Inheritance,  indeed!" 

"  My  dear  sir,  I  did  not  mean  to  imply  that  Frank  would 
entertain  the  unnatural  and  monstrous  idea  of  calculating 
on  your  death ;  and  all  we  have  to  do  is  to  get  him  to  sow 
his  wild  oats  as  soon  as  possible — marry  and  settle  down 
into  the  country.  For  it  would  be  a  thousand  pities  if  his 
own  town  habits  and  tastes  grew  permanent — a  bad  thing 
for  the  Hazeldean  property,  that!  And,"  added  Randall, 
laughing,  "I  feel  an  interest  in  the  old  place,  since  my 
grandmother  comes  of  the  stock.     So,  just  force  yourself 
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to  seem   angry,  ami  grumble  a  littl*-  whrii  }«.u   p.iv    !!:.• 
bills." 

"Ah,  ah,  trust  me/'  siiul  tho  S<iuirf,  <l«>^;s'«-'ll>,  ;in<l  \\\\\i 
a  very  altered  air.  *' I  am  much  ol>li,i(»*(l  i«)  v«mi  t».r  tin-.- 
hints,  my  young  kinsman."  An<l  liis  sXuxw  hainl  titnilp!.-.! 
a  little  as  he  extende<l  it  to  Uamhil. 

Leaving  Limmer's,  Randal  hasti*no4l  to  Frank's  i.h.ih^  m 
St.  James's  Street.  *' My  dear  f«*lh»w,"  >ai«l  \u\  wli.n  li.- 
entered,  "it  is  very  fortiniat**  that  I  prrsuatlitl  \nii  n.  :••• 
me  break  matters  to  your  fath<M-.  Vou  mi'^'lit  v.«ll  -.«\  1.. 
was  rather  passionate;  hut  1  hav»*  i(»iitri\»«l  tt»  MM.tlM-  li;:i.. 
You  need  not  fear  that  \w  will  not  i)av  Nnm  cl»l)!«.." 

"I  never  feared  that,"  said   Frank,  cliani^inu'  «nlni;r;    •  1 
only  feared  his  anger.     Ihit,  indtM-d,  I    l.-ar   lii>   kiiniiM- 
still  more.     What  a  reckless  hound    I    liavf  Immmi!     il«'\\ 
ever,  it  shall  be  a  lesson  to  nic.      And  m^v  dri.ts  <.iMr  |.ai<l. 
I  will  turn  as  economical  as  vours«*]f." 

"Quite  right,  Frank.  And,  indrrtl,  I  am  a  litil*' atrai.l 
that,  when  your  father  knows  the  total,  lir  may  fXtTutt-  a 
threat  that  would  be  very  unpleasant  to  vc»u." 

"What's  that?'' 

"Make  you  sell  out,  and  L;ivc  u])  Lomlon." 

"The  devil !'•  exclaimed  Frank,  with  iVrvont  om])hasis; 
"  that  would  be  treatini^  me  like  a  child." 

"  Why,  it  ifoifif/  make  you  seem  rather  ridiculous  to  your 
set,  which  is  not  a  very  rural  one.  And  you,  who  like 
London  so  much,  and  are  so  much  the  fashion." 

"Don't  talk  of  it,''  cried  Frank,  walking  to  and  IVo  the 
room  in  great  disorder. 

"Perhaps,  on  the  whole,  it  niii^dit  he  well  not  to  say  all 
you  owe,  at  once.  If  you  named  half  the  sum,  your  father 
would  let  you  off  with  a  lecture  j  and  really  E  trendde  at 
the  effect  of  the  total." 

"  But  how  shall  i  pay  the  other  half?" 

"  Oh,  you  must  save  from  your  allowance ;  it  is  a  very 
liberal  oiie;  and  the  tradesmen  are  not  pressing." 

*•  No— but  the  cursed  bill-brokers " 
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a  little  better,  if  they  want  my  vote  for  their  member. 
But  go.  I  see  you  are  impatient  to  tell  Frank  that  all's 
forgot  and  forgiven.  Come  and  dine  with  him  here  at  six, 
and  let  him  bring  his  bills  in  his  pocket.  Oh,  I  sha'n't 
scold  him." 

"Why,  as  to  that,"  said  Randal,  smiling,  "I  think  (for- 
give me  still)  that  you  should  not  take  it  too  easily ;  just 
as  1  think  that  you  had  better  not  blame  him  for  his  very 
natural  and  praiseworthy  shame  in  approaching  you,  8o  I 
think,  also,  that  you  should  do  nothing  that  would  tend  to 
diminish  that  shame — it  is  such  a  check  on  him.  And 
therefore,  if  you  can  contrive  to  affect  to  be  angry  with 
him  for  his  extravagance,  it  will  do  good. " 

"  You  speak  like  a  book,  and  I'll  try  my  best." 

"  If  you  threaten,  for  instance,  to  take  him  out  of  the 
army,  and  settle  him  in  the  country,  it  would  have  a  good 
effect." 

"  What!  would  he  think  it  so  great  a  punishment  to  come 
home  and  live  with  his  parents?" 

"I  don't  say  that;  but  he  is  naturally  fond  of  London. 
At  his  age,  and  with  his  large  inheritance,  that  is 
natural. " 

"Inheritance!"  said  the  Squire,  moodily — "inheritance! 
he  is  not  thinking  of  that,  I  trust?  Zounds,  sir,  I  have 
as  good  a  life  as  his  own.  Inheritance! — to  be  sure  the 
Casino  property  is  entailed  on  him ;  but  as  for  the  rest,  sir, 
I  am  no  tenant  for  life.  I  could  leave  the  Hazeldean  lands 
to  my  ploughman,  if  I  chose  it.     Inheritance,  indeed!" 

"  My  dear  sir,  I  did  not  mean  to  imply  that  Frank  would 
entertain  the  unnatural  and  monstrous  idea  of  calculating 
on  your  death ;  and  all  we  have  to  do  is  to  get  him  to  sow 
his  wild  oats  as  soon  as  possible — marry  and  settle  down 
into  the  country.  For  it  would  be  a  thousand  pities  if  his 
own  town  habits  and  tastes  grew  permanent — a  bad  thing 
for  the  Hazeldean  property,  that!  And,"  added  Randall, 
laughing,  "I  feel  an  interest  in  the  old  place,  since  my 
grandmother  comes  of  the  stock.     So,  just  force  yourself 
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to  seem  angry,  and  grumble  a  little  when  you  pay  the 
bills." 

"Ah,  ah,  trust  me,"  said  the  Squire,  doggedly,  and  with 
a  very  altered  air.  ''  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  these 
hints,  my  young  kinsman."  And  his  stout  hand  trembled 
a  little  as  he  extended  it  to  Kandal. 

Leaving  Limmer's,  Kandal  hastened  to  Frank's  rooms  in 
St.  James's  Street.  "My  dear  fellow,"  said  he,  when  he 
entered,  "  it  is  very  fortunate  that  I  persuaded  you  to  let 
me  break  matters  to  your  father.  You  might  well  say  h(» 
was  rather  passionate;  but  1  have  contrived  to  soothe  him. 
You  need  not  fear  that  he  will  not  pay  your  debts." 

"  I  never  feared  that, "  said  Frank,  changing  colour ;  "  I 
only  feared  his  anger.  But,  indeed,  I  fear  his  kindness 
still  more.  What  a  reckless  hound  I  have  been !  How- 
ever, it  shall  be  a  lesson  to  me.  And  my  debts  once  paid, 
I  will  turn  as  economical  as  yourself." 

"  Quite  right,  Frank.  And,  indeed,  I  am  a  little  afraid 
that,  when  your  father  knows  the  total,  he  may  execute  a 
threat  that  would  be  very  unpleasant  to  yon." 

«  What's  that?" 

"  Make  you  sell  out,  and  give  up  London. " 

"The  devil!"  exclaimed  Frank,  with  fervent  emphasis; 
"that  would  be  treating  me  like  a  child." 

"  Why,  it  wovld  make  you  seem  rather  ridiculous  to  your 
set,  which  is  not  a  very  rural  one.  And  you,  who  like 
London  so  much,  and  are  so  much  the  fashion." 

"Don't  talk  of  it,"  cried  Frank,  walking  to  and  fro  the 
room  in  great  disorder. 

"  Perhaps,  on  the  whole,  it  might  be  well  not  to  say  all 
you  owe,  at  once.  If  you  named  half  the  sum,  your  father 
would  let  you  off  with  a  lecture;  and  really  I  tremble  at 
the  effect  of  the  total." 

"  But  how  shall  I  pay  the  other  half?" 

"  Oh,  you  must  save  from  your  allowance ;  it  is  a  very 
liberal  one;  and  the  tradesmen  are  not  pressing." 

"  No — but  the  cursed  bill-brokers " 
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"Always  renew  to  a  young  man  of  your  expectations. 
Aud  if  I  get  into  an  office,  I  can  always  help  you,  my  dear 
Frank. '' 

"  Ah,  Kandal,  I  am  not  so  bad  as  to  take  advantage  of 
your  friendship,"  said  Frank,  warmly.  "But  it  seems  to 
me  mean  after  all,  and  a  sort  of  a  lie,  indeed,  disguising 
the  real  state  of  my  affairs.  I  should  not  have  listened  to 
the  idea  from  any  one  else.  But  you  are  such  a  sensible, 
kind,  honourable  fellow." 

"  After  epithets  so  flattering,  I  shrink  from  the  responsi- 
bility of  advice.  But  apart  from  your  own  interests,  I 
si  I  Quid  be  glad  to  save  your  father  the  pain  he  would  feel 
at  knowing  the  whole  extent  of  the  scrape  you  have  got 
into.  And  if  it  entailed  on  you  the  necessity  to  lay  by — 
and  give  up  hazard,  and  not  be  security  for  other  men — 
why  it  would  be  the  best  thing  that  could  happen.  Keally, 
too,  it  seems  hard  upon  Mr.  Hazeldean,  that  he  should  be 
the  only  sufferer,  and  quite  just  that  you  should  beai*  half 
your  own  burdens." 

"  So  it  is,  Randal ;  that  did  not  strike  me  before.  I  will 
take  your  counsel;  and  now  I  will  go  at  once  to  Limmer's. 
My  dear  father!     I  hope  he  is  looking  well?" 

"  Oh,  very.  Such  a  contrast  to  the  sallow  Londoners ! 
But  I  think  you  had  better  not  go  till  dinner.  He  has 
asked  me  to  meet  you  at  six.  I  will  call  for  you  a  little 
before,  and  we  can  go  together.  This  will  prevent  a  good 
deal  of  f/ene  and  constraint.  Good-bye  till  then.  Ha!  by 
the  way,  I  think  if  I  were  you,  I  would  not  take  the  mat- 
ter too  seriously  and  penitentially.  You  see  the  best  of 
fathers  like  to  keep  their  sons  under  their  thumb,  as  the 
saying  is.  And  if  you  want  at  your  age  to  preserve  your 
independence,  and  not  be  hurried  off  and  buried  in  the 
country,  like  a  schoolboy  in  disgrace,  a  little  manliness  of 
l)earing  would  not  be  amiss.     You  can  think  it  over." 

The  dinner  at  Limmer's  went  off  very  differently  from 

'^at  it  ought  to  have  done.     Randal's  words  had  sunk 

,  and  rankled  sorely  in  the  Squire's  mind;  and  that 
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impressioii  imparted  a  certain  coldness  to  his  manner  which 
belied  the  hearty,  forgivingy  generous  impulse  with  which 
he  had  oome  up  to  London,  and  which  even  Kandal  had 
not  yet  altogether  whispered  away.  On  the  other  hand, 
Frank,  embarrassed  both  by  the  sense  of  disingenuousncss 
and  a  desire  ''not  to  take  the  thing  too  seriously,"  seemed 
to  the  Squire  ungracious  and  tliankless. 

After  dinner  the  Squire  began  to  hum  and  haw,  and 
Frank  to  colour  up  and  shrink.  Both  felt  discomposed 
by  the  presence  of  a  third  person;  till,  with  an  art  and 
address  worthy  of  a  better  cause,  Randal  himself  broke 
the  ice,  and  so  contrived  to  remove  the  restraint  he  had 
before  imposed,  that  at  length  each  was  heartily  ghid  to 
have  matters  made  clear  and  brief  by  his  dexterity  and 
tact. 

Frank's  debts  were  not,  in  reality,  large;  and  when  he 
named  the  half  of  them — looking;  down  in  shame — the 
Squire,  agreeably  surprised,  was  al)out  to  express  himself 
with  a  liberal  heartiness  that  would  have  opened  his  son's 
excellent  heart  at  once  to  him. 

But  a  warning  look  from  Randal  checked  the  impulse; 
and  the  Squire  thought  it  right,  as  he  had  promised,  to 
affect  an  anger  he  did  not  feel,  and  let  fall  the  unlucky 
threat,  "  that  it  was  all  very  well  once  in  a  way  to  exceed 
his  allowance ;  but  if  Frank  did  not,  in  future,  show  more 
sense  than  to  be  led  away  by  a  set  of  Lon4on  sharks  and 
coxcombs,  he  must  cut  the  army,  come  home,  and  take  to 
farming." 

Frank  impudently  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  sir,  I  have  no  taste 
for  farming.  And  after  London,  at  my  age,  the  country 
would  be  so  horribly  dull." 

"Aha!"  said  the  Squire,  very  grimly — and  he  thrust 
back  into  his  pocket-book  some  extra  bank-notes  which 
his  fingers  had  itched  to  add  to  those  he  had  already 
counted  out.  "  The  country  is  terribly  dull,  is  it?  Money 
goes  there  not  upon  follies  and  vices,  but  upon  employing 
honest  labourers,  and  increasing  the  wealth  of  the  nation^ 
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It  does  not  please  you  to  spend  money  in  that  way :  it  is 
a  pity  you  should  ever  be  plagued  with  such  duties." 

"  My  dear  father " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  you  puppy.  Oh,  I  dare  say,  if  you 
were  in  my  shoes,  you  would  cut  down  the  oaks,  and  mort- 
gage the  property — sell  it,  for  what  I  know — all  go  on  a 
cast  of  the  dice!  Aha,  sir — vei^  well,  very  well — the 
country  is  horribly  dull,  is  it?     Pray  stay  in  town." 

"My  dear  Mr.  Hazeldean,"  said  Kandal,  blandly,  and  ac 
if  with  the  wish  to  turn  oif  into  a  joke  what  threatened  to 
be  serious,  "  you  must  not  interpret  a  hasty  expression  so 
literally.     Why,  you  would  make  Frank  as  bad  as  Lord 

A ,  who  wrote  word  to  his  steward  to  cut  down  more 

timber;  and  when  the  steward  replied,  *  There  are  only 
three  sign-posts  left  on  the  whole  estate,'  wrote  back, 
'  Theif  ve  done  growing  at  all  events — down  with  them  I' 

You  ought  to  know  Lord  A ,  sir;    so  witty;   and — 

Frank's  particular  friend." 

"  Your  particular  friend.  Master  Frank?  Pretty  friends !" 
— and  the  Squire  buttoned  up  the  pocket  to  which  he  had 
transferred  his  note-book,  with  a  determined  air. 

"But  I'm  his  friend,  too,"  said  Randal,  kindly;  "and  I 
preach  to  him  properly,  I  can  tell  you."  Then,  as  if  deli- 
cately anxious  to  change  the  subject,  he  began  to  ask  ques- 
tions upon  crops  and  the  experiment  of  bone  manure.  He 
5poke  earnestly  and  with  gusto,  yet  with  the  deference  of 
one  listening  to  a  great  practical  authority.  Randal  had 
spent  the  afternoon  in  cramming  the  subject  from  agricul- 
tural journals  and  Parliamentary  reports;  and  like  all  prac- 
tised readers,  had  really  learnt  in  a  few  hours  more  than 
many  a  man,  unaccustomed  to  study,  could  gain  from  books 
in  a  year.  The  Squire  was  surprised  and  pleased  at  the 
young  scholar's  information  and  taste  for  such  subjects. 

"But,  to  be  sure,"  quoth  he,  with  an  angry  look  at  poor 
Frank,  "  you  have  good  Hazeldean  blood  in  you,  and  know 
a  bean  from  a  turnip." 

"Why,  sir,"  said  Randal,  ingenuously,  "I  am  training 
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myself  for  public  life;  and  ^vhat  is  a  public  mau  wortli  if 
he  do  not  stady  the  agriculture  of  his  coimtry." 

"  Bight — what  is  he  worth?  Put  that  qut»stioii,  with  my 
oomplimentBi  to  my  half-brother.  What  stutt'  he  did  talk, 
the  other  nighty  on  the  malt-tax,  to  be  sure!" 

**Mr.  Egerton  has  had  so  many  other  things  to  think  of, 
that  we  must  excuse  his  want  of  information  ii|)on  one 
topici  however  important.  With  his  strong  sense  he  must 
acquire  that  information,  sooner  or  later ;  for  he  is  fond  of 
power;  and^  sir,  knowledge  is  power  I" 

"Very  true — very  line  saying,"  quoth  the  poor  Squire, 
unsuspiciously,  as  Kandal's  eye  rested  on  Mr.  Hazeldean's 
open  face,  and  then  glanced  towards  Frank,  who  looked 
sad  and  bored. 

"Yes,"  repeated  Kandal,  "knowledge  is  power;"  and  he 
shook  his  head  wisely,  as  he  passed  the  bottle  to  his  host. 

Still,  when  the  Squire,  who  meant  to  return  to  the  Hall 
next  morning,  took  leave  of  Frank,  his  heart  warmed  to 
his  son;  and  still  more  for  Frank's  dejected  looks.  It  was 
not  Randal's  policy  to  x)ush  estrangement  too  far  at  tirst, 
and  in  his  own  presence. 

"Speak  to  poor  Frank — kindly  now,  sir — do;"  whisijered 
he,  observing  the  Squire's  watery  eye,  as  he  moved  to  the 
window. 

The  Squire,  rejoiced  to  obey,  thrust  out  his  hand  to  his 
son — "My  dear  boy,"  said  he,  "there,  don't  fret — pshaw! 
— it  was  but  a  trifle  after  all.     Think  no  more  of  it." 

Frank  took  the  hand,  and  suddenly  threw  his  arm  round 
his  father's  broad  shoulder. 

"Oh,  sir,  you  are  too  good — too  good."  His  voice  trem- 
bled so,  that  Randal  took  alarm,  passed  by  him,  and  touched 
him  meaningly. 

The  Squire  pressed  his  son  to  his  heart — heart  so  large, 
that  it  seemed  to  fill  the  whole  width  under  his  broadcloth. 

"My  dear  Frank,"  said  he,  half  blubbering,  "it  is  not 
the  money;  but  you  see,  it  so  vexes  your  poor  mother;  3 
must  be  careful  in  future ;  and,  zounds,  boy,  it  will 
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yours  one  day;  only  don't  calculate  on  itj  I  could  not  bear 
that — I  could  not  indeed." 

"Calculate!"  cried  Frank.     "Oh,  sir,  can  you  think  it?" 

"  I  am  so  delighted  that  I  had  some  slight  hand  in  your 
complete  reconciliation  with  Mr.  Hazeldean,"  said  Randal, 
as  the  yoimg  men  walked  from  the  hotel.  "I  saw  that 
you  were  disheartened,  and  I  told  him  to  speak  to  30U 
kindly." 

"  Did  you?     Ah — I  am  so  sorry  he  needed  telling." 

"  I  know  his  character  so  well  already, "  said  Randal, 
"  that  I  flatter  myself  I  can  always  keep  things  between 
you  as  they  ought  to  be.     What  an  excellent  man!" 

"  The  best  man  in  the  world,"  cried  Frank,  heartily;  and 
^len,  as  his  accents  drooped,  "  yet  I  have  deceived  him.  I 
have  a  great  mind  to  go  back " 

"  And  tell  him  to  give  you  twice  as  much  money  as  you 
had  asked  for.  He  would  think  you  had  only  seemed  so 
affectionate  in  order  to  take  him  in.  No,  no,  Frank — save — 
lay  by — economize;  and  then  tell  him  that  you  have  paid 
half  your  own  debts.     Something  high-minded  in  that." 

"So  there  is.  Your  heart  is  as  good  as  your  head. 
Good-night." 

"Are  you  going  home  so  early?  Have  you  no  engage- 
ments?" 

"None  that  I  shall  keep." 

"Good-night,  then." 

They  parted,  and  Randal  walked  into  one  of  the  fashion- 
able clubs.  He  neared  a  table,  where  three  or  four  young 
men  (younger  sons,  who  lived  in  the  most  splendid  style, 
Heaven  knew  how)  were  still  over  their  wine. 

Leslie  had  little  in  common  with  these  gentlemen,  but  he 
forced  his  nature  to  be  agreeable  to  them,  in  consequence 
of  a  very  excellent  piece  of  worldly  advice  given  him  by 
Audley  Egerton.  "Never  let  the  dandies  call  you  a  prig," 
said  the  statesman.  "  Many  a  clever  fellow  fails  through 
life,  because  the  silly  fellows  whom  half  a  word  well  spoken 
could  make  his  claqiiers,  turn  him  to  ridicule.     Whatever 
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you  are,  avoid  the  fault  of  most  reading  men :  in  a  word, 
don't  be  a  prig!" 

"I  have  just  left  Hazeldean,"  said  liandal.  "What  a 
good  fellow  he  is!" 

"Capital!"  said  the  Honourable  George  Borrowell. 
"Where  is  he?" 

"  Why,  he  is  gone  to  his  rooms.  He  has  had  a  little 
scene  with  his  father,  a  thorough,  rough  country  squire. 
It  would  be  an  act  of  charity  if  you  would  go  and  keep 
him  company,  or  take  him  with  you  to  some  place  a  little 
more  lively  than  his  own  lodgings." 

"What!  the  old  gentleman  has  been  teasing  him!— a 
horrid  shame!  Why  Frank  is  not  extravagant,  and  he  will 
be  very  rich — eh?" 

"An  immense  property,"  said  Randal,  "and  not  a  mort- 
gage on  it:  an  only  son,"  he  added,  turning  away. 

Among  these  young  gentlemen  there  was  a  kindly  and 
most  benevolent  whisper,  and  presently  they  all  rose,  and 
walked  away  towards  Frank's  lodgings. 

"  The  wedge  is  in  the  tree,"  said  Randal  to  himself,  "  and 
there  is  a  gap  already  between  the  bark  and  the  wood." 


CHAPTER   XXII. 


Harley  L' Estrange  is  seated  beside  Helen  at  the  lat- 
tice-window in  the  cottage  at  Norwood.  The  bloom  of  re- 
viving health  is  on  the  child's  face,  and  she  is  listening 
with  a  smile,  for  Harley  is  speaking  of  Leonard  with  praise, 
and  of  Leonard's  future  with  hope.  "And  thus,"  he  con- 
tinued, "  secure  from  his  former  trials,  happy  in  his  occupa- 
tion, and  pursuing  the  career  he  has  chosen,  we  must  be 
content,  my  dear  child,  to  leave  him." 

"Leave  him!"  exclaimed  Helen,  and  the  rose  on 
cheek  faded. 
2—13 
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ilarley  was  not  displeased  to  see  her  emotion.  He  would 
have  been  disappointed  in  her  heart  if  it  had  been  less  sus- 
ceptible to  affection. 

"It  is  hard  on  you,  Helen,"  said  lie,  "to  be  separated 
from  one  who  has  been  to  you  as  a  brother.  Do  not  hate 
me  for  doing  so.  But  I  consider  myself  your  guardian, 
and  your  home  as  yet  must  be  mine.  We  are  going  from 
this  land  of  cloud  and  mist,  going  as  into  the  world  of  sum- 
mer. Well,  that  does  not  content  you.  You  weep,  my 
child ;  you  mourn  your  own  friend,  but  do  not  forget  your 
father's.  I  am  alone,  and  often  sad,  Helen;  will  you  not 
comfort  me?  You  press  my  hand,  but  you  must  learn  to 
smile  on  me  also.  You  are  born  to  be  the  comforter. 
Comforters  are  not  egotists ;  they  are  always  cheerful  when 
they  console." 

The  voice  of  Harley  was  so  sweet  and  his  words  went  so, 
home  to  the  child's  heart,  that  she  looked  up  and  smiled 
in  his  face  as  he  kissed  her  ingenuous  brow.  But  then  she 
thought  of  Leonard,  and  felt  so  solitary — so  bereft — that 
tears  burst  forth  again.  Before  these  were  dried,  Leonard 
himself  entered,  and,  obeying  an  irresistible  impulse,  she 
sprang  to  his  arms,  and  leaning  her  head  on  his  shoulder, 
sobbed  out,  "  I  am  going  from  you,  brother — do  not  grieve 
— do  not  miss  me." 

Harley  was  much  moved;  he  folded  his  arms,  and  con- 
templated them  both  silently — and  his  own  eyes  were 
moist.  "This  heart,"  thought  he,  "will  be  worth  the 
winning!" 

He  drew  aside  Leonard,  and  whispered :  "  Soothe,  but 
encourage  and  support  her.  I  leave  you  together;  come 
to  me  in  the  garden  later." 

It  was  nearly  an  hour  before  Leonard  joined  Harley. 

"  She  was  not  weeping  when  you  left  her?"  asked  L'Es- 
trange. 

"No;  she  has  more  fortitude  than  we  might  suppose. 
Heaven  knows  how  that  fortitude  has  supported  mine.  I 
have  promised  to  write  to  her  often." 
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Harley  took  two  strides  across  the  lawn,  and  then,  com- 
ing back  to  Leonard,  said :  "  Keep  your  promise,  and  write 
often  fpr  the  first  year.  I  would  then  ask  you  to  let  the 
correspondence  drop  gradually. '^ 

"Drop!— Ah!  my  lord!" 

"Look  you,  my  yoimg  friend,  I  wish  to  lead  this  fair 
mind  wholly  from  the  sorrows  of  the  Past.  I  wish  Helen 
to  enter,  not  abruptly,  but  step  by  step,  into  a  new  life. 
You  love  each  other  now,  as  do  two  children — as  brother 
and  sister.  But  later,  if  encouraged,  would  the  love  be  the 
same?  And  is  it  not  better  for  both  of  you,  that  youth 
should  open  upon  the  world  with  youth's  natural  affections 
free  and  unforestalled?" 

"True!  And  she  is  so  above  me,"  said  Leonard,  mourn- 
fully. 

"  No  one  is  above  him  who  succeeds  in  your  ambition, 
Leonard.     It  is  not  thatj  believe  me." 

Leonard  shook  his  head. 

"Perhaps,"  said  Harley,  with  a  smile,  "I  rather  feel 
that  you  are  above  me.  For  what  vantage-ground  is  so 
high  as  youth?  Perhaps  I  may  become  jealous  of  you.  It 
is  well  that  she  should  learn  to  like  one  who  is  to  be  hence- 
forth her  guardian  and  protector.  Yet,  how  can  she  like 
me  as  she  ought,  if  her  heart  is  to  be  full  of  you?" 

The  boy  bowed  his  head ;  and  Harley  hastened  to  change 
the  subject,  and  speak  of  letters  and  of  glory.  His  words 
were  eloquent  and  his  voice  kindling ;  for  he  had  been  an 
enthusiast  for  fame  in  his  boyhood;  and  in  Leonard's,  his 
own  seemed  to  him  to  revive.  But  the  poet' s  heart  gave 
back  no  echo — suddenly  it  seemed  void  and  desolate.  Yet 
when  Leonard  walked  back  by  the  moonlight,-  he  muttered 
to  himself :  "Strange — strange — so  mere  a  child; — this  can- 
not be  love!     Still  what  else  to  love  is  there  left  to  me?" 

And  so  he  paused  upon  the  bridge  where  he  had  so  often 
stood  with  Helen,  and  on  which  he  had  found  the  protector 
that  had  given  to  her  a  home — to  himself  a  career.  And 
life  seemed  very  long,  and  fame  but  a  dreary  phantom. 
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Courage,  still,  Leonard!  These  are  the  sorrows  of  the 
heart  that  teach  thee  more  than  all  the  precepts  of  sage  and 
critic. 

Another  day,  and  Helen  had  left  the  shores  of  England, 
with  her  fanciful  and  dreaming  guardian.  Years  will  pass 
before  our  tale  re-opens.  Life  in  all  the  forms  we  have 
seen  it  travels  on.  And  the  Squire  farms  and  hunts ;  and 
the  Parson  preaches  and  chides  and  soothes.  And  Ricca- 
bocca  reads  his  Machiavelli,  and  sighs  and  smiles  as  he 
moralises  on  Men  and  States.  And  Violante's  dark  eyes 
grow  deeper  and  more  spiritual  in  their  lustre;  and  her 
beauty  takes  thought  from  solitary  dreams.  And  Mr. 
Richard  Avenel  has  his  house  in  London,  and  the  Hon- 
ourable Mrs.  Avenel  her  opera-box;  and  hard  and  dire  is 
their  struggle  into  fashion,  and  hotly  does  the  new  man, 
scorning  the  aristocracy,  pant  to  become  aristocrat.  And 
Audley  Egerton  goes  from  the  office  to  the  Parliament,  and 
drudges,  and  debates,  and  helps  to  govern  the  empire  in 
which  the  sun  never  sets.  Poor  sun,  how  tired  he  must  be 
— but  not  more  tired  than  the  Government!  And  Randal 
Leslie  has  an  excellent  place  in  the  bureau  of  a  minister, 
and  is  looking  to  the  time  when  he  shall  resign  it  to  come 
into  Parliament,  and  on  that  large  arena  turn  knowledge 
into  power.  And  meanwhile,  he  is  much  where  he  was 
with  Audley  Egerton ;  but  he  has  established  intimacy  with 
the  Squire,  and  visited  Hazeldean  twice,  and  examined  the 
house  and  the  map  of  the  property — and  very  nearly  fallen 
a  second  time  into  the  ha-ha,  and  the  Squire  believes  that 
Randal  Leslie  alone  can  keep  Frank  out  of  mischief,  and 
has  spoken  rough  words  to  his  Harry  about  Frank's  con- 
tinual extravagance.  And  Frank  does  continue  to  pursue 
pleasure,  and  is  very  miserable,  and  horribly  in  debt.  And 
Madame  di  Negra  has  gone  from  London  to  Paris,  and 
taken  a  tour  into  Switzerland,  and  come  back  to  London 
again,  and  has  grown  very  intimate  with  Randal  Leslie; 
and  Randal  has  introduced  Frank  to  her ;  and  Frank  thinks 
her  the  loveliest  woman  in  the  world,  ar.d  grossly  slandered 
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by  certain  evil  tongues.  And  the  brother  of  Madame  di 
Negra  is  expected  in  England  at  last ;  and  what  with  his 
repute  for  beauty  and  for  wealth,  people  anticipate  a  sensa- 
tion. And  Leonarrl,  and  Harley,  and  Helen?  Patience — 
they  will  all  reappear. 


BOOK     EIGHTH. 


INITIAL   CHAPTER. 

THE  ABUSE  OF  INTELLECT. 

There  is  at  present  so  vehement  a  flourish  of  trumpets 
and  so  prodigious  a  roll  of  the  drum,  whenever  we  are  called 
upon  to  throw  up  our  hats,  and  cry  "  Huzza"  to  the  "  March 
of  Enlightenment,"  that,  out  of  that  very  spirit  of  contra- 
diction natural  to  all  rational  animals,  one  is  tempted  to 
stop  one' s  ears,  and  say,  "  Gently,  gently ;  light  is  noise- 
less; how  comes  *  Enlightenment'  to  make  such  a  clatter? 
Meanwhile,  if  it  be  not  impertinent,  pray,  where  is  En- 
lightenment marching  to?"  Ask  that  question  of  any  six 
of  the  loudest  bawlers  in  the  procession,  and  I'll  wager 
tenpence  to  California  that  you  get  six  very  unsatisfactory 
answers.  One  respectable  gentleman,  who,  to  our  great 
astonishment,  insists  upon  calling  himself  '^a  slave,"  but 
has  a  remarkable  free  way  of  expressing  his  opinions,  will 
reply,  "Enlightenment  is  marching  towards  the  seven 
points  of  the  Charter."  Another,  with  his  hair  a  la  jeiine 
France,  who  has  taken  a  fancy  to  his  friend's  wife,  and  is 
rather  embarrassed  with  his  own,  asserts  that  Enlighten- 
ment is  proceeding  towards  the  Rights  of  Women,  the 
reign  of  Social  Love,  and  the  annihilation  of  Tyrannical 
Prejudice.  A  third,  who  has  the  air  of  a  man  well  to  do 
in  the  middle  class,  more  modest  in  his  hopes,  because  he 
neither  wishes  to  have  his  head  broken  by  his  errand-boy, 
nor  his  wife  carried  off  to  an  Agapemone  by  his  apprentice^ 
does  not  take  Enlightenment  a  step  farther  than  a  siege  on 
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Debretty  and  a  cannonade  on  the  Budget.  Illiberal  man ! 
the  march  that  he  swells  will  soon  trample  him  mider  foot. 
No  one  fares  so  ill  in  a  crowd  as  the  man  who  is  wedged  in 
the  middle.  A  foui*th,  looking  wild  and  dreaiy,  as  if  he 
had  come  out  of  the  cave  of  Trophonius,  and  who  is  a  mes- 
meriser  and  a  mystic,  thinks  Enlightenment  is  in  full  career 
towards  the  good  old  days  cf  alchemists  and  necromancers. 
A  fifth,  whom  one  might  take  for  a  Quaker,  asserts  that  the 
march  of  Enlightenment  is  a  crusade  for  universal  philan- 
thropy, vegetable  diet,  and  the  perpetuation  of  peace  by 
means  of  speeches,  which  certainly  do  produce  a  very  con- 
trary effect  from  the  Philippics  of  Demosthenes!  The 
sixth — (good  fellow  without  a  rag  on  his  back) — does  not 
care  a  straw  where  the  march  goes.  He  can't  be  worse  off 
than  he  is ;  and  it  is  quite  immaterial  to  him  whether  he 
goes  to  the  dog-star  above,  or  the  bottomless  pit  below.  I 
say  nothing,  however,  against  the  march,  while  we  take  it 
altogether.  Whatever  happens,  one  is  in  good  company; 
and  though  I  am  somewhat  indolent  by  nature,  and  would 
rather  stay  at  home  with  Locke  and  Burke,  (dull  dogs 
though  they  were),  than  have  my  thoughts  set  off  helter- 
skelter  with  those  cursed  trumpets  and  drums,  blown  and 
dub-a-dubbed  by  fellows  whom  I  vow  to  heaven  I  would 
not  trust  with  a  five-pound  note — still,  if  I  must  march,  I 
must;  and  so  deuce  take  the  hindmost.  But  when  it  comes 
to  individual  marchers  upon  their  own  account — privateers 
and  condottieri  of  Enlightenment — who  have  filled  their 
pockets  with  lucifer-matches,  and  have  a  sublime  contempt 
for  their  neighbour's  barns  and  hay -ricks,  I  don't  see  why 
I  shoidd  throw  myself  into  the  seventh  heaven  of  admira- 
tion and  ecstasy. 

If  those  who  are  eternally  rhapsodising  on  the  celestial 
blessings  that  are  to  follow  Enlightenment,  Universal 
Knowledge,  and  so  forth,  would  just  take  their  eyes  out  of 
their  pockets  and  look  about  them,  I  would  respectfully 
inquire  if  they  have  never  met  any  very  knowing  and  en- 
lightened gentleman,  whose  acquaintance  is  by  no  means 
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desirable.  If  not,  they  are  monstrous  lucky.  Every  man 
must  judge  by  his  own  experience;  and  the  worst  rogues  I 
have  ever  encountered  were  amazingly  well-informed  clever 
fellows!  From  dunderheads  and  dimces  we  can  protect 
ourselves,  but  from  your  sharp-witted  gentlemen,  all  en- 
lightenment and  no  prejudice,  we  have  but  to  cry,  *'  Heaven 
defend  us!"  It  is  true,  that  the  rogue  (let  him  be  ever  so 
enlightened)  usually  comes  to  no  good  himself,  (though  not 
before  he  has  done  harm  enough  to  his  neighbours).  But 
that  only  shows  that  the  world  wants  something  else  in 
those  it  rewards,  besides  intelligence  ^^er  se  and  in  the  ab- 
strac^t;  and  is  much  too  old  a  world  to  allow  any  Jack 
Horner  to  pick  out  its  plums  for  his  own  personal  gratifica- 
tion. Hence  a  man  of  very  moderate  intelligence,  who 
believes  in  God,  suffers  his  heart  to  beat  with  human 
sympathies,  and  keeps  his  eyes  off  your  strong-box,  will 
perhaps  gain  a  vast  deal  more  power  than  knowledge  ever 
gives  to  a  rogue. 

Wherefore,  though  I  anticipate  an  outcry  against  me  on 
the  part  of  the  blockheads,  who,  strange  to  say,  are  the 
most  credulous  idolaters  of  enlightenment,  and,  if  knowl- 
edge were  power,  would  rot  on  a  dunghill;  yet,  neverthe- 
less, I  think  all  really  enlightened  men  will  agree  with  me, 
that  when  one  falls  in  with  detached  sharpshooters  from 
the  general  March  of  ^Enlightenment,  it  is  no  reason  that 
we  should  make  ourselves  a  target,  because  Enlightenment 
has  furnished  them  with  a  gun.  It  has,  doubtless,  been 
already  remarked  by  the  judicious  reader,  that  of  the 
numerous  characters  introduced  into  this  work,  the  larger 
portion  belong  to  that  species  which  we  call  the  Intellec- 
tual— that  through  them  are  analysed  and  developed  human 
intellect,  in  various  forms  and  directions.  So  that  this  His- 
tory, rightly  considered,  is  a  kind  of  humble  familiar  Epic, 
or,  if  you  prefer  it,  a  long  Serio-Comedy,  upon  the  Varie- 
ties of  English  Life  in  this  our  Century,  set  in  movement 
by  the  intelligences  most  prevalent.  And  where  more  ordi- 
nary and  less  refined  types  of  the  species  round  and  complete 
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the  survey  of  our  passing  generation,  they  will  often  sug- 
gest, by  contrast,  the  deficiencies  which  mere  intellectual 
culture  leaves  in  the  human  l)eing.  C-ertainly,  1  have  no 
spite  against  intellect  and  enlightenment.  Heaven  forbid 
I  should  be  such  a  Goth!  I  am  only  the  advocate  for  com- 
mon sense  and  fair  play.  1  don't  think  an  able  man  neces- 
sarily an  angel;  but  I  think  if  his  heart  match  his  hojul,  and 
both  proceed  in  the  Great  March  under  the  divine  Orillamme, 
he  goes  as  near  to  the  angel  as  humanity  will  i)eniiit:  if 
not,  if  he  has  but  a  penn'orth  of  heart  to  a  pound  of  brains, 
I  say,  ^^  Bon  jour,  mon  anye  !  I  see  not  the  starry  ujjward 
wings,  but  the  grovelling  cloven-hoof."'  I'd  rather  1h»  offus- 
catedby  the  Squire  of  Hazeldean,  than  enlightened  by  Ran- 
dal Leslie.  Eveiy  man  to  his  taste,  l^ut  intellect  itself 
(not  in  the  philosophical  but  the  ordinary  sense  of  tlie 
term)  is  rarely,  if  ever,  one  completed  harmonious  agency  : 
it  is  not  one  faculty,  but  a  compound  of  many,  sonu^  of 
which  are  often  at  war  with  each  other,  and  mar  the  con- 
cord of  the  whole.  Few  of  us  but  have  some  ])re(loniinant 
faculty,  in  itself  a  strength;  but  wliicli,  nsurj)ing  unseason- 
ably dominion  over  the  rest,  shares  the  lot  of  all  tyranny, 
however  brilliant,  and  leaves  the  empire  weak  against 
disaffection  within  and  invasion  from  without.  JIenc(», 
intellect  may  be  perverted  in  a  man  of  evil  dis])osition, 
and  sometimes  merely  wasted  in  a  man  of  excellent  im- 
pulses, for  want  of  the  necessary  discij)line,  or  of  a  strong 
ruling  motive.  I  doubt  if  there  be  on(^  i)erson  in  the 
world,  who  has  obtained  a  high  re])utation  for  talent,  who 
has  not  met  somebody  much  cleverer  than  himself,  which 
said  somebody  has  never  obtained  any  reputation  at  all  I 
Men  like  Audley  Egerton  are  constantly  seen  in  the  great 
positions  of  life;  while  men  like  Harley  L' Estrange,  who 
could  have  beaten  them  hollow  in  anything  equally  striven 
for  by  both,  float  away  down  the  stream,  and,  unless  some 
sudden  stimulant  arouse  their  dreamy  energies,  vanish  out 
of  sight  into  silent  graves.  If  Hamlet  and  Polonius  were 
living  now,  l*oloniu3  would  have  a  much  better  chance  of 
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being  a  Cabinet  Minister,  though  Hamlet  would  unquestion- 
ably be  a  much  more  intellectual  character.  What  would 
become  of  Hamlet?  Heaven  knows!  Dr.  Arnold  said, 
from  his  experience  of  a  school,  that  the  difference  between 
one  man  and  another  was  not  mere  ability — it  was  energy. 
There  is  a  great  deal  of  truth  in  that  saying. 

Submitting  these  hints  to  the  judgment  and  penetration 
of  the  sagacious,  I  enter  on  the  fresh  division  of  this  work 
and  see  already  Randal  Leslie  gnawing  his  lips  on  the  back- 
groimd.  The  German  poet  observes,  that  the  Cow  of  Isis 
is  to  some  the  divine  symbol  of  knowledge,  to  others  but 
the  milch  cow,  only  regarded  for  the  pounds  of  butter  she 
will  yield.  O  tendency  of  our  age,  to  look  on  Isis  as  the 
milch  cow !  0  prostitution  of  the  grandest  desire  to  the 
basest  uses !  Gaze  on  the  goddess,  Randal  Leslie,  and  get 
ready  thy  churn  and  thy  scales.  Let  us  see  what  the  butter 
will  fetch  in  the  market. 


CHAPTER  11. 


A  NEW  Reign  has  commenced.  There  has  been  a  general 
election;  the  unpopularity  of  the  Administration  has  been 
apparent  at  the  hustings.  Audley  Egerton,  hitherto  re- 
turned by  vast  majorities,  has  barely  escaped  defeat — 
thanks  to  a  majority  of  five.  The  expenses  of  his  election 
are  said  to  have  been  prodigious.  "But  who  can  stand 
against  such  wealth  as  Egerton' s — no  doubt  backed,  too,  by 
the  Treasury  purse?"  said  the  defeated  candidate.  It  is 
towards  the  close  of  October ;  London  is  already  full ;  Par- 
liament will  meet  in  less  than  a  fortnight. 

In  one  of  the  principal  apartments  of  that  hotel  in  which 
foreigners  may  discover  what  is  meant  by  English  comfort, 
and  the  price  which  foreigners  must  pay  for  it,  there  sat 
two  persons  side  by  side,  engaged  in  close  conversation. 
The  one  was  a  female,  in  whose  pale  clear  complexion  an4 
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raven  hair — in  whose  eyes,  vivid  with  a  power  of  expression 
rarely  bestowed  on  the  beauties  of  the  north,  we  recognise 
Beatrice,  Marchesa  di  Negra.  Undeniably  handsome  as 
was  the  Italian  lady,  her  companion,  though  a  man,  and 
far  advanced  into  middle  age,  was  yet  more  remarkable  for 
personal  advantages.  There  was  a  strong  family  likeness 
between  the  two ;  but  there  was  also  a  striking  contrast  in 
air,  manner,  and  all  that  stamps  on  the  physiognomy  the 
idiosyncrasies  of  character.  There  was  something  of  grav- 
ity, of  earnestness  and  passion,  in  Beatrice's  countenance 
when  carefully  examined:  her  smile  at  times  might  be 
false,  but  it  was  rarely  ironical,  never  cynical.  Her  ges- 
tures, though  graceful,  were  unrestrained  and  frequent. 
You  could  see  she  was  ?.  daughter  of  the  south.  Her  com- 
panion, on  the  contrary,  preserved  on  the  fair,  smooth 
face,  to  which  years  had  given  scarcely  a  line  or  wrinkle, 
something  that  might  have  passed  at  first  glance  for  the 
levity  and  thoughtlessness  of  a  gay  and  youthful  nature; 
but  the  smile,  though  exquisitely  polished,  took  at  times 
the  derision  of  a  sneer.  In  his  manners  he  was  as  com- 
posed and  as  free  from  gesture  as  an  Englishman.  His 
hair  was  of  that  red  brown  with  which  the  Italian  painters 
produce  such  marvellous  effect?  of  colour ;  and  if  here  and 
there  a  silver  thread  gleamed  through  the  locks,  it  was  lost 
at  once  amidst  their  luxuriance.  His  eyes  were  light,  and 
his  complexion,  though  without  much  colour,  was  singularly 
transparent.  His  beauty,  indeed,  would  have  been  rather 
womanly  than  masculine,  but  for  the  height  and  sinewy 
spareness  of  a  frame  in  which  muscular  strength  was  rather 
adorned  than  concealed  by  an  admirable  elegance  of  propor- 
tion. You  would  never  have  guessed  this  man  to  be  an 
Italian ;  more  likely  you  would  have  supposed  him  a  Paris- 
ian. He  conversed  in  French,  his  dress  was  of  French 
fashion,  his  mode  of  thought  seemed  French.  Not  that  he 
was  like  the  Frenchman  of  the  present  day — an  animal, 
either  rude  or  reserved ;  but  your  ideal  of  the  Marquis  of 
the  old  ref/iine^the  rone  of  the  Kegency. 
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Italian,  however,  he  was,  and  of  a  race  renowned  in  Ital- 
ian history.  But,  as  if  ashamed  of  his  country  and  his 
birth,  he  affected  to  be  a  citizen  of  the  world.  Heaven 
help  the  world  if  it  hold  only  such  citizens ! 

"But,  Giulio,^'  said  Beatrice  di  Negra,  speaking  in  Ital- 
ian, "even  granting  that  you  discover  this  girl,  can  you 
suppose  that  her  father  will  ever  consent  to  your  alliance? 
Surely  you  know  too  well  the  nature  of  your  kinsman?" 

"  Ta  te  trompes,  via  samr, "  replied  Giulio  Franzini,  Count 
di  Peschiera,  in  French,  as  usual — '^tu  te  trornpes ;  I 
knew  it  before  he  had  gone  through  exile  and  penury. 
How  can  I  know  it  now?  But  comfort  yourself,  my  too 
anxious  Beatrice,  I  shall  not  care  for  his  consent  till  I've 
made  sure  of  his  daughter's. '^ 

"  But  how  win  that  in  despite  of  the  father?" 

"  I^Jh,  morxlieu  !"  interrupted  the  Count,  with  true  French 
gaiety;  "what  would  become  of  all  the  comedies  ever 
written  if  marriages  were  not  made  in  despite  of  the 
father?  Look  you,"  he  resumed,  with  a  very  slight  com- 
pression of  his  lip,  and  a  still  slighter  movement  in  his 
chair — "  look  you,  this  is  no  question  of  if s  and  buts !  it  is 
a  question  of  must  and  shall — a  question  of  existence  to  you 
and  to  me.  When  Danton  was  condemned  to  the  guillo- 
tine, he  said,  flinging  a  pellet  of  bread  at  the  nose  of  his 
respectable  judge — ^31oii  individu  sera  bientot  dans  le 
neant ' — My  patrimony  is  there  already !  I  am  loaded  with 
debts.  I  see  before  me,  on  one  side,  ruin  or  suicide;  on 
the  other  side,  wedlock  and  wealth." 

"  But  from  those  vast  possessions  which  you  have  been 
permitted  to  enjoy  so  long,  have  you  really  saved  nothing 
against  the  time  when  they  might  be  reclaimed  at  your 
hands?" 

"  My  sister, "  replied  the  Count,  "  do  I  look  like  a  man 
who  saved?  Besides,  when  the  Austrian  Emperor,  unwill- 
ing to  raze  from  his  Lombard  domains  a  name  and  a  house 
so  illustrious  as  our  kinsman's,  and  desirous,  while  punish- 
ing that  kinsman's  rebellion,  to  reward  my  adherence,  for- 
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bore  the  peremptory  confiscation  of  those  vast  possessions 
at  which  my  mouth  waters  while  we  speak,  but,  annexing 
them  to  the  crown  during  pleasure,  allowed  me,  as  the 
next  of  male  kin,  to  retain  the  revenues  of  one-half  for  the 
same  very  indefinite  period — had  I  not  every  reason  to 
suppose  that,  before  long,  I  could  so  influence  his  Imperial 
Majesty  or  his  minister,  as  to  obtain  a  decree  that  might 
transfer  the  whole,  unconditionally  and  absolutely,  to  my- 
self? And  methinks  I  should  have  done  so,  but  for  this  ac- 
cursed, intermeddling  English  Milord,  who  has  never  ceased 
to  besiege  the  court  or  the  minister  with  alleged  extenuations 
of  our  cousin's  rebellion,  and  proofless  assertions  that  I 
shared  it  in  order  to  entangle  my  kinsman,  and  betrayed  it  in 
order  to  profit  by  his  spoils.  So  that,  at  last,  in  return  for 
all  my  services,  and  in  answer  to  all  my  claims,  I  received 
from  the  minister  himself  this  cold  reply;  *  Count  of  Pes- 
chiera,  your  aid  was  important,  and  your  reward  has  been 
large.  That  reward  it  would  not  be  for  your  honour  to 
extend,  and  justify  the  ill  opinion  of  your  Italian  country- 
men by  formally  appropriating  to  yourself  all  that  was  for- 
feited by  the  treason  you  denounced.  A  name  so  noble  as 
yours  should  be  dearer  to  you  than  fortune  itself." 

"Ah,  Giulio,"  cried  Beatrice,  her  face  lighting  up, 
changed  in  its  whole  character — **  those  were  words  that 
might  make  the  demon  that  tempts  to  avarice  fly  from  your 
breast  in  shame." 

The  Count  opened  his  eyes  in  great  amaze;  then  he 
glanced  round  the  room  and  said,  quietly  ; 

"  Nobody  else  hears  you,  my  dear  Beatrice ;  talk  common 
sense.  Heroics  sound  well  in  mixed  society;  but  there  is 
nothing  less  suited  to  the  tone  of  a  family  conversation." 

Madame  di  Negra  bent  down  her  head  abashed,  and  that 
sudden  change  in  the  expression  of  her  countenance  which 
had  seemed  to  betray  susceptibility  to  generous  emotion, 
faded  as  suddenly  away. 

"But  still,"  she  said,  coldly,  "you  enjoy  one-half  thosd 
ample  revenues— why  talk,  then,  of  suicide  and  ruin?'' 
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"I  enjoy  them  at  the  pleasure  of  the  crown;  and  what  if 
it  be  the  pleasure  of  the  crown  to  recall  our  cousin,  and 
reinstate  him  in  his  possessions?" 

"There  is  a  j^'obabllitf/,  then,  of  that  pardon?  When 
you  first  employed  me  in  your  researches,  you  only  thought 
there  was  a^>055i^i7tVy." 

"  There  is  a  great  probability  of  it,  and  therefore  I  am 
here.  I  learned  some  little  time  since  that  the  question  of 
such  recall  had  been  suggested  by  the  Emperor,  and  dis- 
cussed in  Council.  The  danger  to  the  State  which  might 
arise  from  our  cousin's  wealth,  his  alleged  abilities — (abili- 
ties! bah!) — and  his  popular  name,  deferred  any  decision 
on  the  point;  and,  indeed,  the  difficulty  of  dealing  with 
myself  must  have  embarrassed  the  minister.  But  it  is  a 
mere  question  of  time.  He  cannot  long  i*emain  excluded 
from  the  general  amnesty  already  extended  to  the  other 
refugees.  The  person  who  gave  me  this  information  is  high 
in  power,  and  friendly  to  myself;  and  he  added  a  piece  of 
advice  on  which  I  acted.  ^It  was  intimated,'  said  he,  *by 
one  of  the  partisans  of  your  kinsman,  that  the  exile  could 
give  a  hostage  for  his  loyalty  in  the  person  of  his  daughter 
and  heiress;  that  she  had  arrived  at  marriageable  age;  that 
if  she  were  to  wed,  with  the  Emperor's  consent,  some  one 
whose  attachment  to  the  Austrian  crown  was  tmquestion- 
able,  there  would  be  a  guarantee  both  for  the  faith  of  the 
father,  and  for  the  transmission  of  so  important  a  heritage 
to  safe  and  loyal  hands.  Why  not'  (continued  my  friend) 
^ apply  to  the  Emperor  for  his  consent  to  that  alliance  for 
yourself? — you,  on  whom  he  can  depend ; — you  who,  if  the 
daughter  should  die,  would  be  the  legal  heir  to  those  lands?' 
On  that  hint  I  spoke." 

"  You  saw  the  Emperor?" 

"  And  after  combating  the  unjust  prepossessions  against 
me,  I  stated,  that  so  far  from  my  cousin  having  any  fair 
cause  of  resentment  against  me,  when  all  was  duly  ex- 
plained to  him,  I  did  not  doubt  that  he  would  willingly  give 
me  the  hand  of  his  child." 
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"You  did!"  cried  the  Marchesa,  amazed. 

"And,"  contiuued  the  ('ount  imperturbably,  as  he 
smoothed,  with  careless  hand,  the  snowy  plaits  of  his  shirt 
front — "  and  that  I  should  thus  have  the  happiness  of  be- 
coming myself  the  guarantee  of  my  kinsman's  loyalty — the 
agent  for  the  restoration  of  his  honours,  while,  in  the  eyes 
of  the  envious  and  malignant,  I  should  clear  up  my  own 
name  from  all  suspicion  that  1  had  wronged  him." 

"And  the  Emperor  consented?" 

^^  Fardieii,  my  dear  sister,  what  else  could  his  Majesty 
do?  My  proposition  smoothed  every  obstacle,  and  recon- 
ciled policy  with  mercy.  It  remains,  therefore,  only  to 
find  out  what  has  hitherto  baffled  all  our  researches,  the 
retreat  of  our  dear  kinsfolk,  and  to  make  myself  a  welcome 
lover  to  the  demoiselle.  There  is  some  disparity  of  years, 
I  own ;  but — unless  your  sex  and  my  glass  flatter  me  over- 
much— I  am  still  a  match  for  many  a  gallant  of  five-and- 
tweuty." 

Tlje  Count  said  this  with  so  charming  a  smile,  and  looked 
so  pre-eminently  handsome,  that  he  carried  off  the  cox- 
combry of  the  words  as  gracefully  as  if  they  had  been 
spoken  by  some  dazzling  hero  of  the  grand  old  comedy  of 
Parisian  life. 

Then  interlacing  his  fingers,  and  lightly  leaning  his 
hands,  thus  clasped,  u})on  his  sister's  shoulder,  he  looked 
into  her  face,  and  said  slowly:  "And  now,  my  sister,  for 
some  gentle  but  deserved  reproach.  Have  you  not  sadly 
failed  me  in  the  task  I  imposed  on  your  regard  for  my  in- 
terests? Is  it  not  some  years  since  you  first  came  to  Eng- 
land on  the  ]nission  of  discovering  these  worthy  relations  of 
ours.  Did  I  not  entreat  you  to  seduce  into  your  toils  the 
man  whom  I  knew  to  be  my  enemy,  and  who  was  indubi- 
tably acquainted  with  our  cousin's  retreat — a  secret  he  has 
hitherto  locked  within  his  bosom?  Did  you  not  tell  me 
that,  though  he  was  then  in  England,  you  could  find 
occasion  even  to  meet  htm,  but  that  you  had  obtained 
friendship  of  the  statesman  to  whom  I  directed  your  a 


208  MY  NOVEL: 

tion,  as  his  most  intimate  asscxdate?  And  yet  you,  whose 
charms  are  usually  so  irresistible,  learn  nothing  from  the 
statesman,  as  you  see  nothing  of  Milord.  Nay,  batfled  and 
misled,  you  actually  suppose  that  the  quarry  has  taken 
refuge  in  France.  You  go  thither — you  pretend  to  search 
the  capital — the  provinces,  Switzerland,  que  sais-je? — all  in 
vain, — though,  fol  de  f/entilhomfne,  your  police  cost  me 
dearly — you  return  to  England — the  same  chance,  and  the 
same  result.  Pahamhleu,  ma  sceur,  I  do  too  much  credit 
to  your  talents  not  to  question  your  zeal.  In  a  word,  have 
you  been  in  earnest— or  have  you  not  had  some  womanly 
pleasure  in  amusi  ig  yourself  and  abusing  my  trust?" 

*'Giulio,"  answered  Beatrice,  sadly,  "you  know  the  in- 
fluence you  have  exercised  over  my  character  and  my  fate. 
Your  reproaches  are  not  just.  I  made  such  inquiries  as 
were  in  my  power,  and  I  have  now  cause  to  believe  that  I 
know  one  who  is  possessed  of  this  secret,  and  can  guide  us 
to  it. " 

"Ah,  you  do!''  exclaimed  the  Count.  Beatrice  di^  not 
heed  the  exclamation,  and  hurried  on. 

"  But  grant  that  my  heart  shrunk  from  the  task  you  im- 
posed on  me,  would  it  not  have  been  natural?  When  I 
first  came  to  England,  you  informed  me  that  your  object  in 
discovering  the  exiles  was  one  which  I  could  honestly  aid. 
You  naturally  wished  first  to  know  if  the  daughter  lived; 
if  not,  you  were  the  heir.  If  she  did,  you  assured  me  you 
desired  to  effect,  through  my  mediation,  some  liberal  com- 
promise with  Alphonso,  by  which  you  would  have  sought 
to  obtain  his  restoration,  provided  he  would  leave  you  for 
life  in  possession  of  the  grant  you  bold  from  the  crown. 
While  these  were  your  objects,  I  did  my  best,  ineffectual  as 
it  was,  to  obtain  the  information  required." 

"And  what  made  me  lose  so  important,  though  so  in- 
effectual an  ally?"  asked  the  Count,  still  smiling;  but  a 
gleam  that  belied  the  smile  shot  from  his  eye. 

"  What !  when  you  bade  me  receive  and  co-operate  with 
the  miserable  spies — the  false   Italians— whom   you  sent 
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over,  and  seek  to  entangle  this  poor  exile,  when  found,  in 
some  rash  correspondence  to  be  revealed  to  the  court; 
when  you  sought  to  seduce  the  daughter  of  the  Count  of 
Peschiera,  the  descendant  of  those  who  had  ruled  in  Italy, 
into  the  informer,  the  corrupter,  and  the  traitress;  No, 
Giulio — then  I  recoiled;  and  then,  fearful  of  your  own 
sway  over  me,  I  retreated  into  France.  I  have  answered 
you  frankly." 

The  Count  removed  his  hands  from  the  shoulder  on  which 
they  had  reclined  so  cordially. 

"And  this,"  said  he,  "is  your  wisdom,  and  this  your 
gratitude.  You,  whose  fortunes  are  bound  up  in  mine — 
you,  who  subsist  on  my  bounty — ^you,  who " 

"Hold,"  cried  the  Marchesa,  rising,  and  with  a  burst  of 
emotion,  as  if  stung  to  the  utmost,  and  breaking  into  revolt 
from  the  tyranny  of  years — "hold — gratitude!  bounty! 
Brother,  brother — what,  indeed,  do  I  owe  to  you?  The 
shame  and  the  misery  of  a  life.  While  yet  a  child,  you 
condemned  me  to  marry  against  my  will — against  my 
heart — against  my  prayers — and  laughed  at  my  tears  when 
I  knelt  to  you  for  mercy.  I  was  pure  then,  Giulio — pure 
and  innocent  as  the  flowers  in  my  virgin  crown.  And 
now — now " 

Beatrice  stopped  abruptly,  and  clasped  her  hands  before 
her  face. 

"  Now  you  upbraid  me, "  said  the  Count,  unruffled  by  her 
sudden  passion,  "  because  I  gave  you  in  marriage  to  a  man 
young  and  noble?" 

"Old  in  vices,  and  mean  of  soul!     The  marriage  I  for- 
gave you.     You  had  the  right,  according  to  the  customs  of 
our  country,  to  dispose  of  my  hand.     But  I  forgave  ] 
not  the  consolations  that  you  whispered  in  the  ear 
wretched  and  insulted  wife." 

"Pardon  me  the  remark,"  replied  the  Count, 
courtly  bend  of  his  head,  "  but  those  consolations 
conformable  to  the  customs  of  our  country,  j 
aware  till  now  that  you  had  wholly  disdained 
2—14 
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my  former  notions  revolted  your  conscience;  my  present 
plan  should  content  it;  for  by  this  marriage  shall  our  kins- 
man regain  his  country,  and  repossess,  at  least,  half  his 
lands.  And  if  I  am  not  an  excellent  husband  to  the  demoi- 
selle, it  will  be  her  own  fault.  I  have  sown  my  wild  oats. 
Je  suis  hon  2)rince,  when  I  have  things  a  little  my  own  way. 
It  is  my  hope  and  my  intention,  and  certainly  it  will  be  my 
interest,  to  become  diffne  epoux  et  iri'ejyroaehable  pere  de 
famille,  I  speak  lightly — ^tis  my  way.  I  mean  seriously. 
The  little  girl  will  be  very  happy  with  me,  and  I  shall  suc- 
ceed in  soothing  all  resentment  her  father  may  retain. 
Will  you  aid  me  then — yes  or  no?  Aid  me,  and  you  shall 
indeed  be  free.  The  magician  will  release  the  fair  spirit  he 
has  bound  to  his  will.  Aid  me  not,  ma  cherey  and  mark,  I  do 
not  threaten — I  do  but  warn — aid  me  not ;  grant  that  I  be- 
come a  beggar,  and  ask  yourself  what  is  to  become  of  you — 
still  young,  still  beautiful,  and  still  penniless?  Nay,  worse 
than  penniless ;  you  have  done  me  the  honour,  (and  here  the 
Count,  looking  on  the  table,  drew  a  letter  from  a  portfolio 
emblazoned  with  his  arms  and  coronet,)  you  have  done  me 
the  honour  to  consult  me  as  to  your  debts. " 

"  You  will  restore  my  fortune?"  said  the  Marchesa,  irre- 
solutely— and  averting  her  head  from  an  odious  schedule  of 
figures. 

"When  my  own,  with  your  aid,  is  secured." 
"  But  do  you  not  overrate  the  value  of  my  aid?" 
"Possibly,"  said  the  Count,  with  a  caressing  suavity — 
and  he  kissed  his  sister's  forehead.  "Possibly;  but,  by 
my  honour,  I  wish  to  repair  to  you  any  wrong,  real  or  sup- 
posed, I  may  have  done  you  in  past  times.  I  wish  to  find 
again  my  own  dear  sister.  I  may  over-value  your  aid,  but 
not  the  affection  from  which  it  comes.  Let  us  be  friends, 
cam  Beatrice  mia,^^  added  the  Count,  for  the  first  time 
employing  Italian  words." 

The  Marchesa  laid  her  head  on  his  shoulder  and  her  tears 
flowed  softly.  Evidently  this  man  had  great  influence  over 
her — and  evidently,  whatever  her  cause  for  complaint,  hex 
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continued  the  Count,  "  you  were  not  so  long  a  wife  that  the 
gall  of  the  chain  should  smart  still.  You  were  soon  left  a 
widow — free,  childless,  yoimg,  beautiful." 

**  And  penniless." 

"  True,  Di  Negra  was  a  gambler,  and  very  unlucky ;  no 
fault  of  mine.  I  could  neither  keep  the  cards  from  his 
hands,  nor  advise  him  how  to  play  them." 

*^  And  my  own  portion?  Oh,  Giulio,  I  knew  but  at  his 
death  why  you  had  condemned  me  to  that  renegade  Genoese. 
He  owed  you  money,  and,  against  honour,  and  I  believe 
against  law,  you  had  accepted  my  fortune  in  discharge  of 
the  debt." 

"  He  had  no  other  way  to  discharge  it— a  debt  of  honour 
must  be  paid — old  stories  these.  What  matters?  Since 
then  my  purse  has  been  open  to  you." 

"  Yes,  not  as  your  sister,  but  your  instrument — your 
spy!  Yes,  your  purse  has  been  open — with  a  niggard 
hand." 

"  Un  pen  de  conscience,  ma  chere,  you  are  so  extravagant. 
But  come,  be  plain.     What  would  you?" 

"  I  would  be  free  from  you." 

"That  is,  you  would  form  some  second  marriage  with 
one  of  these  rich  island  lords.  Ma  fol,  I  respect  your 
ambition." 

"  It  is  not  so  high.  I  aim  but  to  escape  from  slavery — to 
be  placed  beyond  dishonourable  temptation.  I  desire," 
cried  Beatrice,  with  increased  emotion — "I  desire  to  re- 
enter the  life  of  woman." 

"Eno'!"  said  the  Count,  with  a  visible  impatience;  "is 
there  anj^thing  in  the  attainment  of  your  object  that  should 
render  you  indifferent  to  mine?  You  desire  to  marry,  if  I 
comprehend  you  right.  And  to  marry,  as  becomes  you, 
you  should  bring  to  your  husband  not  debts,  but  a  dowry. 
Be  it  so.  I  will  restore  the  portion  that  I  saved  from  the 
spendthrift  clutch  of  the  Genoese — the  moment  that  it  is 
mine  to  bestow — the  moment  that  I  am  husband  to  my 
kinsman's  heiress.     And  now,    Beatrice,   you  imply  that 
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my  former  notions  revolted  your  conscience;  my  present 
plan  should  content  it;  for  by  this  marriage  shall  our  kins- 
man regain  his  country,  and  repossess,  at  least,  half  his 
lands.  And  if  I  laa  not  an  excellent  husband  to  the  demoi- 
selle, it  will  be  her  own  fault,  I  have  sown  my  wild  oats. 
Je  suis  bon  prince,  when  I  have  things  a  little  my  own  way. 
It  is  my  hope  and  my  intention,  and  certainly  it  will  be  my 
interest,  to  become  digne  epoux  et  iri-£2yroachable  pere  <Ie 
famille.  I  speak  lightly— 'tis  my  way.  I  mean  seriously. 
The  little  girl  will  be  very  happy  with  me,  and  I  shall  suc- 
ceed in  soothing  all  resentment  her  father  may  retain. 
Will  you  aid  me  then — yea  or  no?  Aid  me,  and  you  shall 
indeed  be  free.  The  magician  will  release  the  fair  spirit  he 
has  bound  to  his  will.  Aid  me  not,  via  ckere,  and  mark,  I  do 
not  threaten — I  do  but  warn — aid  me  not;  grant  that  I  be- 
come a  beggar,  and  ask  yourself  what  is  to  become  of  you — 
still  young,  still  beautiful,  and  still  penniless?  Nay,  worse 
than  penniless ;  you  have  done  me  the  honour,  (and  here  the 
Count,  looking  on  the  table,  drew  a  letter  from  a  portfolio 
emblazoned  with  his  arms  and  coronet,)  you  have  done  me 
the  honour  to  consult  me  as  to  your  debts." 

"  You  will  restore  my  fortune?"  said  the  Marchesa,  irre- 
solutely— and  averting  her  head  from  an  odioua  schedule  of 
figures. 

"  When  my  own,  with  your  aid,  is  secured." 
"  But  do  you  not  overrate  the  value  of  my  aid?" 
"Possibly,"  said  the  Count,  n-ith  a  L'aressing  suavity — 
and  he  kissed  his  sister's  forehead.     "Possibly;   but,  by 
my  honour,  I  wish  to  repair  to  you  any  wrong,  real  or  s 
posed,  I  may  have  done  you  in  past  times.     I  wish  to  fi 
again  my  own  dear  sister.     I  may  over-value  your  aid,  I 
not  the  affection  from  which  it  comes.     Let  us  be  f  ' 
cara  Beatrice    mia,"  added  the  Count,  for  the  1 
employing  Italian  words." 

The  Marchesa  laid  her  head  on  hia  shoulder  and.)! 
flowed  softly.     Evidently  this  man  had  great  ii 
her — and  evidently,  whatever  her  cause  for  eaiO^ 
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affection  for  him  was  still  sisterly  and  strong.  A  nature 
with  tine  flashes  of  generosity,  spirit,  honour,  and  passion, 
was  hers — but  uncultured,  imguided — spoilt  by  the  worst 
social  examples — easily  lad  into  wrong — not  always  aware 
where  the  wrong  was — letting  affections  good  or  bad  whisper 
away  her  conscience  or  blind  her  reason.  Such  women  are 
often  far  more  dangerous  when  induced  to  wrong,  than  those 
who  are  thoroughly  abandoned — such  women  are  the  ac- 
complices men  like  the  Count  of  Peschiera  inost  desire  to 
obtain. 

"  Ah,  Giulio, "  said  Beatrice,  after  a  pause,  and  looking 
up  at  him  through  her  tears,  **  when  you  speak  to  me  thus, 
you  know  you  can  do  with  me  what  you  will.  Fatherless 
and  motherless,  whom  had  my  childhood  to  love  and  obey 
but  you?" 

"Dear  Beatrice,"  murmured  the  Count  tenderly — and  he 
again  kissed  her  forehead.  "  So,"  he  continued,  more  care- 
lessly— "  so  the  reconciliation  is  effected,  and  our  interests 
and  our  hearts  re-allied.  Now,  alas!  to  descend  to  busi- 
ness. You  say  that  you  know  some  one  whom  you  believe 
to  be  acquainted  with  the  liu*king-place  of  my  father-in- 
law — that  is  to  be!" 

"  I  think  so.  You  remind  me  that  I  have  an  appoint- 
ment with  him  this  day:  it  is  near  the  hour — I  must 
leave  you." 

"  To  learn  the  secret? — Quick — quick.  I  have  no  fear  of 
your  success,  if  it  is  by  his  heart  that  you  lead  him!" 

"  You  mistake;  on  his  heart  I  have  no  hold.  But  he  has 
a  friend  who  loves  me,  and  honourably,  and  whose  cause  he 
pleads.  I  think  here  that  I  have  some  means  to  control  or 
persuade  him.  If  not — ah,  he  is  of  a  character  that  per- 
plexes me  in  all  but  his  worldly  ambition;  and  how  can  we 
foreigners  influence  him  through  that  .'^" 

"  Is  he  poor,  or  is  he  extravagant?" 

"Not  extravagant,  and  not  positively  poor,  but  depen- 
dent." 

"Then  we  have  him,"  said  the  Count,  composedly.     "If 
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his  assistance  be  worth  buying,  we  can  bid  high  for  it. 
Sur  mon  dmey  I  never  yet  knew  money  fail  with  any  man 
who  was  both  worldly  and  dependent.  I  put  him  and 
myself  in  your  hands." 

Thus  saying,  the  Count  opened  the  door,  and  conducted 
his  sister  with  formal  politeness  to  her  carriage.  He  then 
returned,  reseated  himself,  and  mused  in  silence.  As  he 
did  so,  the  muscles  of  his  countenance  relaxed.  The  levity 
of  the  Frenchman  fled  from  his  visage,  and  in  his  eye,  as  it 
gazed  abstractedly  into  space,  there  was  that  steady  depth 
so  remarkable  in  the  old  portraits  of  Florentine  diplomatist 
or  Venetian  Oligarch.  Thus  seen,  there  was  in  that  face, 
despite  all  its  beauty,  something  that  would  have  awed  back 
even  the  fond  gaze  of  love ;  something  hard,  collected,  in- 
scrutable, remorseless.  But  this  change  of  countenance 
did  not  last  long.  Evidently  thought,  though  intense  for 
the  moment,  was  not  habitual  to  the  man.  Evidently  he 
had  lived  the  life  which  takes  all  things  lightly — so  he  rose 
with  a  look  of  fatigue,  shook  and  stretched  himself,  as  if 
to  cast  off,  or  grow  out  of  an  unwelcome  and  irksome  mood. 
An  hour  afterwards,  the  Count  of  Peschiera  was  charming 
all  eyes,  and  pleasing  all  ears,  in  the  saloon  of  a  high-born 
beauty,  whose  acquaintance  he  had  made  at  Vienna,  and 
whose  charms,  according  to  that  old  and  never-truth-speak- 
ing oracle.  Polite  Scandal,  were  now  said  to  have  attracted 
to  London  the  brilliant  foreigner. 


CHAPTER   III. 


The  Marchesa  regained  her  house,  which  was  in  Curzon 
Street,  and  withdrew  to  her  own  room,  to  readjust  her 
dress,  and  remove  from  her  coimtenance  all  trace  of  the 
tears  she  had  shed. 

Half  an  hour  afterwards  she  was  seated  in  her  drawing- 
room,  composed  and  calm ;  nor,  seeing  her  then,  could  you 
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have  guessed  that  she  was  capable  of  so  much  emotion  and 
so  much  weakness.  In  that  stately  exterior,  in  that  quiet 
attitude,  in  that  elaborate  and  finished  elegance  which 
conies  alike  from  the  arts  of  the  toilet  and  the  conventional 
repose  of  rank,  you  could  see  but  the  woman  of  the  world 
and  the  great  lady. 

A  knock  at  the  door  was  heard,  and  in  a  few  moments 
there  entered  a  visitor,  with  the  easy  familiarity  of  intimate 
acquaintance — a  young  man,  but  with  none  of  the  bloom  of 
youth.  His  hair,  fine  as  a  woman's,  was  thin  and  scanty, 
but  it  fell  low  over  the  forehead,  and  concealed  that  noblest 
of  our  human  features.  "A  gentleman,"  says  Apuleius, 
"ought  to  wear  his  whole  mind  on  his  forehead."*  The 
young  visitor  would  never  have  committed  so  frank  an  im- 
pudence. His  cheek  was  pale,  and  in  his  step  and  his 
movements  there  was  a  languor  that  spoke  of  fatigued 
nerves  or  delicate  health.  But  the  light  of  the  eye  and  the 
tone  of  the  voice  were  those  of  a  mental  temperament  con- 
trolling the  bodily — vigorous  and  energetic.  For  the  rest, 
his  general  appearance  was  distinguished  by  a  refinement 
alike  intellectual  and  social.  Once  seen,  you  would  not 
easily  forget  him.  And  the  reader,  no  doubt,  already  rec- 
ognises Eandal  Leslie.  His  salutation,  as  I  before  said, 
was  that  of  intimate  familiarity ;  yet  it  was  given  and  re- 
plied to  with  that  unreserved  openness  which  denotes  the 
absence  of  a  more  tender  sentiment. 

Seating  himself  by  the  Marchesa's  side,  Randal  began 
first  to  converse  on  the  fashionable  topics  and  gossip  of  the 
(lay ;  but  it  was  observable  that  while  he  extracted  from  her 
the  current  anecdote  and  scandal  of  the  great  world,  neither 
anecdote  nor  scandal  did  he  communicate  in  return.  Ran- 
dal Leslie  had  already  learnt  the  art  not  to  commit  himself, 
nor  to  have  quoted  against  him  one  ill-natured  remark  upon 
the  eminent.  Nothing  more  injures  the  man  who  would 
rise  beyond  the  fame  of  the  salons,  than  to  be  considered 

'  "Homincm  libcrum  et  magnificum  debere,  si  queat,  in  primori 
fronte,  animum  gestare. " 
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backbiter  and  gossip;  *^yet  it  is  always  useful,"  thought 
Randal  Leslie,  **  to  know  the  foibles — the  small  social  and 
private  springs  by  which  the  great  are  moved.  Critical 
occasions  may  arise  in  which  such  a  knowledge  may  be 
power."  And  hence,  perhaps,  (besides  a  more  private  mo- 
tive, soon  to  be  perceived,)  Randal  did  not  consider  his 
time  thrown  away  in  cultivating  Madame  di  Negra's  friend- 
ship. For,  despite  much  that  was  whispered  against  her, 
she  had  succeeded  in  dispelling  the  coldness  with  which  she 
had  at  first  been  received  in  the  London  circles.  Her  beauty, 
her  grace,  and  her  high  birth  had  raised  her  into  fashion, 
and  the  homage  of  men  of  the  first  station,  while  it  perhaps 
injured  her  reputation  as  woman,  added  to  her  celebrity 
as  fine  lady.  So  much  do  we  cold  English,  prudes  though 
we  be,  forgive  to  the  foreigner  what  we  avenge  on  the  native. 

Sliding  at  last  from  these  general  topics  into  very  well- 
bred  and  elegant  personal  compliment,  and  reciting  various 
eulogies,  which  Lord  this  and  the  Duke  of  that  had  passed 
on  the  Marchesa's  charms,  Randal  laid  his  hand  on  hers, 
with  the  license  of  admitted  friendship,  and  said: 

"  But  since  you  have  deigned  to  confide  in  me,  since  when 
(happily  for  me,  and  with  a  generosity  of  which  no  coquette 
could  have  been  capable)  you,  in  good  time,  repressed  into 
friendship  feelings  that  might  else  have  ripened  into  those 
you  are  formed  to  inspire  and  disdain  to  return,  you  told 
me  with  your  charming  smile,  *Let  no  one  speak  to  me  of 
love  who  does  not  offer  me  his  hand,  and  with  it  the  means 
to  supply  tastes  that  I  fear  are  terribly  extravagant;' — since 
thus  you  allowed  me  to  divine  your  natural  objects,  and 
upon  that  understanding  our  intimacy  has  been  founded, 
you  will  pardon  me  for  saying  that  the  admiration  you  ex- 
cite amongst  these  grands  seigneurs  I  have  named  only 
serves  to  defeat  your  own  purpose,  and  scare  away  admirers 
less  brilliant,  but  more  in  earnest.  Most  of  these  gentle- 
men are  unfortunately  married ;  and  they  who  are  not  be- 
long to  those  members  of  our  aristocracy  who,  in  marriage, 
seek  more  than  beauty  and  wit — namely,   connections  to 
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strengtlioii  their  political  station,  or  wealth  to  redeem  a 
mortgage  and  sustain  a  title." 

**  My  dear  Mr.  Leslie,"  replied  the  Marehesa — and  a  cer- 
tain sadness  might  be  detected  in  the  tone  of  the  voice  and 
the  droop  of  the  eye — "  I  have  lived  long  enough  in  the  real 
world  to  appreciate  the  baseness  and  the  falsehood  of  most 
of  those  sentiments  which  take  the  noblest  names.  I  see 
through  the  hearts  of  the  admirers  you  parade  before  me, 
and  know  that  not  one  of  them  would  shelter  with  his 
ermine  the  woman  to  whom  he  talks  of  his  heai*t.  Ah," 
continued  Beatrice,  with  a  softness  of  which  she  was  un- 
conscious, but  which  might  have  been  extremely  dangerous 
to  youth  less  steeled  and  self -guarded  than  was  Kandal 
Leslie's — "Ah,  I  am  less  ambitious  than  you  suppose.  I 
have  dreamed  of  a  friend,  a  companion,  a  protector,  with 
feelings  still  fresh,  undebased  by  the  low  round  of  vulgar 
dissipation  and  mean  pleasures — of  a  heart  so  new,  that  it 
jnight  restore  my  own  to  what  it  was  in  its  happy  spring. 
I  have  seen  in  your  country  some  marriages,  the  mere  con- 
templation of  which  has  filled  my  eyes  with  delicious  tears. 
I  have  learned  in  England  to  know  the  value  of  home.  And 
with  such  a  heart  as  I  describe,  and  such  a  home,  J  could 
forget  that  I  ever  knew  a  less  pure  ambition." 

"This  language  does  not  surprise  me,"  said  Randal; 
"yet  it  does  not  harmonise  with  your  former  answer  to 
me. " 

"  To  you, "  repeated  Beatrice,  smiling,  and  regaining  her 
lighter  manner :  "  to  you — true.  But  I  never  had  the  van- 
ity to  think  that  your  affection  for  me  could  bear  the  sacri- 
fices it  would  cost  you  in  marriage;  that  you,  with  your 
ambition,  could  bound  your  dreams  of  happiness  to  home. 
And  then,  too, "  said  she,  raising  her  head,  and  with  a  cer- 
tain grave  pride  in  her  air — "  and  then,  I  could  not  have 
consented  to  share  my  fate  with  one  whom  my  poverty 
would  cripple.  I  could  not  listen  to  my  heart,  if  it  had 
beat  for  a  lover  without  fortune,  for  to  him  I  could  then 
have  brought  but  a  bui'den,  and  betrayed  him  into  a  union 
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with  poverty  and  debt.  Now,  it  may  be  different.  Now  I 
may  have  the  dowry  that  befits  my  birth.  And  now  I  may  be 
free  to  choose  according  to  my  heart  as  woman,  not  accord- 
ing to  my  necessities,  as  one  poor,  harassed,  and  despairing." 

"Ah,"  said  Randal,  interested,  and  drawing  still  closer 
towards  his  fair  companion — "  ah,  I  congratulate  you  sin- 
cerely ;  you  have  cause,  then,  to  think  that  you  shall  be — 
rich?" 

The  Marchesa  paused  before  she  answered,  and  during 
that  pause  Randal  relaxed  the  web  of  the  scheme  which  he 
had  been  secretly  weaving,  and  rapidly  considered  whether, 
if  Beatrice  di  Negra  would  indeed  be  rich,  she  might  answer 
to  himself  as  a  wife ;  and  in  what  way,  if  so,  he  had  best 
change  his  tone  from  that  of  friendship  into  that  of  love. 
While  thus  reflecting,  Beatrice  answered  : 

"Not  rich  for  an  Englishwoman;  for  an  Italian,  yes. 
My  fortune  should  be  half  a  million " 

"Half  a  million!"  cried  Randal,  and  with  difficulty  he 
restrained  himself  from  falling  at  her  feet  in  adoration. 

"Of  francs!"  continued  the  Marchesa. 

"Francs!  Ah,"  said  Randal,  with  a  long-drawn  breath, 
and  recovering  from  his  sudden  enthusiasm,  "  about  twenty 
thousand  pounds? — eight  hundred  a-year  at  four  per  cent. 
A  very  handsome  portion,  certainly  (Genteel  poverty!  he 
murmured  to  himself.  What  an  escape  I  have  had!  but  I 
see — I  see.  This  will  smooth  all  difficulties  in  the  way 
of  my  better  and  earlier  project.  I  see) — a  very  handsome 
portion, "  he  repeated  aloud — "  not  for  a  grand  seigneur,  in- 
deed, but  still  for  a  gentleman  of  birth  and  expectations 
worthy  of  your  choice,  if  ambition  be  not  your  first  object. 
Ah,  while  you  spoke  with  such  endearing  eloquence  of  feel- 
ings that  were  fresh,  of  a  heart  that  was  new,  of  the  happy 
English  home,  you  might  guess  that  my  thoughts  ran  to  my 
friend  who  loves  you  so  devotedly,  and  who  so  realises 
your  ideal.  Proverbially,  with  us,  happy  marriages  and 
happy  homes  are  found  not  in  the  gay  circles  of  London 
fashion,  but  at  the  hearths  of  our  rural  nobility — our  un- 
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titled  country  gentlemen.  And  who,  amongst  all  your 
iuloreis,  can  offer  you  a  lot  so  really  enviable  as  the  one 
whom,  I  see  by  your  blush,  you  already  guess  that  I 
refer  to?'' 

**J)id  1  blush?"  said  the  Marchesa,  with  a  silvery  laugh. 
''  Nay,  1  think  that  your  zeal  for  your  friend  misled  you. 
Hut  I  will  own  frankly,  1  have  been  touched  by  his  honest 
ingenuous  love — so  evident,  yet  rather  looked  than  spoken. 
I  have  contrasted  the  love  that  honours  me  with  the  suitors 
tliat  seek  to  degrade ;  more  1  cannot  say.  For  though  I 
grant  that  your  friend  is  handsome,  high-spirited,  and 
g(»nerous,  still  he  is  not  what " 

*'  Vou  mistake,  believe  me,"  interrupted  Randal.  "You 
shall  not  finish  your  sentence.  He  is  all  that  you  do  not 
yet  sui)pose  him;  for  his  shyness,  and  his  very  love,  his 
very  respect  for  your  superiority,  do  not  allow  his  mind 
and  his  nature  to  appear  to  advantage.  You,  it  is  true, 
have  a  taste  for  letters  and  jioetry  rare  among  your  country- 
women. He  has  not  at  present — few  men  have.  But 
what  Cimon  would  not  be  refined  by  so  fair  an  Iphigenia? 
Such  frivolities  as  he  now  shows  belong  but  to  youth  and 
inexperience  of  life.  Hapi)y  the  brother  who  could  see  his 
sister  the  wife  of  Frank  Hazeldean." 

The  Marchesa  leant  her  cheek  on  her  hand  in  silence. 
To  her,  marriage  was  more  than  it  usually  seems  to  dream- 
ing maiden  or  to  disconsolate  widow.  So  had  the  strong 
desire  to  escape  from  the  control  of  her  unprincipled  and 
remorseless  brother  grown  a  part  of  her  very  soul — so  had 
whatever  was  best  and  highest  in  her  very  mixed  and  com- 
plex character  been  galled  and  outraged  by  her  friendless 
and  exposed  position,  the  ecpiivocal  worship  rendered  to 
her  beauty,  the  various  debasements  to  which  pecuniary 
embarrassments  had  subjected  her — (not  without  design  on 
the  part  of  the  Count,  who  though  grasping  was  not  miser- 
ly, and  who  by  precarious  and  seemingly  capricious  gifts 
at  one  time,  and  refusals  of  all  aid  at  another,  had  in- 
volved her  in  debt  in  order  to  retain  his  hold  on  her) — so 
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utterly  painful  and  humiliating  to  a  woman  of  her  pride 
and  her  birth  was  the  station  that  she  held  in  the  world — 
that  in  mairiage  she  saw  liberty,  life,-  honour,  self -redemp- 
tion ;  and  these  thoughts,  while  they  compelled  her  to  co- 
operate with  the  schemes  by  which  the  Count,  on  securing 
to  himself  a  bride,  was  to  bestow  on  herself  a  dower,  also 
disposed  her  now  to  receive  with  favour  Randal  Leslie's 
pleadings  on  behalf  of  his  friend. 

The  advocate  saw  that  he  had  made  an  impression,  and 
with  the  marvellous  skill  which  his  knowledge  of  those  na- 
tures that  engaged  his  study  bestowed  on  his  intelligence, 
he  continued  to  improve  his  cause  by  such  representations 
as  were  likely  to  be  most  effective.  With  what  admirable 
tact  he  avoided  panegyric  of  Frank  as  the  mere  individual, 
and  drew  him  rather  as  the  type,  the  ideal  of  what  a  woman 
in  Beatrice's  position  might  desire,  in  the  safety,  peace, 
and  honour  of  a  home,  in  the  trust,  and  constancy,  and 
honest  confiding  love  of  its  partner !  He  did  not  paint  an 
elysium ;  he  described  a  haven ;  he  did  not  glowingly  de- 
lineate a  hero  of  romance — he  soberly  portrayed  that  Rep- 
resentative of  the  Respectable  and  the  Real  which  a  woman 
turns  to  when  romance  begins  to  seem  to  her  but  delusion. 
Verily,  if  you  could  have  looked  into  the  heart  of  the  person 
he  addressed,  and  heard  him  speak,  you  would  have  cried 
admiringly,  "  Knowledge  is  power ;  and  this  man,  if  as  able 
on  a  larger  field  of  action,  should  play  no  mean  part  in  the 
history  of  his  time." 

Slowly  Beatrice  roused  herself  from  the  reveries  which 
crept  over  her  as  he  spoke — slowly,  and  with  a  deep  sigh, 
and  said : 

"Well,  well,  grant  all  you  say!  at  least,  before  I  can 
listen  to  so  honourable  a  love,  I  must  be  relieved  from  the 
base  and  sordid  pressure  that  weighs  on  me.  I  cannot  say 
to  the  man  who  woos  me,  *  Will  you  pay  the  debts  of  the 
daughter  of  Franzini,  and  the  widow  of  di  Negra?'  " 

"Nay,  your  debts,  surely,  make  so  slight  a  portion  of 
your  dowry." 
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*'  Hut  tlie  dowry  has  to  be  secured ;"  and  here,  turning 
tlu'  tables  upon  her  companion,  as  the  apt  proverb  expresses 
it,  Madame  di  Negra  extended  her  hand  to  Randal,  and 
said  iu  the  most  winning  accents,  "You  are,  then,  truly 
and  sincerely  my  friend?" 

"  Can  you  doubt  it?" 

*'  I  prove  that  I  do  not,  for  I  ask  your  assistance." 

"Mine?     How?" 

••  Listen ;  my  brother  has  arrived  in  London " 

**  I  see  that  arrival  announced  in  the  papers." 

**  And  he  comes,  empowered  by  the  consent  of  the  Em- 
peror, to  ask  the  hand  of  a  relation  and  countrywoman  of 
his;  an  alliance  that  will  heal  long  family  dissensions,  and 
add  to  his  own  fortunes  those  of  an  heiress.  My  brother, 
like  myself,  has  been  extravagant.  The  dowiy  which  by 
law  he  still  owes  me  it  would  distress  him  to  pay  till  this 
marriage  be  assured." 

"I  understand,"  said  Randal.  "But  how  can  I  aid  this 
marriage?" 

"  By  assisting  us  to  discover  the  bride.  She,  with  her 
father,  sought  refuge  and  concealment  in  England." 

"  The  father  had,  then,  taken  part  in  some  political  dis- 
aft'ections,  and  was  proscribed?" 

"  Exactly ;  and  so  well  has  he  concealed  himself,  that  he 
has  battled  all  our  etforts  to  discover  his  retreat.  My 
brother  can  obtain  him  his  pardon  in  cementing  this  al- 
liance  " 

"Proceed." 

"Ah,  Randal,  Randal,  is  this  the  frankness  of  friend- 
ship? You  know  that  I  have  before  sought  to  obtain  the 
secret  of  our  relation' s  retreats — sought  in  vain  to  obtain  it 
from  Mr.  Egerton,  who  assuredly  knows  it " 

"But  who  communicates  no  secrets  to  living  man,"  said 
Randal,  almost  bitterly ;  "  who,  close  and  compact  as  iron, 
is  as  little  malleable  to  me  as  to  you." 

"Pardon  me.  I  know  you  so  well  that  I  believe  you 
could  attain  to  any  secret  you  sought  earnestly  to  acquire. 
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Nay,  more,  I  believe  that  you  know  already  that  secret 
which  I  ask  you  to  share  with  me. " 

"  What  on  earth  makes  you  think  so?" 

"  When,  some  weeks  ago,  you  asked  me  to  describe  the 
personal  appearance  and  manners  of  the  exile,  which  I  did 
partly  from  the  recollections  of  my  childhood,  partly  from 
the  description  given  to  me  by  others,  I  could  not  but  notice 
your  countenance,  and  remark  its  change;  in  spite,"  said 
the  Marchesa,  smiling,  and  watching  Kandal  while  she 
spoke — "in  spite  of  your  habitual  self-command.  And 
when  I  pressed  you  to  own  that  you  had  actually  seen  some 
one  who  tallied  with  that  description,  your  denial  did  not 
deceive  me.  Still  more,  when  returning  recently,  of  your 
own  accord,  to  the  subject,  you  questioned  me  so  shrewdly 
as  to  my  motives  in  seeking  the  clue  to  our  refugees,  and  I 
did  not  then  answer  you  satisfactorily,  I  could  detect " 

"Ha,  ha,"  interrupted  Kandal,  with  the  low  soft  laugh 
by  which  occasionally  he  infringed  upon  Lord  Chesterfield's 
recommendations  to  shun  a  merriment  so  natural  as  to  be 
ill-bred — "  Ha,  ha,  you  have  the  fault  of  all  observers  too 
minute  and  refined.  But  even  granting  that  I  may  have 
seen  some  Italian  exiles,  (which  is  likely  enough,)  what 
could  be  more  natural  than  my  seeking  to  compare  your  de- 
scription with  their  appearance ;  and  granting  that  I  might 
suspect  some  one  amongst  them  to  be  the  man  you  search 
for,  what  more  natural  also  than  that  I  should  desire  to 
know  if  you  meant  him  harm  or  good  in  discovering  his 
Sv hereabout' ?  For  ill,"  added  Randal,  with  an  air  of 
prudery — "  ill  would  it  become  me  to  betray,  even  to  friend- 
ship, the  retreat  of  one  who  would  hide  from  persecution ; 
and  even  if  I  did  so — for  honour  itself  is  a  weak  safeguard 
against  your  fascinations — such  indiscretion  might  be  fatal 
to  my  future  career." 

"How?" 

"  Do  you  not  say  that  Egerton  knows  the  secret,  yet  will 
not  communicate? — and  is  he  a  man  who  would  ever  forgive 
in  me  an  imprudence  that  committed  himself?     My  dear 
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friend,  1  will  tell  you  more.  When  Audley  Egerton  first 
noticed  my  growing  intimacy  with  you,  he  said,  with  his 
usual  dryness  of  coimsel,  *  Randal,  I  do  not  ask  you  to 
discontinue  acquaintance  with  Madame  di  Negra — for  an 
acquaintance  with  women  like  her  forms  the  manners,  and 
refines  the  intellect;  but  charming  women  are  dangerous, 
and  Madame  di  Negra  is— a  charming  woman.'" 

The  Marchesa's  face  flushed.  Kandal  resumed:  "*Your 
fair  acquaintance'  (lam  still  quoting  Egerton)  *  seeks  to  dis- 
cover the  home  of  a  countiyman  of  hers.  She  suspects 
that  I  know  it.  She  may  try  to  learn  it  through  you. 
Accident  may  possibly  give  you  the  information  she  re- 
quires. Beware  how  you  betray  it.  By  one  such  weak- 
ness I  should  judge  of  your  general  character.  Ho  from 
whom  a  woman  can  extract  a  secret  will  never  be  fit  for 
public  life.'  Therefore,  my  dear  Marchesa,  even  supposing 
1  possess  this  secret,  you  would  be  no  true  friend  of  mine 
to  ask  me  to  reveal  what  would  imperil  all  my  prospects. 
For  as  yet,"  added  Randal,  with  a  gloomy  shade  on  his 
brow — "  as  yet,  I  do  not  stand  alone  and  erect — I  lean; — I 
am  dependent." 

''  There  may  be  a  way, "  replied  Madame  di  Negra,  per- 
sisting, "  to  communicate  this  intelligence,  without  the  pos- 
sibility of  Mr.  Egerton' s  tracing  our  discovery  to  yourself; 
and,  though  I  will  not  press  you  fai'ther,  I  add  this — You 
urge  me  to  accept  your  friend' s  hand ;  you  seem  interested 
in  the  success  of  his  suit,  and  you  plead  it  with  a  warmth 
that  shows  how  much  you  regard  what  you  suppose  is  his 
happiness ;  I  will  never  accept  his  hand  till  I  can  do  so 
without  blush  for  my  penury — till  my  dowry  is  secured, 
and  that  can  only  be  by  my  brother's  union  with  the  exile's 
daughter.  For  your  friend's  sake,  therefore,  think  well 
how  you  can  aid  me  in  the  first  step  to  that  alliance.  The 
young  lady  once  discovered,  and  my  brother  has  no  fear  for 
the  success  of  his  suit. " 

"And  you  would  marry  Frank  if  the  dower  was  se- 
cured?" 
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"  Your  arguments  in  his  favour  seem  irresistible, "  replied 
Beatrice,  looking  down. 

A  flash  went  from  Randal's  eyes,  and  he  mused  a  few 
moments. 

Then  slowly  rising  and  drawing  on  his  gloves,  he  said  : 

"  Well,  at  least  you  so  far  reconcile  my  honour  towards 
aiding  your  research,  that  you  now  inform  me  you  mean 
no  ill  to  the  exile." 

"111! — the  restoration  to  fortune,  honours,  his  native 
land." 

"  And  you  so  far  enlist  my  heart  on  your  side,  that  you 
inspire  me  with  the  hope  to  contribute  to  the  happiness  of 
two  friends  whom  I  dearly  love.  I  will,  therefore,  dili- 
gently try  to  ascertain  if,  among  the  refugees  I  have  met 
with,  lurk  those  whom  you  seek ;  and  if  so,  I  will  thought- 
fully consider  how  to  give  you  the  clue.  Meanwhile,  not 
one  incautious  word  to  Egerton." 

"  Trust  me — I  am  a  woman  of  the  world." 

Randal  now  had  gained  the  door.  He  paused,  and  re- 
newed carelessly : 

"  This  young  lady  must  be  heiress  to  great  wealth,  to 
induce  a  man  of  your  brother's  rank  to  take  so  much  pains 
to  discover  her." 

"  Her  wealth  will  be  vast, "  replied  the  Marchesa ;  "  and 
if  anything  from  wealth  or  influence  in  a  foreign  state  could 
be  permitted  to  prove  my  brother's  gratitude " 

"  Ah,  fie !"  interrupted  Randal ;  and,  approaching  Madame 
di  Negra,  he  lifted  her  hand  to  his  lips,  and  said  gallantly : 

"  This  is  reward  enough  to  your  preux  chevalier,  ^^ 

With  those  words  he  took  his  leave. 


CHAPTER   IV. 


With  his  hands  behind  him,  and  his  head  drooping  on  his 
breast— slow,  stealthy,  noiseless,  Randal  Leslie  glided  along 
the  streets  on  leaving  the  Italian' s  house.    Across  the  scheme 
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he  had  before  revolved  there  glanced  another  yet  more  glit- 
tering, for  its  gain  might  be  more  sure  and  immediate.  If  the 
exile's  daughter  were  heiress  to  such  wealth,  might  he  him- 
self hope .     He  stopped  short  even  in  his  own  soliloquy, 

and  his  breath  came  quick.  Now,  in  his  last  visit  to  Hazel- 
dean,  he  had  come  in  contact  with  Kiccabocca,  and  been 
struck  by  the  beauty  of  Violante.  A  vague  suspicion  had 
crossed  him  that  these  might  be  the  persons  of  whom  the 
Marchesa  was  in  search,  and  the  suspicion  had  been  eon- 
firmed  by  Beatrice's  description  of  the  refugee  she  desired 
to  discover.  But  as  he  had  not  then  learned  the  reason  for 
her  inquiries,  nor  conceived  the  possibility  that  he  could 
have  any  personal  interest  in  ascertaining  the  truth,  he  had 
only  classed  the  secret  in  question  among  those  the  farther 
research  into  which  might  be  left  to  time  and  occasion. 
Certainly  the  reader  will  not  do  the  unscrupulous  intellect 
of  Randal  Leslie  the  injustice  to  suppose  that  he  was  de- 
terred from  confiding  to  his  fair  friend  all  that  he  knew  of 
Eiccabocca,  by  the  refinement  of  honour  to  which  he  had  so 
chivalrously  alluded.  He  had  correctly  stated  Audley 
Egerton's  warning  against  any  indiscreet  confidence, 
though  he  had  forborne  to  mention  a  more  recent -and  direct 
renewal  of  the  same  caution.  His  first  visit  to  Hazeldean 
had  been  paid  without  consulting  Egerton.  He  had  been 
passing  some  days  at  his  father's  house,  and  had  gone  over 
thence  to  the  Squire's.  On  his  return  to  London,  he  had, 
however,  mentioned  this  visit  to  Audley,  who  had  seemed 
annoyed  and  even  displeased  at  it,  though  Eandal  knew 
sufficient  of  Egerton' s  character  to  guess  that  such  feelings 
could  scarce  be  occasioned  merely  by  his  estrangement  from 
his  half-brother.  This  dissatisfaction  had,  therefore,  puz- 
zled the  young  man.  But,  as  it  was  necessary  to  his  views 
to  establish  intimacy  with  the  Squire,  he  did  not  yield  the 
point  with  his  customary  deference  to  his  patron's  whims. 
Accordingly  he  observed  that  he  should  be  very  sorry 
to  do  anything  displeasing  to  his  benefactor,  but  that  his 
father  had  been  naturally  anxious  that  he  should  not  ap- 
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pear  positively  to  slight  the  friendly  overtures  of  Mr. 
Hazeldean. 

"Why  naturally?"  asked  Egerton. 
•  "  J3eeause  you  know  that  Mr.  Hazeldean  is  a  relation  of 
mine — that  my  grandmother  was  a  Hazeldean." 

"Ah!"  said  Egerton,  who,  as  it  has  been  before  said, 
knew  little  and  cared  less  about  the  Hazeldean  pedigree, 
"  I  was  either  not  aware  of  that  circumstance,  or  had  for- 
gotten it.  And  your  father  thinks  that  the  Squire  may 
leave  you  a  legacy?" 

"  Oh,  sir,  my  father  is  not  so  mercenary — such  an  idea 
never  entered  his  head.  But  the  Squire  himself  has  indeed 
said ;  *  Why,  if  anything  happened  to  Frank,  you  would  be 
next  heir  to  my  lands,  and  therefore  we  ought  to  know  each 
other.'     But " 

"  Enough, "  interrupted  Egerton.  "  T  am  the  last  man  to 
pretend  to  the  right  of  standing  between  you  and  a  single 
chance  of  fortune,  or  of  aid  to  it.  And  whom  did  you  meet 
at  Hazeldean?" 

"There  was  no  one  there,  sir;  not  even  Frank." 

"  Hum.  Is  the  Squire  not  on  good  terms  with  his  par- 
son?    Any  quarrel  about  tithes?" 

"Oh,  no  quarrel.  I  forgot  Mr.  Dale;  I  saw  him  pretty 
often.     He  admires  and  praises  you  very  much,  sir." 

"Me — and  why?     What  did  he  say  of  me?" 

"  That  your  heart  was  as  sound  as  your  head ;  that  he 
had  once  seen  you  about  some  old  parishioners  of  his,  and 
that  he  had  been  much  impressed  with  the  depth  of  feeling 
he  could  not  have  anticipated  in  a  man  of  the  world,  and  a 
statesman." 

"Oh,  that  was  all;  some  affair  when  I  was  member  for 
Lansmere?" 

"I  suppose  so." 

Here  the  conversation  had  broken  off;  but  the  next  time 
Randal  was  led  to  visit  the  Squire  he  had  formally  asked 
Egerton' s  consent,  who,  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  had 
as  formally  replied,  "I  have  no  objection." 
2—15 
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On  returning  from  this  visit,  Randal  mentioned  that  he 
had  seen  Riccabocea :  and  Egerton,  a  little  startled  at  first, 
said,  composedly,  "  Doubtless  one  of  the  political  refugees ; 
take  care  not  to  set  Madame  di  Negra  on  his  track.  .  Re- 
member, she  is  suspected  of  being  a  spy  of  the  Austrian 
government." 

"Rely  on  me,  sir,"  said  Randal;  "but  I  should  think 
this  poor  Doctor  can  scarcely  be  the  person  she  seeks  to 
discover. " 

"  That  is  no  affair  of  ours, "  answered  Egerton :  "  we  are 
English  gentlemen,  and  make  not  a  step  towards  the  secrets 
of  another." 

Now,  when  Randal  revolved  this  rather  ambiguous  an- 
swer, and  recalled  the  uneasiness  with  which  Egerton  had 
first  heard  of  his  visit  to  Hazeldean,  he  thought  that  he  was 
indeed  near  the  secret  which  Egerton  desired  to  conceal  from 
him  and  from  all — viz.,  the  incognito  of  the  Italian  whom 
Lord  L' Estrange  had  taken  under  his  protection. 

"My  cards,"  said  Randal  to  himself,  as  with  a  deep- 
drawn  sigh  he  resumed  his  soliloquy,  "  are  become  difficult 
to  play.  On  the  one  hand,  to  entangle  Frank  into  marriage 
with  this  foreigner,  the  Squire  could  never  forgive  him. 
On  the  other  hand,  if  she  will  not  marry  him  without  the 
dowry — and  that  depends  on  her  brother's  wedding  this 
countrywoman — and  that  countrywoman  be,  as  I  surmise, 
Violante — and  Violante  be  this  heiress,  and  to  be  won  by 
me!  Tush,  tush.  Such  delicate  scruples  in  a  woman  so 
placed  and  so  constituted  as  Beatrice  di  Negra  must  be 
easily  talked  away.  Nay,  the  loss  itself  of  this  alliance  t-o 
her  brother,  the  loss  of  her  own  dowry — the  very  pressure 
of  poverty  and  debt — would  compel  her  into  the  sole  escape 
left  to  her  option.  I  will  then  follow  up  the  old  plan;  I 
will  go  down  to  Hazeldean,  and  see  if  there  be  any  sub- 
stance in  the  new  one ; — and  then  to  reconcile  both.  Aha — 
the  House  of  Leslie  shall  rise  yet  from  its  ruin — and " 

Here  he  was  startled  from  his  reverie  by  a  friendly  slap 
on  the  shoulder,  and  an  exclamation,   "  Why,  Randal,  you 
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are  more  absent  than  when  you  used  to  steal  away  from  the 
cricket-ground,  muttering  Greek  verses,  at  Eton." 

^*My  dear  Erank,"  said  Randal,  "you — you  are  so 
brusque,  and  I  was  just  thinking  of  you." 

"Were  you?  And  kindly,  then,  I  am  sure,"  said  Frank 
Hazeldeau,  his  honest  handsome  face  lighted  up  with  the 
unsuspecting  genial  trust  of  friendship;  "and  Heaven 
knows,"  he  added,  with  a  sadder  voice,  and  a  graver  ex- 
pression on  his  eye  and  lip,  "  Heaven  knows  I  want  all 
the  kindness  you  can  give  me!" 

"I  thought,"  said  Randal,  "that  your  father's  last  sup- 
ply, of  which  I  was  fortunate  enough  to  be  the  bearer, 
would  clear  oif  your  more  pressing  debts.  I  don't  pretend 
to  preach,  but  really  I  must  say  once  more,  you  should  not 
be  so  extravagant." 

Frank  (seriously).— "I  have  done  my  best  to  reform. 
I  have  sold  off  my  horses,  and  I  have  not  touched  dice  nor 
card  these  six  months ;  1  would  not  even  put  into  the  raffle 
for  the  last  Derby."  This  last  was  said  with  the  air  of  a 
man  who  doubted  the  possibility  of  obtaining  belief  to  some 
assertion  of  preternatural  abstinence  and  virtue. 

Randal. — "Is  it  possible?  But,  with  such  self -con- 
quest, how  is  it  that  you  cannot  contrive  to  live  within  the 
bounds  of  a  very  liberal  allowance?" 

Frank  (despondingly). — "Why,  when  a  man  once  gets 
his  head  under  water,  it  is  so  hard  to  float  back  again  on 
the  surface.  You  see,  I  attribute  all  my  embarrassments 
to  that  first  concealment  of  my  debts  from  my  father,  wlien 
they  could  have  been  so  easily  met,  and  when  he  came  up 
to  town  so  kindly." 

"T  am  sorry,  then,  I  gave  you  that  advice." 

"  Oh,  you  meant  it  so  kindly,  T  don' t  reproach  you ;  it 
was  all  my  own  fault." 

"  Why,  indeed,  I  did  urge  you  to  pay  off  that  moiety  of 
your  debts  left  unpaid,  with  your  allowance.  Had  you  done 
so,  all  had  been  well." 

"  Yes  J  but  poor  Borrowell  got  into  such  scrape  at  Good- 
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wood — I  could  not  resist  him;  a  debt  of  honour — that  must 
be  paid;  so  when  I  signed  another  bill  for  him,  he  coukl 
not  pay  it,  poor  fellow !  Really  he  would  have  shot  him- 
self, if  1  had  not  renewed  it.  And  now  it  is  swelled  to 
such  an  amount  with  that  cursed  interest,  that  he  never  can 
pay  it ;  and  one  bill,  of  course,  begets  another — and  to  be 
renewed  every  three  months;  'tis  the  devil  and  all!  So 
little  as  I  ever  got  for  all  I  have  borrowed,"  added  Frank, 
with  a  kind  of  rueful  amaze.  "Not  £1,500  ready  money; 
and  the  interest  would  cost  me  almost  as  much  yearly — if 
I  had  it." 

"Only  XI, 500!" 

"Well, — besides  seven  large  chests  of  the  worst  cigars 
you  ever  smoked,  three  pipes  of  wine  that  no  one  would 
drink;  and  a  great  bear  that  had  been  impoi-ted  from 
Greenland  for  the  sake  of  its  gi-ease." 

"  That  should,  at  least,  have  saved  you  a  bill  with  your 
hair-dresser. " 

"I  paid  his  bill  with  it,"  said  Frank,  "and  very  good- 
natured  he  was  to  take  the  monster  off  my  hands — it  had 
already  hugged  two  soldiers  and  one  groom  into  the  shape 
of  a  flounder.  I  tell  you  what, ''  resumed  Frank,  after  a 
short  pause,  "  I  have  a  great  mind  even  now  to  tell  my 
father  honestly  all  my  embarrassments." 

IvAXDAL  (solemnly). — "Hum!" 

FiiANK. — "What?  don't  you  think  it  would  be  the  best 
way?  I  never  can  save  enough — never  can  pay  off  what  T 
owe;  and  it  rolls  like  a  snowball." 

Handal. — "Judging  by  the  Squire's  talk,  I  think  that 
with  the  first  sight  of  your  affairs  yoa  would  forfeit  his 
favour  for  ever;  and  your  mother  would  be  so  shocked, 
especially  after  supposing  that  the  sum  I  brought  you  so 
lately  sufficed  to  pay  off  every  claim  on  you.  If  you  had 
not  assured  her  of  that  it  might  be  different ;  but  she  who 
so  hates  an  untruth,  and  who  said  to  the  Squire,  *  Frank 
says  this  will  clear  him;  and  -y^-ith  all  his  faults,  Frank 
never  yet  told  a  lie.'" 
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"Oh,  my  dear  mother! — I  fancy  I  hear  her!"  cried 
Frank,  with  deep  emotion.  "But  I  did  not  tell  a  lie, 
Kandal;  I  did  not  say  that  that  sum  would  clear  me." 

"You  empowered  and  begged  me  to  say  so,"  replied 
Randal,  with  grave  coldness;  "and  don't  blame  me  if  I 
believed  you." 

"No,  no!  I  only  said  it  would  clear  me  for  the  moment." 

"I  misunderstood  you,  then,  sadly;  and  such  mistakes 
involve  my  own  honour.  Pardon  me,  Frank;  don't  ask  my 
aid  in  future.  You  see,  with  the  best  intentions,  I  only 
compromise  myself." 

"  If  you  forsake  me,  I  may  as  well  go  and  throw  myself 
into  the  river,"  said  Frank,  in  a  tone  of  despair;  "and 
sooner  or  later,  my  father  must  know  my  necessities.  The 
Jews  threaten  to  go  to  him  already ;  and  the  longer  the  de- 
lay, the  more  terrible  the  explanation." 

"  I  don't  see  why  your  father  should  ever  learn  the  state 
of  your  affairs ;  and  it  seems  to  me  that  you  could  pay  off 
these  usurers,  and  get  rid  of  these  bills,  by  raising  money 
on  comparatively  easy  terms " 

"How?"  cried  Frank,  eagerly. 

"  Why,  the  Casino  property  is  entailed  on  you,  and  you 
might  obtain  a  sum  upon  that,  not  to  be  paid  till  the  prop- 
erty becomes  yours." 

"At  my  poor  father's  death?  Oh,  no — no!  T  cannot 
bear  the  idea  of  this  cold-blooded  calculation  on  a  father's 
death.  I  know  it  is  not  uncommon;  I  know  other  fellows 
who  have  done  it,  but  they  nev^r  had  parents  so  kind  as 
mine ;  and  even  in  them  it  shocked  and  revolted  me.  The 
contemplating  a  father's  death,  and  profiting  by  the  con- 
templation,— it  seems  a  kind  of  parricide:  it  is  not  natural, 
Randal.  Besides,  don't  you  remember  what  the  Governor 
said — he  actually  wept  while  he  said  it — ^ Never  calculate 
on  my  death;  I  could  not  bear  that.'  Oh,  Kandal,  don't 
speak  of  it!" 

"I  respect  your  sentiments;  but  still,  all  the  post-obits 
you  could  raise  could  not  shorten  Mr.  Hazeldean's  life  by  a 
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day.  However,  dismiss  that  idea;  we  must  think  of  some 
other  device.  Ha,  Frank!  you  are  a  handsome  fellow,  and 
your  expectations  are  great — why  don't  you  marry  some 
woman  with  money?" 

'Tooh!"  exclaimed  Frank,  colouring.  "You  know, 
llandal,  that  there  i^  but  one  woman  in  the  world  1  can 
ev(*r  think  of;  and  I  love  her  so  devotedly  that,  though  I 
was  as  gay  as  most  men  before,  I  really  feel  as  if  the  rest 
of  her  sex  had  lost  every  charm.  I  was  passing  through 
tlie  street  now — merely  to  look  up  at  her  windows." 

*'  Vou  speak  of  Madame  di  Negra?  I  have  just  left  her. 
Ortainly  she  is  two  or  three  years  older  than  you;  but  if 
you  can  get  over  that  misfortune,  why  not  marry  her?" 

''Marry  her!"  cried  Frank,  in  amaze,  and  all  his  colour 
fled  from  his  cheeks.     ''Marry  her!     Are  you  serious?" 

"  Why  not?" 

"  But  even  if  she,  who  is  so  accomplished,  so  admired — 
even  if  she  would  accept  me,  she  is,  you  know,  poorer 
than  myself.  She  has  told  me  so  frankly.  That  woman 
has  such  a  noble  heart  and — and — my  father  would  never 
consent,  nor  my  mother  either.     I  know  they  would  not." 

"  i^>ecause  she  is  a  foreigner?" 

"  Yea — partly." 

"  \'et  the  Squire  suffered  his  cousin  to  marry  a  foreigner." 

"That  was  different.  He  had  no  control  over  Jemima; 
and  a  daughter-in-law  is  so  different;  and  my  father  is  so 
English  in  his  notions;  and  Madame  di  Negra,  you  see,  is 
altogether  so  foreign.  Her  veiy  graces  would  be  against 
her  in  his  eyes." 

"  I  think  you  do  both  your  parents  injustice.  A  foreigner 
of  low  birth — an  actress  or  singer,  for  instance — of  course 
would  be  highly  objectionable ;  but  a  woman  like  Madame 
di  Negra,  of  such  high  birth  and  connections " 

Frank  shook  his  head.  "I  don't- think  the  GrOveruDr 
would  care  a  straw  about  her  connections,  if  she  were  a 
king's  daughter.  He  considers  all  foreigners  pretty  much 
alike.     And  then,  you  know"  (Frank's  voice  sank  into  a 
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whisper) — "you  know  that  one  of  the  very  reasons  why 
she  is  so  dear  to  me  would  be  an  insuperable  objection  to 
the  old-fashioned  folks  at  home." 

"I  don't  understand  you,  Frank." 

"  I  love  her  the  more, "  said  young  Hazeldean,  raising  his 
front  with  a  noble  pride,  that  seemed  to  speak  of  his  descent 
from  a  race  of  cavaliers  and  gentlemen — "  I  love  her  the 
more  because  the  world  has  slandered  her  name — because  I 
believe  her  to  be  pure  and  wronged.  But  would  they  at 
the  Hall — they  who  do  not  see  with  a  lover's  eyes — they 
who  have  all  the  stubborn  English  notions  about  the  inde- 
corum and  license  of  Continental  manners,  and  will  so 
readily  credit  the  worst? — Oh,  no — I  love,  I  cannot  help 
it — but  I  have  no  hope." 

"It  is  very  possible  that  you  may  be  right,"  exclaimed 
Randal,  as  if  struck  and  half  convinced  by  his  companion's 
argument — "  very  possible  j  and  certainly  I  think  that  the 
homely  folks  at  the  Hall  would  fret  and  fume  at  first,  if 
they  heard  you  were  married  to  Madame  di  Negra.  Yet 
still,  when  your  father  learned  that  you  had  done  so,  not 
from  passion  alone,  but  to  save  him  from  all  pecimiary 
sacrifice — to  clear  yourself  of  debt — to " 

"What  do  you  mean?"  exclaimed  Frank',  impatiently. 

"  I  have  reason  to  know  that  Madame  di  Negra  will  have 
as  large  a  portion  as  your  father  could  reasonably  expect 
you  to  receive  with  any  English  wife.  And  when  this  is 
properly  stated  to  the  Squire,  and  the  high  position  and 
rank  of  your  wife  fully  established  and  brought  home  to 
him — for  I  must  think  that  these  would  tell,  despite  your 
exaggerated  notions  of  his  prejudices — and  then,  when  he 
really  sees  Madame  di  Negra,  and  can  judge  of  her  beauty 
and  rare  gifts,  upon  my  word,  I  think,  Frank,  that  there 
would  be  no  cause  for  fear.  After  all,  too,  you  are  his 
only  son.  He  will  have  no  option  but  to  forgive  you ;  and 
I  know  how  anxiously  both  your  parents  wish  to  see  you 
settled  in  life." 

Frank's  whole  countenance  became  illuminated.     "  There 
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your  property.  Wo  who  have  no  property  must  find  one 
in  kiiowled^'e.  Adieu,  my  dear  Frank— I  must  go  home 
now.  r>y  the  way,  you  have  never,  by  chance,  spoken  of 
tli<*  liic'caboccas  to  Madame  di  Negra." 

*'The  liicoaboocas?  No.  That's  well  thought  of.  It 
may  interest  her  to  know  that  a  relation  of  mine  has  mar- 
ried hrr  countryman.  Very  odd  that  I  never  did  mention 
it;  but,  to  say  truth,  I  really  do  talk  so  little  to  her:  she 
is  so  sui)erior,  and  I  feel  juDsitively  shy  with  her." 

*'  Do  nu'  the  favour,  Frank,"  said  Randal,  waiting  patient- 
ly till  this  reply  ended — for  he  was  devising  all  the  time 
what  reason  to  give  for  his  request — "never  to  allude  to  the 
iticcaboccas  either  to  her  or  to  her  brother,  to  whom  you 
are  sure  to  Ix*  presented." 

''  Why  not  allude  to  them?" 

Kandal  hesitated  a  moment.  His  invention  was  still  at 
fault,  and,  for  a  wonder,  he  thought  it  the  best  policy  to 
go  ])retty  near  the  truth. 

"  Why,  I  will  tell  you.  The  Marchesa  conceals  nothing 
from  her  brother,  and  he  is  one  of  the  few  Italians  who  are 
in  high  favour  with  the  Austrian  eoui*t." 

''Well!" 

"  And  I  suspect  that  poor  Dr.  Riccabocca  fled  his  country 
from  some  mad  experiment  at  revolution,  and  is  still  hiding 
from  the  Austrian  police." 

''But  they  can't  hurt  him  here,"  said  Frank,  with  an 
Englishman's  dogged  inborn  conviction  of  the  sanctity  of 
his  native  island.  "I  should  like  to  see  an  Austrian  pre- 
tend to  dictate  to  us  whom  to  receive  and  whom  to  reject," 

"  Hum — that's  true  and  constitutional,  no  doubt;  but 
Eicoabocca  may  have  excellent  reasons — and,  to  speak 
plainly,  I  know  he  has  (perhaps  as  affecting  the  safety  of 
friends  in  Italy) — for  preserving  his  incognito,  and  we  are 
bound  to  respect  those  reasons  without  inquiring  further." 

"  Still  I  cannot  think  so  meanly  of  Madame  di  Negra," 
persisted  Frank  (shrewd  here,  though  credulous  elsewhere, 
and  both  from  his  sense  of  honour),  "as  to  suppose  that 
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fleet,"  he  continued,  with  a  naivete  that  was  half  pathetic; 
"  but  I  hope  she  will  not  be  very  rich — if  so  I'll  not  call." 

"Make  your  mind  easy,  it  is  but  a  portion  of  some 
twenty  or  thirty  thousand  pounds,  that  would  just  suffice  to 
discharge  all  your  debts,  clear  away  all  obstacle  to  your 
union,  and  in  return  for  which  you  could  secure  a  more  than 
adequate  jointure  and  settlement  on  the  Casino  property. 
Now  I  am  on  that  head,  I  will  be  yet  more  communicative. 
Madame  di  Negra  has  a  noble  heart,  as  you  say,  and  told 
me  herself  that,  until  her  brother  on  his  arrival  had  assured 
her  of  this  dowry,  she  would  never  have  consented  to  marry 
you — never  crippled  with  her  own  embarrassments  the  man 
she  loves.  Ah !  with  what  delight  she  will  hail  the  thought 
of  assisting  you  to  win  back  your  father's  heart!  But  be 
guarded  meanwhile.  And  now,  Frank,  what  say  you — 
would  it  not  be  well  if  I  ran  down  to  Hazeldean  to  sound 
your  parents?  It  is  rather  inconvenient  to  me,  to  be  sure, 
to  leave  town  just  at  present;  but  I  would  do  more  than 
that  to  render  you  a  smaller  service.  Yes,  I'll  go  to  Rood 
Hall  to-morrow,  and  thence  to  Hazeldean.  I  am  sure  your 
father  will  press  me  to  stay,  and  I  shall  have  ample  oppor- 
tunities to  judge  of  the  manner  in  which  he  would  be  likely 
to  regard  your  marriage  with  Madame  di  Negra — supposing 
always  it  were  properly  put  to  him.  We  can  then  act 
accordingly." 

"  My  dear,  dear  Randal,  how  can  I  thank  you?  If  ever 
a  poor  fellow  Irke  me  can  serve  you  in  return — but  that's 
impossible." 

"  Why  certainly,  I  will  never  ask  you  to  be  security  to  a 
bill  of  mine,"  said  Eandal,  laughing.  "I  practise  the 
economy  I  preach." 

"Ah!"  said  Frank,  with  a  groan,  "that  is  because  your 
mind  is  cultivated — you  have  so  many  resources ;  and  aU 
my  faults  have  come  from  idleness.     If  I  had  had  anyth 
to  do  on  a  rainy  day,  I  should  never  have  got  into 
scrapes." 

"  Oh !  you  will  have  enough  to  do  some  day 
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your  propei-ty.  Wo  who  have  no  property  must  find  one 
in  knowledge.  Adieu,  my  dear  Frank— I  must  go  home 
now.  r>y  the  way,  you  have  never,  by  chance,  spoken  of 
the  liiccaboceas  to  Madame  di  Negra." 

*'The  liiecaboceas?  No.  That's  well  thought  of.  It 
may  interest  her  to  know  that  a  relation  of  mine  has  mar- 
ried her  countryman.  Very  odd  that  I  never  did  mention 
it;  but,  to  say  truth,  I  really  do  talk  so  little  to  her:  she 
is  so  sui)erior,  and  I  feel  juDsitively  shy  with  her." 

"  Do  me  the  favour,  Frank,"  said  Randal,  waiting  patient- 
ly till  this  reply  ended — for  he  was  devising  all  the  time 
what  reason  to  give  for  his  request — "never  to  allude  to  the 
Iviceaboccas  either  to  her  or  to  her  brother,  to  whom  you 
are  sure  to  Ix*  presented." 

"  Why  not  allude  to  them?" 

Ivandal  hesitated  a  moment.  His  invention  was  still  at 
fault,  and,  for  a  wonder,  he  thought  it  the  best  policy  to 
go  i)retty  near  the  truth. 

"  Why,  I  will  tell  you.  The  Marehesa  conceals  nothing 
from  her  brother,  and  he  is  one  of  the  few  Italians  who  are 
in  high  favour  with  the  Austrian  court." 

"Well!" 

"  And  I  suspect  that  poor  Dr.  Riccabocca  fled  his  coimtry 
from  some  mad  experiment  at  revolution,  and  is  still  hiding 
from  the  Austrian  police." 

"But  they  can't  hurt  him  here,"  said  Frank,  with  an 
Englishman's  dogged  inborn  conviction  of  the  sanctity  of 
his  native  island.  "  I  should  like  to  see  an  Austrian  pre- 
tend to  dictate  to  us  whom  to  receive  and  whom  to  reject." 

"Hum — that's  true  and  constitutional,  no  doubt;  but 
Riccabocca  may  have  excellent  reasons — and,  to  speak 
plainly,  I  know  he  has  (perhaps  as  affecting  the  safety  of 
friends  in  Italy) — for  preserving  his  incognito,  and  we  are 
bound  to  respect  those  reasons  without  inquiring  further." 

"  Still  I  cannot  think  so  meanly  of  Madame  di  Negra," 
persisted  Frank  (shrewd  here,  though  credulous  elsewhere, 
and  both  from  his  sense  of  honour),  "as  to  suppose  that 
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she  would  descend  to  be  a  spy,  and  injure  a  poor  country- 
man of  her  own,  who  trusts  to  the  same  hospitality  she  re- 
ceives herself  at  our  English  hands.  Oh!  if  I  thought 
that,  I  could  not  love  her!"  added  Frank,  with  energy. 

"  Certainly  you  are  right.  But  see  in  what  a  false  posi- 
tion you  would  place  both  her  brother  and  herself.  If  they 
knew  Riccabocca^s  secret,  and  proclaimed  it  to  the  Austrian 
Government,  as  you  say,  it  would  be  cruel  and  mean ;  but 
if  they  knew  it  and  concealed  it,  it  might  involve  them 
both  in  the  most  serious  consequences.  You  know  the 
Austrian  policy  is  proverbially  so  jealous  and  tyrannical?" 

"Well,  the  newspapers  say,  so,  certainly." 

"  And,  in  short,  your  discretion  can  do  no  harm,  and  your 
indiscretion  may.  Therefore,  give  me  your  word,  Frank. 
I  can't  stay  to  argue  now." 

"I'll  not  allude  to  the  Riccaboccas,  upon  my  honour," 
answered  Frank;  "still,  I  am  sure  that  they  would  be  as 
safe  with  the  Marchesa  as  with " 

"I  rely  on  your  honour,"  interrupted  Eandal,  hastily, 
and  hurried  off. 


CHAPTER  V. 


Towards  the  evening  of  the  following  day,  Eandal  Les- 
lie walked  slowly  from  a  village  in  the  main  road  (about 
two  miles  from  Rood  Hall),  at  which  he  had  got  out  of  the 
coach.  He  passed  through  meads  and  cornfields,  and  by 
the  skirts  of  woods  which  had  formerly  belonged  to  his 
ancestors,  but  had  been  long  since  alienated.  He  was 
alone  amidst  the  haunts  of  his  boyhood,  the  scenes  in  which 
he  had  first  invoked  the  grand  Spirit  of  Knowledge,  to  bid 
the  Celestial  Still  One  minister  to  the  commands  of  an 
earthly  and  turbulent  ambition.  He  paused  often  in  his 
path,  especially  when  the  undulations  of  the  ground  gave 
a  glimpse  of  the  grey  church  tower,  or  the  gloomy  firs  that 
rose  above  the  desolate  wastes  of  Rood. 
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**]Iero,"  thought  Randal,  with  a  softening  eye — "here, 
liow  often,  comparing  the  fertility  of  the  lands  passed  away 
from  the  inheritan(reof  my  fathers,  with  the  forlorn  wilds 
that  arc  left  to  their  mouldering  hall — here,  how  often  have 
I  said  to  myself,  *1  will  rebuild  the  fortunes  of  my  house.* 
And  straightway  Toil  lost  its  aspects  of  drudge,  and  grew" 
kin^dy,  and  books  became  as  living  armies  to  serve  my 
thouj<ht.  Again — again — 0  thou  haughty  Past,  brace  and 
strcn^'then  me  in  the  battle  with  the  Future."  His  pale 
lips  writhed  as  he  soliloquised,  for  his  conscience  spoke  to 
liim  while  lie  thus  addressed  his  will,  and  its  voice  was 
heard  morc^  audibly  in  the  quiet  of  the  rural  landscape, 
than  amidst  the  turmoil  and  din  of  that  armed  and  sleep- 
less camp  wliieh  we  call  a  eity. 

Doubtless,  though  Ambition  have  objects  more  vast  and 
beneficent  than  the  restoration  of  a  name, — that  in  itself 
is  high  and  chivalrous,  and  appeals  to  a  strong  interest  in 
the  human  heart.  IJut  all  emotions,  and  all  ends,  of  a 
noble  character,  had  seemed  to  filter  themselves  free  from 
every  golden  grain  in  passing  through  the  mechanism  of  Ran- 
daVs  intellect,  and  canu^  forth  at  last  into  egotism  clear  and 
unalloyed.  Nevertheless,  it  is  a  strange  truth  that,  to  a 
man  of  cidtivated  mind,  however  perverted  and  vicious, 
therc^  are  vouchsafed  gleams  of  brighter  sentiments,  irregu- 
lar ])er(^eptions  of  moral  beauty,  denied  to  the  brutal  un- 
reasoning wickedness  of  uneducated  villany — which  per- 
haps ultimately  serve  as  his  punishment — according  to  the 
old  thought  of  the  satirist,  that  there  is  no  greater  curse 
than  to  perceive  virtue  yet  adopt  vice.  And  as  the  solitary 
schemer  walked  slowly  on,  and  his  childhood — innocent  at 
least  indeed — came  distinct  before  him  through  the  halo  of 
bygone  dreams — dreams  far  purer  than  those  from  which 
he  now  rose  each  morning  to  the  active  world  of  Man — a 
profound  melancholy  crept  over  him,  and  suddenly  he  ex- 
claimed aloud,  "  Then  I  aspired  to  be  renowned  and  great — 
7101C,  how  is  it  that,  so  advanced  in  my  career,  all  that 
seemed  lofty  in  the  end  has  vanished  from  me,  and  the 
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only  means  that  I  contemplate  are  those  which  my  child- 
hood would  have  called  poor  and  vile?  Ah!  is  it  that  I 
then  read  but  books,  and  now  my  knowledge  has  passed 
onward,  and  men  contaminate  more  than  books?  But,"  he 
continued,  in  a  lower  voice,  as  if  arguing  with  himself — "  if 
power  is  only  so  to  be  won — and  of  what  use  is  knowledge 
if  it  be  not  power — does  not  success  in  life  justify  all 
things?  And  who  prizes  the  wise  man  if  he  fails?"  He 
continued  his  way,  but  still  the  soft  tranquillity  around  re- 
buked him,  and  still  his  reason  was  dissatisfied,  as  well  as 
his  conscience.  There  are  times  when  Nature,  like  a  bath 
of  youth,  seems  to  restore  to  the  jaded  soul  its  freshness — 
times  from  which  some  men  have  emerged,  as  if  re-born. 
The  crises  of  life  are  very  silent.  Suddenly  the  scene 
opened  on  Randal  Leslie's  eyes.  The  bare  desert  common 
— the  dilapidated  church — the  old  house,  partially  seen  in 
the  dank  dreary  hollow,  into  which  it  seemed  to  Randal  to 
have  sunken  deeper  and  lowlier  than  when  he  saw  it  last. 
And  on  the  common  were  some  young  men  playing  at 
hockey.  That  old-fashioned  game,  now  very  uncommon  in 
England,  except  at  schools,  was  still  preserved  in  the  prim- 
itive vicinity  of  Rood  by  the  young  yeomen  and  farmers. 
Randal  stood  by  the  stile  and  looked  on,  for  among  the 
players  he  recognised  his  brother  Oliver.  Presently  the 
ball  was  struck  towards  Oliver,  and  the  group  instantly 
gathered  round  that  young  gentleman  and  snatched  him 
from  RandaP  s  eye ;  but  the  elder  brother  heard  a  displeas- 
ing din,  a  derisive  laughter.  Oliver  had  shrunk  from  the 
danger  of  the  thick  clubbed  sticks  that  plied  around  him 
and  received  some  strokes  across  the  legs,  for  his  voice  rose 
whining,  and  was  drowned  by  shouts  of,  "Go  to  your 
mammy.     That's  Noll  Leslie — all  over.     Butter  shins." 

RandaPs  sallow  face  became  scarlet.  "  The  jest  of  boors 
— a  Leslie !"  he  muttered,  and  ground  his  teeth.  He  sprang 
over  the  stile  and  walked  erect  and  haughtily  across  the 
ground.  The  players  cried  out  indignantly.  Randal  raised 
his  hat,  and  they  recognised  him,  and  stopped  the  game. 
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For  him  at  least  a  certain  respect  was  telt.  Oliver  turned 
round  (inickly,  and  ran  np  to  him.  Randal  canght  his  arm 
firmly,  and,  without  saying  a  word  to  the  rest,  drew  him 
jiway  towards  the  house.  Oliver  east  a  regretful  lingering 
look  behind  him,  rubbed  his  shins,  and  then  stole  a  timid 
j^huice  towards  Randal's  severe  and  moody  countenance. 

"  You  are  not  angry  that  I  was  playing  at  hockey  with 
our  neighbours,"  said  he  deprecatingly,  observing  that 
Randal  would  not  break  the  silence. 

''No,"  replied  the  elder  brother;  "but,  in  associating 
with  his  inferiors,  a  gentleman  still  knows  how  to  maintain 
his  dignity.  There  is  no  harm  in  playing  with  inferiors, 
but  it  is  necessary  to  a  gentleman  to  play  so  that  he  is  not 
the  laughing-stock  of  clowns." 

(Oliver  hung  his  head,  and  made  no  answer.  They  came 
into  the  slovenly  precincts  of  the  court,  and  the  pigs  stared 
at  them  from  the  palings,  as  their  progenitors  had  stared, 
years  before,  at  Frank  Hazeldean. 

Mr.  Leslie,  senior,  in  a  shabby  straw-hat,  was  engaged 
in  feeding  the  chickens  before  the  threshold,  and  he  per- 
formed even  that  occupation  with  a  maundering  lack-a-dai- 
;>ical  slothfulness,  dropping  down  the  grains  almost  one  by 
one  from  his  inert  dreamy  lingers. 

Randal's  sister,  her  hair  still  and  for  ever  hanging  about 
her  ears,  was  seated  on  a  rush-bottom  chair,  reading  a  tat- 
tered novel ;  and  from  the  parlour  window  was  heard  the 
querulous  voice  of  Mrs.  Leslie,  in  high  fidget  and  com- 
plaint. 

Somehow  or  other,  as  the  young  heir  to  all  this  helpless 
poverty  stood  in  the  courtyard,  with  his  sharp,  refined, 
intelligent  features,  and  his  strange  elegance  of  dress  and 
aspect,  one  better  comprehended  how,  solely  left  to  the 
egotism  -of  his  knowledge  and  his  ambition,  in  such  a  fam- 
ily, and  without  any  of  the  sweet  and  nameless  lessons  of 
Home,  he  had  grown  up  into  such  close  and  secret  solitude 
of  soul— how  the  mind  had  taken  so  little  nutriment  from 
the  heart,  and  how  that  affection  and  respect  which  the 
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warm  circle  of  the  hearth  usually  calls  forth  had  passed 
with  him  to  the  graves  of  dead  fathers,  growing,  as  it  were, 
bloodless  and  ghoul-like  amidst  the  chamels  on  which  they 
fed. 

"Ha,  Randal,  boy,"  said  Mr.  Leslie,  looking  up  lazily, 
"  how  d'ye  do?  Who  could  have  expected  you?  My  dear 
— my  dear,"  he  cried  in  a  broken  voice,  and  as  if  in  help- 
less dismay,  "here's  Eandal,  and  he'll  be  wanting  dinner^ 
or  supper,  or  something."  But,  in  the  mean  while,  Ran- 
dal's sister  Juliet  had  sprung  up  and  thrown  her  arms 
round  her  brother's  neck,  and  he  had  drawn  her  aside  ca- 
ressingly, for  Randal's  strongest  human  affection  was  for 
this  sister. 

"You  are  growing  very  pretty,  Juliet,"  said  he,  smooth- 
ing back  her  hair;  "whydo  yourself  such  injustice — why 
not  pay  more  attention  to  your  appearance,  as  I  have  so 
often  begged  you  to  do?" 

"  I  did  not  expect  you,  dear  Randal ;  you  always  come  so 
suddenly,  and  catch  us  en  dish-a-bill." 

"Dish-abill!"  echoed  Randal,  with  a  groan.  "i>is- 
kahille! — you  ought  never  to  be  so  caught!" 

"  No  one  else  does  so  catch  us — nobody  else  ever  comes — 
Heigho!"  and  the  young  lady  sighed  very  heartily. 

"  Patience,  patience ;  my  day  is  coming,  and  then  yours, 
my  sister, "  replied  Randal,  with  genuine  pity,  as  he  gazed 
upon  what  a  little  care  could  have  trained  into  so  fair  a 
flower,  and  what  now  looked  so  like  a  weed. 

Here  Mrs.  Leslie,  in  a  state  of  intense  excitement,  hav- 
ing rushed  through  the  parlour — leaving  a  fragment  of  her 
gown  between  the  yawning  brass  of  the  never-mended 
Brummagem  work-table — tore  across  the  hall — whirled  out 
of  the  door,  scattering  the  chickens  to  the  right  and  left, 
and  clutched  hold  of  Randal*  in  her  motherly  embrace. 
"La,  how  you  do  shake  my  nerves,"  she  cried,  after  giving 
him  a  most  hasty  and  uncomfortable  kiss.  "And  you 
are  hungry  too,  and  nothing  in  the  house  but  cold  mut- 
ton.    Jenny,  Jenny — I  say,  Jenny!    Juliet,  have  you  seen 
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Jenny?     Where's  Jenny?     Out  with  the  odd  man,  I'll  be 
bound." 

"I  am  not  hungry,  mother,"  said  Randal j  "I  wish  for 
nothing  but  tea."  Juliet,  crambling  up  her  hair,  darted 
into  the  house  to  prepare  the  tea,  and  also  to  "  tidy  her- 
self." She  dearly  loved  her  fine  brother,  but  she  was 
greatly  in  awe  of  him. 

Randal  seated  himself  on  the  broken  pales.  "  Take  care 
they  don't  come  down,"  said  Mr.  Leslie,  with  some  anx- 
iety. 

*'0h,  sir,  I  am  very  light;  nothing  comes  down  with 
me." 

The  pigs  stared  up,  and  grunted  in  amaze  at  the  stran- 
ger. 

"  Mother, "  said  the  young  man,  detaining  Mrs.  Leslie, 
who  wanted  to  set  off  in  chase  of  Jenny — "  Mother,  you 
should  not  let  Oliver  associate  with  those  village  boors.  It 
is  time  to  think  of  a  profession  for  him." 

"  Oh,  he  eats  us  out  of  house  and  home — such  an  appe 
tite !     But  as  to  a  profession — what  is  he  fit  for !     He  will 
never  be  a  scholar." 

Randal  nodded  a  moody  assent ;  for  indeed,  Oliver  had 
been  sent  to  Cambridge,  and  supported  there  out  of  Ran- 
dal's income  from  his  official  pay;  and  Oliver  had  been 
plucked  for  his  Little  Go. 

"There  is  the  army,"  said  the  elder  brother — "a  gentle- 
man's calling.  How  handsome  Juliet  ought  to  be — but — 
I  left  money  for  masters — and  she  pronounces  French  like 
a  chambermaid." 

"Yet  she  is  fond  of  her  book  too.  She's  always  read- 
ing, and  good  for  nothing  else." 

"Reading! — those  trashy  novels!" 

"So  like  you — you  always  come  to  scold,  and  mako 
things  unpleasant,"  said  Mrs.  Leslie,  peevishly.  "You 
are  grown  too  fine  for  us,  and  I  am  sure  we  suffer  affronts 
enough  from  others,  not  to  want  a  little  respect  from  our 
own  children." 
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"I  did  not  mean  to  affront  you,"  said  Randal,  sadly. 
"Pardon  me.     But  who  else  has  done  so?" 

Then  Mrs.  Leslie  went  into  a  minute  and  most  irritating 
catalogue  of  all  the  mortifications  and  insults  she  had  re- 
ceived; the  grievances  of  a  petty  provincial  family,  with 
much  pretension  and  small  power;  of  all  people,  indeed, 
without  the  disposition  to  please — without  the  ability  to 
serve — who  exaggerate  every  offence,  and  are  thankful  for 
no  kindness.  Farmer  Jones  had  insolently  refused  to  send 
his  waggon  twenty  miles  for  coals.  Mr.  Giles,  the  butcher, 
requesting  the  payment  of  his  bill,  had  stated  that  the  cus- 
tom at  Rood  was  too  small  for  him  to  allow  credit.  Squire 
Thornhill,  who  was  the  present  owner  of  the  fairest  slice 
of  the  old  Leslie  domains,  had  taken  the  liberty  to  ask  per- 
mission to  shoot  over  Mr.  Leslie's  land,  since  Mr.  Leslie 
did  not  preserve.  Lady  Spratt  (new  people  from  the  city, 
who  hired  a  neighbouring  country-seat)  had  taken  a  dis- 
charged servant  of  Mrs.  Leslie's  without  applying  for  the 
character.  The  Lord- Lieutenant  had  given  a  ball,  and  had 
not  invited  the  Leslies.  Mr.  Leslie's  tenants  had  voted 
against  their  landlord's  wish  at  the  recent  election.  More 
than  all.  Squire  Hazeldean  and  his  Harry  had  called  at 
Rood,  and  though  Mrs.  Leslie  had  screamed  out  to  Jenny, 
"Not  at  home,"  she  had  been  seen  at  the  window,  and  the 
Squire  had  actually  forced  his  way  in,  and  caught  the 
whole  family  "in  a  state  not  fit  to  be  seen."  That  was 
a  trifle,  but  the  Squire  had  presumed  to  instruct  Mr.  Leslie 
how  to  manage  his  property,  and  Mrs.  Hazeldean  had  ac- 
tually told  Juliet  to  hold  up  her  head,  and  tie  up  her  hair, 
"as  if  we  were  her  cottager^!"  said  Mrs.  Leslie,  with  the 
pride  of  a  Moutfydget. 

All  these,  and  various  other  annoyances,  though  Randal 
was  too  sensible  not  to  perceive  their  insignificance,  still 
galled  and  mortified  the  listening  heir  of  Rood.      They 
showed,  at  least,  even  to  the  well-meant  officiousnc 
the  Hazel  deans,  the  small  account  in  which  the  fl 

ily  was  held.     As   he  sat  still  on  the  moss-grown 
2—16 
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gloomy  and  taciturn,  his  mother  standing  beside  him,  with 
]ier  cap  awry,  Mr.  Leslie  shaiublingly  sauntered  up,  and 
said  in  a  i)ensive,  dolorous  whine : 

'^  I  wish  we  had  a  good  sum  of  money,  Bandal,  boy!" 

To  do  Mr.  Leslie  justice,  he  seldom  g^ve  vent  to  any 
wish  that  savoured  of  avarice.  His  mind  must  be  singu- 
larly aroused,  to  wander  out  of  its  normal  limits  of  slug- 
gish, dull  content. 

So  liandal  looked  at  him  in  surprise,  and  said,  "  Do  you, 
sir?— why?" 

'^The  manors  of  Eood  and  Dulmansbenj,  and  all  the 
lands  therein,  which  my  great-grandfather  sold  away,  are 
to  be  sold  again  when  Sfjuire  Thornhill's  eldest  son  comes 
of  age,  to  cut  otf  the  entail.  Sir  Jolm  Spratt  talks  of  buy- 
i.ng  them.  I  should  like  to  have  them  back  again!  'Tis  a 
shame  to  see  the  Leslie  estates  hawked  about,  and  bought 
by  Spratts  and  people.  I  wish  I  had  a  great — great  sum 
of  ready  money." 

The  poor  gentleman  extended  his  helpless  fingers  as  he 
spoke,  and  fell  into  a  dejected  reverie. 

liandal  sprang  from  the  paling,  a  movement  which  fright* 
ened  the  contemplative  pigs,  and  set  them  off  squalling  and 
scampering.     "  When  does  young  Thomhill  come  of  age?" 

^^  He  was  nineteen  last  August.  I  know  it,  because  the 
day  he  was  born  I  picked  up  my  fossil  of  the  sea-horse, 
just  by  Dulmansberry  church,  when  the  joy-bells  were 
ringing.  My  fossil  sea-horse!  It  will  be  an  heirloom, 
Randal " 

"Two  years — nearly  two  years — ^yet — ah,  ah  I''  said 
Randal;  and  his  sister  now  appearing,  to  announce  that 
tea  was  ready,  he  threw  his  arm  round  her  neck  and  kissed 
her.  Juliet  had  arranged  her  hair  and  trimmed  up  her 
dress.  She  looked  very  pretty,  and  she  had  now  the  air 
of  a  gentlewoman — something  of  Randal' s  own  refinement 
in  her  slender  proportions  and  well-shaped  head. 

"  Be  patient,  patient  still,  my  dear  sister, "  whispered 
Randal,  "  and  keep  your  heart  whole  for  two  years  longer." 
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The  young  man  was  gay  and  good-humoured  over  his 
simple  meal,  while  his  family  grouped  round  him.  When 
it  was  over,  Mr.  Leslie  lighted  his  pipe,  and  called  for  his 
brandy-and-water.  Mrs.  Leslie  began  to  question  about 
London  and  Court,  and  the  new  King  and  the  new  Queen, 
and  Mr.  Audley  Egerton,  and  hoped  Mr.  Egerton  would 
leave  Randal  all  his  money,  and  that  Randal  would  marry 
a  rich  woman,  and  that  the  King  would  make  him  a  prime- 
minister  one  of  these  days ;  and  then  she  should  like  to  see 
if  Farmer  Jones  would  refuse  to  send  his  waggon  for  coals. 
And,  every  now  and  then,  as  the  word  "riches"  or 
"money"  caught  Mr.  Leslie's  ears,  he  shook  his  head, 
drew  his  pipe  from  his  mouth,  "Spratt  should  not  have 
what  belonged  to  my  great-great-grandfather.  If  I  had 
a  good  sum  of  ready  money! — the  old  family  estates!" 
Oliver  and  Juliet  sat  silent,  and  on  their  good  behavior ; 
and  Randal,  indulging  his  own  reveries,  dreamily  heard 
the  words  "  money, "  "  Spratt, "  "  great-great-grandfather, " 
"rich  wife,"  "family  estates;"  and  they  sounded  too  vague 
and  afar  ofP,  like  whispers  from  the  world  of  romance  and 
legend — weird  prophecies  of  things  to  be. 

Such  was  the  hearth  which  warmed  the  viper  that  nestled 
and  gnawed  at  the  heart  of  Randal,  poisoning  all  the  aspi- 
rations that  youth  should  have  rendered  pure,  ambition 
lofty,  and  knowledge  beneficent  and  divine. 


CHAPTER   VI. 


When  the  rest  of  the  household  were  in  deep  i 
Randal  stood  long  at  his  open  window,  lookmg  01 
dreary,  comfortless  scene — the  moon  gleaming  : 
half-autumnal,  half-wintry,  upon  squalid  d< 
the  ragged  fissures  of  the  firs;  and  when  he 
rest,  his  sleep  was  feverish,  and  troul 
dreams. 
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However,  he  was  up  early,  and  with  an  unwonted  colour 
in  his  cheeks,  which  his  sister  ascribed  to  the  country  air. 
After  breakfast,  he  took  his  way  towards  Hazeldean, 
mounted  upon  a  tolerable  horse,  which  he  borrowed  of  a 
neighbouring  farmer  who  occasionally  hunted.  Before 
noon,  the  garden  and  terrace  of  the  Casino  came  in  sight. 
He  reined  in  his  horse,  and  by  the  little  fountain  at  which 
Leonard  had  been  wont  to  eat  his  radishes  and  con  his 
book,  he  saw  Riccabocca  seated  under  the  shade  of  the  red 
umbrella.  And  by  the  Italian's  side  stood  a  form  that  a 
Greek  of  old  might  have  deemed  the  Naiad  of  the  Fount; 
for  in  its  youthful  beauty  there  was  something  so  full  of 
poetry — something  at  once  so  sweet  and  so  stately — that  it 
spoke  to  the  imagination  while  it  charmed  the  sense. 

Randal  dismounted,  tied  his  horse  to  the  gate,  and,  walk- 
ing down  a  trellised  alley,  came  suddenly  to  the  spot.  His 
dark  shadow  fell  over  the  clear  mirror  of  the  fountain  jusi 
as  Riccabocca  had  said,  "All  here  is  so  secure  from  evil!—* 
the  waves  of  the  fountain  are  never  troubled  like  those  of 
the  river!"  and  Violante  had  answered  in  her  soft  native 
tongue,  and  lifting  her  dark,  spiritual  eyes,  "But  the 
fountain  would  be  but  a  lifeless  pool,  oh,  my  father,  if  the 
spray  did  not  mount  towards  the  skies !" 


CHAPTER  VII. 


Randal  advanced — "  I  fear  Signor  Riccabocca,  that  I  am 
guilty  of  some  want  of  ceremony." 

"  To  dispense  with  ceremony  is  the  most  delicate  mode 
of  conferring  a  compliment,"  replied  the  urbane  Italian,  as 
he  recovered  from  his  first  surprise  at  Randal's  sudden  ad- 
dress, and  extended  his  hand. 

Violante  bowed  her  graceful  head  to  the  young  man's 
respectful  salutation.     "I  am  on  my  way  to  Hazeldean," 
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resumed  Kandal,  "  and,  seeing  you  in  the  garden,  could  not 
resist  this  intrusion." 

RiccABOccA. — "  You  come  from  London?  Stirring  time? 
for  you  English,  but  I  do  not  ask  you  the  news.  No  news 
can  affect  us." 

Randal  (softly). — "Perhaps  yes." 

Rice ABOCC A  (startled) .  — "  How  ?" 

ViOLANTE. — "  Surely  he  speaks  of  Italy,  and  news  from 
that  country  affects  you  still,  my  father." 

RiccABOccA. — "Nay,  nay,  nothing  affects  me  like  this 
country;  its  east  winds  might  affect  a  pyramid!  Draw 
your  mantle  round  you,  child,  and  go  in ;  the  air  has  sud- 
denl}'^  grown  chill." 

Violante  smiled  on  her  father,  glanced  uneasily  towards 
Randal's  grave  brow,  and  went  slowly  towards  the 
house. 

Riccabocca,  after  waiting  some  moments  in  silence,  as  if 
expecting  Randal  to  speak,  said,  with  affected  carelessness, 
'•  So  you  think  that  you  have  news  that  might  affect  me? 
Corim  di  Bacco  !     I  am  curious  to  learn  what?" 

"I  may  be  mistaken — that  depends  on  your  answer  to 
one  question.     Do  you  know  the  Count  of  Peschiera?" 

Riccabocca  winced,  and  turned  pale.  He  could  not  baffle 
tiie  watchful  eye  of  the  questioner. 

"  Enough, "  said  Randal ;  "  I  see  that  I  am  right.  Be- 
lieve in  my  sincerity.  I  seek  but  to  warn  and  to  serve 
you.  The  Count  seeks  to  discover  the  retreat  of  a  country- 
man and  kinsman  of  his  own." 

"And  for  what  end?"  cried  Riccabocca,  thrown  off  his 
guard,  and  his  breast  dilated,  his  crest  rose,  and  his  eye 
flashed;  valour  and  defiance  broke  from  habitual  caution 
and  self-control.  "But — pooh!"  he  added,  striving  to  re- 
gain his  ordinary  and  half -ironical  calm,  "  it  matters  not 
to  me.  I  grant,  sir,  that  I  know  the  Count  di  Peschiera; 
but  what  has  Dr.  Riccabocca  to  do  with  the  kinsman  of  so 
grand  a  personage?" 

"  Dr.  Riccabocca — nothing.     But — "  here  Randal  put  his 
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lip  close  to  the  Italian's  ear,  and  whispered  a  brief  sen- 
tence. Then  retreating  a  step,  but  laying  bis  hand  on  the 
exile's  shoulder,  he  added — "Need  I  say  that  your  secret 
is  safe  with  me?" 

Riccabocca  made  no  answer.  His  eyes  rested  on  the 
ground  musingly. 

Eandal  continued :  "  And  I  shall  esteem  it  the  higliest 
honour  you  can  bestow  on  me,  to  be  permitted  to  assist  you 
in  forestalling  danger." 

RiccABOCcA  (slowly). — "Sir,  I  thank  you;  you  have  my 
secret  and  I  feel  assured  it  is  safe,  for  I  speak  to  an  Eng- 
lish gentleman.  There  may  be  family  reasons  why  I  should 
avoid  the  Count  di  Peschiera;  and,  indeed,  he  is  safest 
from  shoals  who  steers  clearest  of  his  relations." 

The  Italian  regained  his  caustic  smile  as  he  uttered  that 
wise  villanous  Italian  maxim. 

Randal. — "I  know  little  of  the  Count  of  Peschiera  save 
from  the  current  talk  of  the  world.  He  is  said  to  hold  the 
estates  of  a  kinsman  who  took  part  in  a  conspiracy  against 
the  Austrian  power." 

Rk^cabocca. — " It  is  true.  Let  that  content  him;  what 
more  does  he  desire?  You  spoke  of  forestalling  danger; 
what  danger?  I  am  on  the  soil  of  England,  and  protected 
by  its  laws." 

Randal. — "Allow  me  to  inquire  if,  had  the  kinsman  no 
child,  the  Count  di  Peschiera  would  be  legitimate  and  natu- 
ral heir  to  the  estates  he  holds?" 

RiccABo<'CA. — "He  would — What  then?" 

Randal. — "Does  that  thought  suggest  no  danger  to  the 
child  of  the  kinsman?" 

Riccabocca  recoiled,  and  gasped  forth ;  "  The  child !  You 
do  not  mean  to  imply  that  this  man,  infamous  though  he 
be,  can  contemplate  the  crime  of  an  assassin?" 

Randal  paused  perplexed.  His  ground  was  delicate. 
He  knew  not  what  causes  of  resentment  the  exile  enter- 
tained against  the  Count.  He  knew  not  whether  Ricca- 
bocca would  not  assent  to  an  alliance  that  might  restore 


OR,  VARIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  LIFE.  247 

him  to  his  country — and  he  resolved  to  feel  his  way  with 
precaution. 

"  I  did  not, ''  said  he,  smiling  gravely,  "  mean  to  insinu- 
ate so  horrible  a  charge  against  a  man  whom  I  have  never 
seen.  He  seeks  you — that  is  all  I  know.  I  imagine,  from 
his  general  character,  that  in  this  search  he  consults  his 
interest.  Perhaps  all  matters  might  be  conciliated  by  an 
interview!" 

•*An  interview!"  exclaimed  Kiccabocca;  "there  is  but 
one  way  we  should  meet — foot  to  foot,  and  hand  to  hand." 

"Is  it  so?  Then  you  would  not  listen  to  the  Count  if 
he  proposed  some  amicable  compromise — if,  for  instance, 
he  was  a  candidate  for  the  hand  of  your  daughter?" 

The  poor  Italian,  so  wise  and  so  subtle  in  his  talk,  was 
as  rash  and  blind  when  it  came  to  action,  as  if  he  had  been 
born  in  Ireland  and  nourished  on  potatoes  and  Repeal.  He 
bared  his  whole  soul  to  the  merciless  eye  of  Eandal. 

"My  daughter!"  he  exclaimed.  "Sir,  your  question  is 
an  insult. " 

Randal's  way  became  clear  at  once.  "Forgive  me,"  he 
said,  mildly ;  "  I  will  tell  you  frankly  all  that  I  know.  I 
am  acquainted  with  the  Count's  sister.  I  have  some  little 
influence  over  her.  It  was  she  who  informed  me  that  the 
Count  had  come  here,  bent  upon  discovering  your  refuge, 
aud  resolved  to  wed  your  daughter.  This  is  the  danger  of 
which  I  spoke.  And  when  I  asked  your  permission  to  aid 
in  forestalling  it,  I  only  intended  to  suggest  that  it  might 
be  wise  to  find  some  securer  home,  and  that  I,  if  permitted 
to  know  that  home,  and  to  visit  you,  could  apprise  you 
from  time  to  time  of  the  Count's  plans  and  movements." 

"  Sir,  I  thank  you  sincerely, "  said  Riccabocca,  with  emo- 
tion, "but  am  I  not  safe  here?" 

"  I  doubt  it.  Many  people  have  visited  the  Squire  in  the 
shooting  season,  who  will  have  heard  of  you — perhaps  seen 
you,  and  who  are  likely  to  meet  the  Count  in  London. 
And  Frank  Hazeldean,  too,  who  knows  the  Count's  sis- 
ter  " 
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**Tiue,  tnie,"  interrupted  Riccabocca.  "I  see,  I  see. 
I  will  consider.  I  will  reflect.  Meanwhile  you  are  going 
to  Hazeldean.  Do  not  say  a  word  to  the  Squire.  He 
knows  not  the  secret  you  have  discovered." 

With  those  words  Riccabocca  turned  slightly  away,  and 
Randal  took  the  hint  to  depart. 

**  At  all  times  command  and  rely  on  me,"  said  the  young 
traitor,  and  he  regained  the  pale  to  which  he  had  fastened 
his  horse. 

As  he  remounted,  he  cast  his  eyes  towards  the  place 
where  he  had  left  Riccabocca.  The  Italian  was  still  stand- 
ing there.  Presently  the  form  of  Jackeymo  was  seen 
emerging  from  the  shrubs.  Riccabocca  turned  hastily 
round,  recognised  his  servant,  uttered  an  exclamation  loud 
enough  to  reach  Randal's  ear,  and  then,  catching  Jackeymo 
by  the  arm,  disappeared  with  him  amidst  the  deep  recesses 
of  the  garden. 

^'  It  will  be  indeed  in  my  favour,"  thought  Randal  as  he 
rode  on,  "  if  I  can  get  them  into  the  neighbourhood  of  Lon- 
don— all  occasion  there  to  woo,  and,  if  expedient,  to  win — 
the  heiress." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


"By  the  Lord  Harry!"  cried  the  Squire,  as  he  stood 
with  his  wife  in  the  park,  on  a  visit  of  inspection  to  some 
hrst-rate  South-Downs  just  added  to  his  stock — "  By  the 
Lord,  if  that  is  not  Randal  Leslie  trying  to  get  into  the 
park  at  the  back  gate!  Hollo,  Randal!  you  must  come 
round  by  the  lodge,  my  boy,"  said  he.  "  You  see  this  gate 
is  locked  to  keep  out  trespassers." 

"A  pity,"  said  Randal.  "I  like  short  cuts,  and  you 
have  shut  up  a  very  short  one." 

"So  the  trespassers  said,"  quoth  the  Squire;  "but  Stirn 
insisted  on  it; — valuable  man,  Stirn.     But  ride  round  t^ 
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the  lodge.  Put  up  your  horse,  and  you'll  jom  us  before 
we  can  get  to  the  house." 

Randal  nodded  and  smiled,  and  rode  briskly  on. 

The  squire  rejoined  his  Harry. 

"Ah,  William,"  said  she,  anxiously,  "though  certainly 
Randal  Leslie  means  well,  I  always  dread  his  visits." 

"  So  do  I,  in  one  sense, "  quoth  the  Squire,  "  for  he  al- 
ways carries  away  a  bank-note  for  Frank." 

"I  hope  he  is  really  Frank's  friend,"  said  Mrs.  Hazel- 
dean. 

"Who's  else  can  he  be?  Not  his  own,  poor  fellow,  for 
he  will  never  accept  a  shilling  from  me,  though  his  grand- 
mother was  as  good  a  Hazeldean  as  I  am.  But,  zounds,  I 
like  his  pride,  and  his  economy  too.     As  for  Frank -" 

"Hush,  William!"  cried  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  and  put  her 
fair  hand  before  the  Squire's  mouth.  The  Squire  was  s(Tft- 
ened,  and  kissed  the  fair  hand  gallantly — perhaps  he  kissed 
the  lips  too :  at  all  events  the  worthy  pair  were  walking 
lovingly  arm-in-arm  when  Randal  joined  them. 

He  did  not  affect  to  perceive  a  certain  coldness  in  the 
manner  of  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  but  began  immediately  to  talk 
to  her  about  Frank;  praise  that  young  gentleman's  appear- 
ance; expatiate  on  his  health,  his  popularity,  and  his  good 
gifts,  personal  and  mental — and  with  so  much  warmth,  that 
any  dim  and  undeveloped  suspicions  Mrs.  Hazeldean  might 
have  formed  soon  melted  away. 

Randal  continued  to  make  himself  thus  agreeable,  until 
the  Squire,  persuaded  that  his  young  kinsman  was  a  first- 
rate  agriculturist,  insisted  upon  carrying  him  off  to  the 
home-farm ;  and  Harry  turned  towards  the  house,  to  order 
Randal's  room  to  be  got  ready:  "For,"  said  Randal, 
"  knowing  that  you  will  excuse  my  morning  dress,  I  ven- 
ture to  invite  myself  to  dine  and  sleep  at  the  Hall." 

On  approaching  the  farm -buildings,  Randal  was  seized 
with  the  terror  of  an  impostor ;  for,  despite  all  the  theo- 
retical learning  on  Bucolics  and  Georgics  with  which  he 
had  dazzled  the  Squire,  poor  Frank,  so  despised,  would 
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have  l)eat  him  hollow  when  it  came  to  the  judging  of  the 
points  of  an  ox,  or  the  show  of  a  crop. 

"Ha,  ha!"  cried  the  Squire,  chuckling,  "I  long  to  see 
how  you'll  astonish  Stirn.  Why,  you'll  guess  in  a  moment 
where  we  put  the  top-dressing ;  and  when  you  come  to  han- 
dle my  shorthorns,  I  dare  swear  you'll  know  to  a  pound 
how  much  oil-cake  has  gone  into  their  sides." 

"  Oh,  you  do  me  too  much  honour — indeed  you  do.  I 
only  know  the  general  principles  of  agriculture ;  the  details 
are  eminently  interesting,  but  I  have  not  had  the  opportu- 
nity to  acquire  them." 

"  Stuff!"  cried  the  Squire.  " How  can  a  man  know  gen- 
eral principles  unless  he  has  first  studied  the  details?  You 
are  too  modest,  my  boy.  Ho!  there's  Stirn  looking  out 
for  us!" 

Randal  saw  the  grim  visage  of  Stirn  peering  out  of  a 
cattle-shed,  and  felt  undone.  He  made  a  desperate  rush 
towards  changing  the  Squire's  humour. 

"  Well,  sir,  perhaps  Frank  may  soon  gratify  your  wish^ 
and  turn  farmer  himself." 

"Eh!"  quoth  the  Squire,  stopping  short — "what now?" 

"  Suppose  he  were  to  marry?" 

"  I'd  give  him  the  two  best  farms  on  the  property  rent 
free.  Ha,  ha!  Has  he  seen  the  girl  yet?  I'd  leave  him 
free  to  choose ;  sir,  I  chose  for  myself — every  man  should. 
Not  but  what  Miss  Sticktorights  is  an  heiress,  and,  I  hear, 
a  very  decent  girl,  and  that  would  join  the  two  properties, 
and  put  an  end  to  that  lawsuit  about  the  right  of  way, 
which  began  in  the  reign  of  King  Charles  the  Second,  and 
is  likely  otherwise  to  last  till  the  day  of  judgment.  But 
never  mind  her;  let  Frank  choose  to  please  himself." 

"I'll  not  fail  to  tell  him  so,  sir.  I  did  fear  you  might 
have  some  prejudices.  But  here  we  are  at  the  farm- 
yard." 

"Burn  the  farmyard!  How  can  I  think  of  farmyards 
when  you  talk  of  Frank's  marriage?  Come  on— this  way. 
What  were  you  saying  about  prejudices?" 
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"  Why  you  might  wish  him  to  marry  an  Englishwoman, 
for  instance." 

"  English !  Good  heavens,  sir,  does  he  mean  to  marry  a 
Hindoo?" 

"Nay,  I  don't  know  that  he  means  to  marry  at  all;  I 
am  only  surmising:  but  if  he  did  fall  in  love  with  a  for- 
eigner  " 

"  A  foreigner !     Ah,  then  Harry  was "     The  Squire 

stopped  short. 

"  Who  might,  perhaps, "  observed  Randal — not  truly  if 
he  referred  to  Madame  di  Negra — "who  might  perhaps, 
speak  very  little  English?" 

"Lord  ha'  mercy!" 

"  And  a  Roman  Catholic " 

"Worshipping  idols,  and  roasting  people  who  don't  wor- 
ship them." 

"  Signor  Riccabocca  is  not  so  bad  as  that. " 

"  Rickey bockey !  Well,  if  it  was  his  daughter !  But  not 
speak  English!  and  not  go  to  the  parish  church!  By 
George,  if  Frank  thought  of  such  a  thing,  I'd  cut  him  off 
with  a  shilling.  Don't  talk  to  me,  sir;  I  would.  I'm  a 
mild  man,  and  an  easy  man ;  but  when  I  say  a  thing  I  say 
it,  Mr.  Leslie.  Oh,  but  it  is  a  jest — you  are  laughing  at 
me.  There's  no  such  painted  good-for-nothing  creature  in 
Frank's  eye — eh?" 

"  Indeed,  sir,  if  ever  I  find  there  is,  I  will  give  you  no- 
tice in  time.  At  present,  I  was  only  trying  to  ascertain 
what  you  wished  for  a  daughter-in-law.  You  said  you  had 
no  prejudice." 

"  No  more  I  have — not  a  bit  of  it. " 

"  You  don't  like  a  foreigner  and  a  Catholic?" 

"  Who  the  devil  would?" 

"But  if' she  had  rank  and  title?" 

"  Rank  and  title !  Bubble  and  squeak !  No,  not  half  so 
good  as  bubble  and  squeak.  English  beef  and  good  cab- 
bage. But  foreign  rank  and  title! — foreign  cabbage  and 
beef— foreign  bubble  and  foreign  squeak!"  and  the  Squire 
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lip  close  tx)  the  Italian's  ear,  aiul  whispered  a  brief  sen- 
tence. Then  retreating  a  step,  but  laying  his  hand  on  the 
exile's  shoulder,  he  added — "Need  I  say  that  your  secret 
is  safe  with  me?" 

Riccabocca  made  no  answer.  His  eyes  rested  on  the 
ground  musingly. 

Kandal  continued :  "  And  I  shall  esteem  it  the  highest 
honour  you  can  bestow  on  me,  to  be  permitted  to  assist  you 
in  forestalling  danger." 

RicMABoccA  (slowly). — "Sir,  I  thank  you;  you  have  my 
secret  and  I  feel  assured  it  is  safe,  for  I  spe^  to  an  Eng- 
lish gentleman.  There  may  be  family  reasons  why  I  should 
avoid  the  Count  di  Peschiera;  and,  indeed,  he  is  safest 
from  shoals  who  steers  clearest  of  his  relations." 

The  Italian  regained  his  caustic  smile  as  he  uttered  that 
wise  villanous  Italian  maxim. 

Randal. — "  I  know  little  of  the  Coimt  of  Peschiera  save 
from  the  current  talk  of  the  world.  He  is  said  to  hold  the 
estates  of  a  kinsman  who  took  part  in  a  conspiracy  against 
the  Austrian  i)ower." 

Riccabocca. — " It  is  true.  Let  that  content  him;  what 
more  does  he  desire?  You  spoke  of  forestalling  danger; 
what  danger?  I  am  on  the  soil  of  England,  and  protected 
by  its  laws." 

Randal. — "Allow  me  to  inquire  if,  had  the  kinsman  no 
child,  the  Count  di  Peschiera  would  be  legitimate  and  nata* 
ral  heir  to  the  estates  he  holds?" 

Riccabocca. — "He  would — What  then?" 

Randal. — "Does  that  thought  suggest  no  d 
child  of  the  kinsman?" 

Riccabocca  recoiled,  and  gasped  forth :  "  T 
do  not  mean  to  imply  that  this  man,  infamo 
be,  can  contemplate  the  crime  of  an  assassin?'' 

Randal  paused  perplexed.  His  ground  i 
He  knew  not  what  causes  of  resentment  the 
tained  against  the  Count.  He  knew  not  wh 
bocca  would  not  assent  to  an  alliance  that  n 
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"True,  true,"  interrupted  Riccabocca.  "I  see,  I  see. 
I  will  consider.  I  will  reflect.  Meanwhile  you  are  going 
to  Hazeldean.  Do  not  say  a  word  to  the  Squire.  He 
knows  not  the  secret  you  have  discovered." 

With  those  words  Riccabocca  turned  slightly  away,  and 
Randal  took  the  hint  to  depart. 

**  At  all  times  command  and  rely  on  me,"  said  the  young 
traitor,  and  he  regained  the  pale  to  which  he  had  fastened 
his  horse. 

As  he  remounted,  he  cast  his  eyes  towards  the  place 
wliere  he  had  left  Riccabocca.  The  Italian  was  still  stand- 
ing there.  Presently  the  form  of  Jackeymo  was  seen 
emerging  from  the  shrubs.  Riccabocca  turned  hastily 
round,  recognised  his  servant,  uttered  an  exclamation  loud 
enough  to  reach  Randal's  ear,  and  then,  catching  Jackeymo 
by  the  arm,  disappeared  with  him  amidst  the  deep  recesses 
of  the  garden. 

"  It  will  be  indeed  in  my  favour,"  thought  Randal  as  he 
rode  on,  "  if  I  can  get  them  into  the  neighbourhood  of  Lon- 
don— all  occasion  there  to  woo,  and,  if  expedient,  to  win — 
the  heiress." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


"By  the  Lord  Harry!"  cried  the  Squire,  as  he  stood 
with  his  wife  in  the  park,  on  a  visit  of  inspection  to  soma 
first-rate  South-Downs  just  added  to  his  stock — "By  the 
Lord,  if  that  is  not  Randal  Leslie  trying  to  get  into  the 
park  at  the  back  gate!  Hollo,  Randal!  you  must  come 
round  by  the  lodge,  my  boy,"  said  he.  "  You  see  this  gate 
is  locked  to  keep  out  trespassers." 

"A  pity,"  said  Randal.  "I  like  short  cuts,  and  you 
have  shut  up  a  very  short  one." 

"  So  the  trespassers  said, "  quoth  the  Squire ;  "  but  Stirn 
insisted  on  it; — valuable  man,  Stirn.     But  ride  round  to 
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the  lodge.     Put  up  your  horse,  and  you'll  join  us  before 
we  can  get  to  the  house." 

Randal  nodded  and  smiled,  and  rode  briskly  on. 

The  squire  rejoined  his  Harry. 

"Ah,  William,"  said  she,  anxiously,  "though  certainly 
Randal  Leslie  means  well,  I  always  dread  his  visits." 

"  So  do  I,  in  one  sense, "  quoth  the  Squire,  "  for  he  al- 
ways carries  away  a  bank-note  for  Frank." 

"I  hope  he  is  really  Frank's  friend,"  said  Mrs.  Hazel- 
dean. 

"Who's  else  can  he  be?  Not  his  own,  poor  fellow,  for 
he  will  never  accept  a  shilling  from  nie,  though  his  grand- 
mother was  as  good  a  Hazeldean  as  I  am.  But,  zounds,  I 
like  his  pride,  and  his  economy  too.     As  for  Frank " 

"  Hush,  William !"  cried  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  and  jmt  her 
fair  hand  before  the  Squire's  mouth.  The  Squire  was  soft- 
ened, and  kissed  the  fair  hand  gallantly — perhaps  he  kissed 
the  lips  too :  at  all  events  the  worthy  pair  were  walking 
lovingly  arm-in-arm  when  Randal  joined  them. 

He  did  not  affect  to  perceive  a  certain  coldness  in  the 
manner  of  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  but  began  immediately  to  talk 
to  her  about  Frank;  praise  that  young  gentleman's  appear- 
ance; expatiate  on  his  health,  his  j)opularity,  and  his  good 
gifts,  personal  and  mental — and  with  so  much  warmth,  that 
any  dim  and  undeveloped  suspicions  Mrs.  Hazeldean  might 
have  formed  soon  melted  away. 

Randal  continued  to  make  himself  thus  agreeable,  until 
the  Squire,  persuaded  that  his  young  kinsman  was  a  lirst- 
rate  agriculturist,  insisted  upon  carrying  him  off  to  the 
home-farm;  and  Harry  turned  towards  the  house,  to  order 
Randal's  room  to  be  got  ready:  "For,"  said  Band^l 
"  knowing  that  you  will  excuse  my  morning  di 
ture  to  invite  myself  to  dine  and  sleep  at  the  H 

On  approaching  the  farm-buildings,  '.     ni 
with  the  terror  of  an  impostor;  foti 
retical  learning  on  Bucolics  and  C       | 
had  dazzled  the  Squire^  poor  F     iMf 
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have  l)eat  him  hollow  when  it  came  to  the  judging  of  the 
points  of  an  ox,  or  the  show  of  a  crop. 

"Ha,  ha!"  cried  the  Squire,  chuckling,  "I  long  to  see 
how  you'll  astonish  Stirn.  Why,  you'll  guess  in  a  moment 
where  we  put  the  top-dressing;  and  when  you  come  to  han- 
dle my  shorthorns,  I  dare  swear  you'll  know  to  a  pound 
how  much  oil-cake  has  gone  into  their  sides." 

"  Oh,  you  do  nie  too  much  honour — indeed  you  do.  I 
only  know  the  general  principlej  of  agriculture ;  the  details 
are  einiiiently  interesting,  but  I  have  not  had  the  opportu- 
nity to  acquire  them." 

*'  Stuff!"  cried  the  Squire.  "How  can  a  man  know  gen- 
eral principles  unless  he  has  first  studied  the  details?  You 
are  too  modest,  my  boy.  Ho!  there's  Stim  looking  out 
for  us!" 

Kandal  saw  the  gi'im  visage  of  Stim  peering  out  of  a 
cattle-shed,  and  felt  undone.  He  made  a  desperate  rush 
towards  changing  the  Squire's  humour. 

"  Well,  sir,  perhaps  Frank  may  soon  gratify  your  wish; 
and  turn  farmer  himself." 

"Eh!"  quoth  the  Squire,  stopping  short — "what now?" 

"  Suppose  he  were  to  marry?" 

"I'd  give  him  the  two  best  farms  on  the  property  rent 
free.  Ha,  ha!  Has  he  seen  the  girl  yet?  I'd  leave  him 
free  to  choose ;  sir,  I  chose  for  myself — every  man  should. 
Not  but  what  Miss  Sticktorights  is  an  heiress,  and,  I  hear, 
a  very  decent  girl,  and  that  would  join  the  two  properties, 
and  put  an  end  to  that  lawsuit  about  the  right  of  way, 
which  began  in  the  reign  of  King  Charles  the  Second,  and 
is  likely  otherwise  to  last  till  the  day  of  judgment.  But 
never  mind  her;  let  Frank  choose  to  please  himself." 

"I'll  not  fail  to  tell  him  so,  sir.  I  did  fear  you  might 
have  some  prejudices.  But  here  we  are  at  the  farm- 
yard." 

"  Burn  the  farmyard !  How  can  I  think  of  farmyards 
when  you  talk  of  Frank's  marriage?  Come  on—this  way. 
What  were  you  saying  about  prejudices?" 
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"  Why  you  might  wish  him  to  marry  an  Englishwoman, 
for  instance." 

"  English !  Grood  heavens,  sir,  does  he  mean  to  marry  a 
Hindoo?" 

"  Nay,  I  don't  know  that  he  means  to  marry  at  all ;  I 
am  only  surmising;  but  if  he  did  fall  in  love  with  a  for- 
eigner  " 

"A  foreigner!     Ah,  then  Harry  was "     The  Squire 

stopped  short. 

"Who  might,  perhaps,"  observed  Randal — not  truly  if 
he  referred  to  Madame  di  Negra — "who  might  perhai)s, 
speak  very  little  English?" 

"Lord  ha'  mercy!" 

"  And  a  Roman  Catholic " 

"Worshipping  idols,  and  roasting  people  who  don^t  wor- 
ship them." 

"  Signor  Riccabocca  is  not  so  bad  as  that. " 

"  Rickey  hockey !  Well,  if  it  was  his  daughter!  But  not 
speak  English!  and  not  go  to  the  parish  church!  By 
George,  if  Frank  thought  of  such  a  thing,  I'd  cut  him  of!' 
with  a  shilling.  Don't  talk  to  me,  sir;  I  would.  I'm  a 
mild  man,  and  an  easy  man ;  but  when  I  say  a  thing  I  say 
it,  Mr.  Leslie.  Oh,  but  it  is  a  jest — you  are  laughing  at 
me.  There's  no  such  painted  good-for-nothing  creature  in 
Frank's  eye— eh?" 

"  Indeed,  sir,  if  ever  I  find  there  is,  I  will  give  you  no- 
tice in  time.  At  present,  I  was  only  trying  to  ascertain 
what  you  wished  for  a  daughter-in-law.  You  said  you  had 
no  prejudice." 

"No  more  I  have — not  a  bit  of  it." 

"  You  don't  like  a  foreigner  and  a  Catholic?" 

"  Who  the  devil  would?" 

"But  if' she  had  rank  and  title?" 

"Rank  and  title!     Bubble  and  squeak  I    Nc 
good  as  bubble  and  squeak.     English  h 
bage.     But  foreign  rank  and  title! — foi 
beef— foreign  bubble  and  foreign  squeak  I" 
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made  a  wry  face  and  spat  forth  his  disgust  and  indigna- 
tion. 

"  You  must  have  an  Englishwoman?" 

"  Of  course." 

*' Money?" 

*'  Don't  care,  provided  she  is  a  tidy,  sensible,  active  lass, 
with  a  good  character  for  her  dower." 

"Cliaracter — ah,  that  is  indispensable?" 

"  I  should  think  so,  indeed.  A  Mrs.  Hazeldean  of  Ha- 
zeldean — You  frighten  me.  He's  not  going  to  run  off  with 
a  divorced  woman,  or  a " 

The  Squire  stopped,  and  looked  so  red  in  the  face  that 
Kandal  feared  he  might  be  seized  with  apoplexy  before 
Frank's  crimes  had  made  him  alter  his  will. 

Therefore  he  hastened  to  relieve  Mr.  Hazeldean's  mind, 
and  assured  him  that  he  had  been  only  talking  at  random ; 
that  Frank  was  in  the  habit,  indeed,  of  seeing  foreign  la- 
dies occasionally,  as  all  persons  in  the  London  world  were; 
but  that  he  was  sure  Frank  would  never  marry  without  the 
full  consent  and  approval  of  his  parents.  He  ended  by  re- 
peating his  assurance,  that  he  would  warn  the  Squire  if  ev^r 
it  became  necessary.  Still,  however,  he  left  Mr.  Hazel- 
dean  so  disturbed  and  uneasy  that  that  gentleman  forgot 
all  about  the  farm,  and  went  moodily  on  in  the  opposite 
direction,  re-entering  the  park  at  its  farther  extremity.  As 
soon  as  they  approached  the  house,  the  Squire  hastened  to 
shut  himself  with  his  wife  in  full  pai-ental  consultation ; 
and  Kandal,  seated  upon  a  bench  on  the  terrace,  revolved 
the  mischief  he  had  done,  and  its  chances  of  success. 

While  thus  seated,  and  thus  thinking,  a  footstep  ap- 
proached cautiously,  and  a  low  voice  said,  in  broken  Eng- 
lish, "  Sare,  sare,  let  me  speak  vid  you." 

llandal  turned  in  surprise,  and  beheld  a  swarthy  satur- 
nine face,  with  grizzled  hair  and  marked  features.  He 
recognised  the  figure  that  had  joined  Riccabocca  in  the 
Italian's  garden. 

"  Speak-a  you  Italian?"  resumed  Jackeymo. 
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lence,  and  you  would  be  transported  from  England,  and 
your  master  would  lose  a  friend. " 

Jackeymo  seemed  struck  by  this  caution. 

**  And  if  the  Padrone  were  to  meet  him,  do  you  think  the 
Padrone  would  meekly  say,  *  Come  sta  sa  Signoria  ?^  The 
Padrone  would  strike  him  dead!" 

*'  Hush — hush!  You  speak  of  what  in  England  is  called 
murder,  and  is  punished  by  the  gallows.  If  you  really 
love  your  master,  for  Heaven's  sake  get  him  from  this 
place — get  him  from  all  chance  of  such  passion  and  peril. 
I  go  to  town  to-morrow ;  I  will  find  him  a  house  that  shall 
be  safe  from  all  spies — all  discovery.  And  there,  too,  my 
friend,  I  can  do — what  I  cannot  at  this  distance — watch 
over  him,  and  watch  also  on  his  enemy." 

Jackeymo  seized  Randal's  hand,  and  lifted  it  towards 
his  lips ;  then,  as  if  struck  by  a  sudden  suspicion,  dropped 
the  hand,  and  said  bluntly,  "Signore,  I  think  you  have 
seen  the  Padrone  twice.  Why  do  you  take  this  interest 
in  him?" 

"Is  it  so  uncommon  to  take  interest  even  in  a  stranger 
who  is  menaced  by  some  peril?" 

Jackeymo,  who  believed  little  in  general  philanthropy, 
shook  his  head  sceptically. 

"  Besides, "  continued  Randal,  suddenly  bethinking  him- 
self of  a  more  plausible  reason — "  besides,  I  am  a  friend 
and  connection  of  Mr.  Egertonj  and  Mr.  Egerton's  most 
intimate  friend  is  Lord  L'Estrange;  and  I  have  heard  that 
Lord  L' Estrange " 

"The  good  Lord!  Oh,  now  I  understand,"  interrupted 
Jackeymo,  and  his  brow  cleared.  "  Ah,  if  he  were  in  Eng- 
land!    But  you  will  let  us  know  when  he  comes?" 

"  Certainly.  Now,  tell  me,  Giacomo,  is  this  Count  really 
unprincipled  and  dangerous?  Remember  I  know  him  not 
personally." 

"  He  has  neither  heart  nor  conscience." 

"  That  defect  makes  him  dangerous  to  men ;  perhaps  not 
less  so  to  women.     Could  it  be  possible,  if  he  obtained  any 
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interview  with  the  Signora,  that  he  could  win  her  ajffec- 
tions?" 

Jaekeymo  crossed  himself  rapidly  and  made  no  answer. 

"I  have  heard  that  he  is  still  very  handsome.'^ 

Jaekeymo  groaned. 

Randal  resumed;  "Enough;  persuade  the  Padrone  to 
come  to  town." 

"  But  if  the  Count  is  in  town?" 

"That  makes  no  difference;  the  safest  place  is  always 
the  largest  city.  Everywhere  else,  a  foreigner  is  in  him- 
self an  object  of  attention  and  curiosity." 

"True." 

"  Let  your  master,  then,  come  to  London,  or  rather,  into 
its  neighbourhood.  He  can  reside  in  one  of  the  suburbs 
most  remote  from  the  Count's  haunts.  In  two  days  I  will 
have  found  him  a  lodging  and  write  to  him.  Y'ou  trust  to 
me  now?" 

"  I  do  indeed — I  do.  Excellency.  Ah,  if  the  Signorina 
were  married,  we  would  not  care !" 

"Married!     But  she  looks  so  high!" 

"  Alas !  not  now — not  here !" 

Randal  sighed  heavily.  Jaekeymo' s  eyes  sparkled.  He 
thought  he  had  detected  a  new  motive  for  Randal's  inter- 
est— a  motive  to  an  Italian  the  most  natural,  and  the  most 
laudable  of  all. 

"Find  the  house,  Signore — write  to  the  Padrone.  He 
shall  come.  I'll  talk  to  him.  I  can  manage  him.  Holy 
San  Giacomo,  bestir  thyself  now — 'tis  long  since  I  troubled 
thee!" 

Jaekeymo  strode  off  through  the  fading  trees,  smiling 
and  muttering  as  he  went. 

The  first  dinner-bell  rang,  and  on  entering  the  drawing- 
room  Randal  found  Parson  Dale  and  his  wife,  who  had 
been  invited  in  haste  to  meet  the  unexpected  visitor. 

The  preliminary  greetings  over,  Mr.  Dale  took  the  op- 
portunity afforded  by  the  Squire's  absence  to  inquire  after 
the  health  of  Mr.  Egerton. 
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"He  is  always  well,"  said  Randal.  "I  believe  he  is 
made  of  iron." 

**  His  heart  is  of  gold,"  said  the  Parson. 

"Ah,"  said  Randal,  inquisitively,  "you  told  me  you  had 
come  in  contact  with  him  once,  respecting,  I  think,  some 
of  your  old  parishioners  at  Lansmere?" 

The  Parson  nodded,  and  there  was  a  moment's  silence. 

"  Do  you  remember  your  battle  by  the  stocks,  Mr.  Les- 
lie?" said  Mr.  Dale,  with  a  good-humoured  laugh. 

"  Indeed,  yes.  By  the  way,  now  you  speak  of  it,  I  met 
my  old  opponent  in  London  the  first  year  I  went  up  to  it." 

"You  did!— where?" 

"At  a  literary  scamp's — a  cleverish  man  called  Burley." 

"  Burley !  I  have  seen  some  burlesque  verses  in  Greek 
by  a  Mr.  Burley." 

"  No  doubt,  the  same  person.  He  has  disappeared — gone 
to  the  dogs,  I  dare  say.  Burlesque  Greek  is  not  a  knowl- 
edge very  much  in  power  at  present." 

"Well,  but  Leonard  Fairfield? — you  have  seen  him 
since?" 

"No." 

"Nor  heard  of  him?" 

"No! — have  you?" 

"  Strange  to  say,  not  for  a  long  time.  But  I  have  reason 
to  believe  that  he  must  be  doing  well." 

"You  surprise  me!     Why?" 

"  Because  two  years  ago  he  sent  for  his  mother.  She 
went  to  him." 

"Is  that  all?" 

"It  is  enough ;  for  he  would  not  have  sent  for  her  if  he 
could  not  maintain  her." 

Here  the  Hazeldeans  entered,  arm-in-arm,  and  the  fat 
butler  announced  dinner. 

The  squire  was  unusually  taciturn — Mrs.  Hazeldean 
thoughtful — Mrs.  Dale  languid  and  headachy.  The  Par- 
son, who  seldom  enjoyed  the  luxury  of  converse  with  a 
scholar,  save  when  he  quarrelled  with  Dr.  Riccabocca,  was 
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animated  by  KandaPs  repute  for  ability,  into  a  great  desire 
for  argument. 

"  A  glass  of  wine,  Mr.  Leslie.  You  were  saying,  before 
dinner,  that  burlesque  Greek  is  not  a  knowledge  very  much 
in  power  at  present.  Pray,  sir,  what  knowledge  is  in 
power?" 

Randal  (laconically). — "  Practical  knowledge." 

Parson.— "What  of?" 

Eandal. — "Men." 

Parson  (candidly). — "  Well,  I  suppose  that  is  the  most 
available  sort  of  knowledge,  in  a  worldly  point  of  view. 
How  does  one  learn  it?     Do  books  help?" 

Randal. — "According  as  they  are  read  they  help  or 
injure. " 

Parson. — "How  should  they  be  read  in  order  to  help?" 

Randal. — "Read  specially  to  apply  to  purposes  that 
lead  to  power. " 

Parson  (very  much  struck  with  Randal's  pithy  and 
Spartan  logic). — "Upon  my  word,  sir,  you  express  your- 
self very  well.  I  must  own  that  I  began  these  questions 
in  the  hope  of  differing  from  you;  for  I  like  an  argu- 
ment." 

"That  he  does,"  growled  the  Squire;  "the  most  contra- 
dictory creature!" 

Parson. — "Argument  is  the  salt  of  talk.  But  now  I 
am  afraid  I  must  agree  with  you,  which  I  was  not  at  all 
prepared  for." 

Randal  bowed  and  answered ;  "  No  two  men  of  our  edu- 
cation can  dispute  upon  the  application  of  knowledge." 

Parson  (pricking  up  his  ears). — "Eh? — what  to?" 

Randal. — "Power,  of  course." 

Parson  (overjoyed). — "Power! — the  vulgarest  applica- 
tion of  it,  or  the  loftiest?     But  you  mean  the  loftiest?" 

Randal  (in  his  turn  interested  and  interrogative). — » 
"  What  do  you  call  the  loftiest,  and  what  the  vulgarest?" 

Parson. — "The    vulgarest,    self-interest j    the   loftiest^ 
beneficence." 
2—17 
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Eaiidal  suppressed  the  half -disdainful  smile  that  rose  to 
his  lip. 

"You  speak,  sir,  as  a  clergyman  should  do.  I  admire 
your  sentiment,  and  adopt  it;  but  I  fear  that  the  knowl- 
edge which  aims  only  at  beneficence  very  rarely  in  this 
world  gets  any  power  at  all. " 

Squire  (seriously). — "That's  true;  I  never  get  my  own 
way  when  t  want  to  do  a  kindness,  and  Stirn  always  gets 
his  when  he  insists  on  something  diabolically  brutal  and 
harsh." 

Parson. — "Pray,  Mr.  Leslie,  what  does  intellectual 
power  retined  to  the  utmost,  but  entirely  stripped  of  be- 
neficence, most  resemble?" 

Eandal. — "Kesemble? — I  can  hai'dly  say.  Some  very 
gi-eat  man — almost  any  very  great  man — who  has  bafOied 
all  his  foes,  and  attained  all  his  ends." 

Paivsox. — "I  doubt  if  any  man  has  become  very  great 
who  has  not  meant  to  be  beneficent,  though  he  might  err 
in  the  means.  Caesar  was  naturally  beneficent,  and  so  was 
Alexander.  But  intellectual  power  refined  to  the  utmost, 
and  wholly  void  of  beneficence,  resembles  only  one  being, 
and  that,  sir,  is  the  Principle  of  Evil. " 

Eandal  (startled). — "Do  you  mean  the  Devil?" 

Parson. — "Yes,  sir — the  Devil;  and  even,  he,  sir,  did 
not  succeed !  Even  he,  sir,  is  what  your  great  men  would 
call  a  most  decided  failure." 

Mrs.  Dale. — "My  dear — my  dear!" 

Parson. — "Our  religion  proves  it,  my  love;  he  was  an 
angel,  and  he  fell." 

There  was  a  solemn  pause.  Eandal  was  more  impressed 
than  he  liked  to  own  to  himself.  By  this  time  the  dinner 
was  over,  and  the  servants  had  retired.  Harry  glanced  at 
Carry.     Carry  smoothed  her  gown  and  rose. 

The  gentlemen  remained  over  their  wine ;  and  the  Parson, 
satisfied  with  what  he  deemed  a  clencher  upon  his  favourite 
subject  of  discussion,  changed  the  subject  to  lighter  topics, 
till  happening  to  fall  upon  tithes,  the  Squire  stnick  in,  and, 
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by  dint  of  loudness  of  voice  and  truculenee  of  brow,  fairly 
overwhelmed  both  his  guests,  and  proved  to  his  own  satis- 
faction that  tithes  were  an  unjust  and  unchristian] ike  usur- 
pation on  the  part  of  the  Church  geuerally,  and  a  most  es- 
pecial and  iniquitous  infliction  upon  tlie  Hazeldean  estates 
in  particular. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


On  euteriug  the  drawing-room,  Randal  found  the  two 
ladies  seated  close  together,  in  a  position  much  more  ap- 
propriate to  the  familiarity  of  their  school-days,  than  to 
the  politeness  of  the  friendship  now  existing  between  them. 
Mrs.  Hazeldean's  hand  hung  affectionately  over  Carry's 
shoulder,  and  both  those  fair  Euglish  faces  were  bent  over 
the  same  book.  It  was  pretty  to  see  these  sober  matrons, 
so  different  from  each  other  in  character  and  aspect,  thus 
unconsciously  restored  to  the  intimacy  of  happy  maiden 
youbh  by  the  golden  link  of  some  Magician  from  the  still 
land  of  Truth  or  Fancy — brought  together  in  heart,  as  each 
eye  rested  on  the  same  thought; — closer  and  closer,  as  sym- 
pathy, lost  in  the  actual  world,  grew  out  of  that  world 
which  unites  in  one  bond  of  feeling  the  readers  of  some 
gentle  book. 

"And  what  work  interests  yoo  so  much?"  asked  Randalj 
pausing  by  the  table. 

"One  you  have  read,  of  course,"  replied  Mrs.  Dale, 
ting  a  book-mark  embroidered  by  herself  into  the  i 
and  handing  the  volume  to  Kandal,     "  It  has  tx 
sensation,  I  believe." 

Handal  glanced  at  the  title  of  the  work, 
he,  "  I  have  heard  much  of  it  in  London,  but  1 


yet  had  time  to  read  it." 

Mks.  Dale. — "I  can  lend  it  to  you,  if  you 
over  it  to-night,  and  you  can  leave  it  for  ma 
Hazeldean. " 
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Parson  (approaching). — "Oh!  that  book — yes,  you 
must  read  it.     I  do  not  know  a  work  more  instructive." 

Randal. — "Instructive!  Certainly  I  will  read  it  then. 
But  I  thought  it  was  a  mere  work  of  amusement — of  fancy. 
It  seems  so  as  I  look  over  it." 

Parson. — "So  is  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield;  yet  what  book 
more  instructive?" 

Randal. — "  I  should  not  have  said  that  of  the  Vicar  of 
Wakefield,  A  pretty  book  enough,  though  the  story  is 
most  improbable.     But  how  is  it  instructive?" 

Parson. — "By  its  results:  it  leaves  us  happier  and  bet- 
ter. What  can  any  instruction  do  more?  Some  works  in- 
struct through  the  head,  some  through  the  heart.  The  last 
reach  the  widest  circle,  and  often  produce  the  most  genial 
influence  on  the  character.  This  book  belongs  to  the  last. 
You  will  grant  my  proposition  when  you  have  read  it." 

Randal  smiled  and  took  the  the  volume. 

Mrs.  Dale. — "Is  the  author  known  yet?" 

Randal. — "I  have  heard  it  ascribed  to  many  writers, 
but  I  believe  no  one  has  claimed  it." 

Parson. — "  I  think  it  must  have  been  written  by  my  old 
college  friend,  Professor  Moss,  the  naturalist — its  descrip- 
tions of  scenery  are  so  accurate." 

Mrs.  Dale. — "La,  Charles,  dear!  that  snuffy,  tiresome, 
prosy  professor?  How  can  you  talk  such  nonsense?  I  am 
sure  the  author  must  be  young — there  is  so  much  freshness 
of  feeling." 

Mrs.  Hazeldean  (positively).  —  "Yes,  certainly, 
young." 

Parson  (no  less  positively). — "I  should  say  just  the 
contrary.  Its  tone  is  too  serene,  and  its  style  too  simple, 
for  a  young  man.  Besides,  I  don't  know  any  young  man 
who  would  send  me  his  book,  and  this  book  has  been  sent 
me — very  handsomely  bound,  too,  you  see.  Depend  upon 
it,  Moss  is  the  man — quite  his  turn  of  mind." 

Mrs.  Dale. —  "You  are  too  provoking,  Charles,  dear! 
Mr.  Moss  is  so  remarkably  plain,  too. " 
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Eandal. — "Must  an  author  be  handsome!" 

Parson. — "Ha!  ha!     Answer  that  if  you  can,  Carry." 

Carry  remained  mute  and  disdainful. 

Squire  (with  great  naivete), — "Well,  I  don^t  think 
there's  much  in  the  book,  whoever  wrote  it;  for  I've  read 
it  myself,  and  understand  every  word  of  it." 

Mrs.  Dale. — "I  don't  see  why  you  should  suppose  it 
was  written  by  a  man  at  all.  For  my  part,  I  think  it  must 
be  a  woman." 

Mrs.  Hazeldean. — "Yes,  there's  a  passage  about  ma- 
ternal affection,  which  only  a  woman  could  have  written." 

Parson. — "Pooh!  pooh!  I  should  like  to  see  a  woman 
who  could  have  written  that  description  of  an  August  even- 
ing before  a  thunderstorm;  every  wildflower  in  the  hedge- 
row exactly  the  flowers  of  August — every  sign  in  the  air 
exactly  those  of  the  month.  Bless  you!  a  woman  would 
have  filled  the  hedge  with  violets  and  cowslips.  Nobody 
else  but  my  friend  Moss  could  have  written  that  descrip- 
tion." 

Squire. — "  I  don't  know ;  there's  a  simile  about  the  waste 
of  corn-seed  in  hand-sowing,  which  makes  me  think  he  must 
be  a  farmer!" 

Mrs.  Dale  (scornfully). — "A  farmer!  In  hobnailed 
shoes,  I  suppose.     I  say  it  is  a  woman." 

Mrs.  Hazeldean. — "A  woman,  and  a  mother!" 

Parson. — "A  middle-aged  man,  and  a  naturalist." 

Squire. — "No,  no,  Parson — certainly  a  young  man;  for 
that  love-scene  puts  me  in  mind  of  my  own  young  days, 
when  I  would  have  given  my  ears  to  tell  Harry  how  hand- 
some I  thought  her;  and  all  I  could  say  was,  ^Fine  weather 
for  the  crops.  Miss. '  Yes,  a  young  man  and  a  farmer.  I 
should  not  wonder  if  he  had  held  the  plough  himself. " 

Randal  (who  had  been  turning  over  the  pages). — "This 
sketch  of  Night  in  London  comes  from  a  man  who  has  lived 
the  life  of  cities  and  looked  at  wealth  with  the  eyes  of  pov- 
erty.    Not  bad!     I  will  read  the  book." 

"Strange,"  said  the  Parson,  smiling,  "that  this  little 
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work  should  so  have  entered  into  our  minds,  suggested  to 
all  of  us  different  ideas,  yet  equally  charmed  all — given  a 
new  and  fresh  current  to  our  dull  country  life — animated 
us  as  with  the  sight  of  a  world  in  our  breasts  we  had  never 
seen  before  save  in  dreams:  a  little  work  like  this  by  a 
man  we  don't  know  and  never  may!  Well,  that  knowl- 
edge As'  power,  and  a  noble  one!" 

*'A  sort  of  power,  certainly,  sir,"  said  Randal,  can- 
didly; and  that  night,  when  Randal  retired  to  his  own 
room,  he  suspended  his  schemes  and  projects,  and  read,  as 
he  rarely  did,  without  an  object  to  gain  by  the  reading. 

The  work  surprised  him  by  the  pleasure  it  gave.  Its 
ehariii  lay  in  the  writer's  calm  enjoyment  of  the  beautiful. 
It  seemed  like  some  happy  soul  sunning  itself  in  the  light 
of  its  own  thoughts.  Its  power  was  so  tranquil  and  even, 
that  it  was  only  a  critic  who  could  perceive  how  much  force 
and  vigour  were  necessary  to  sustain  the  wing  that  floated 
aloft  with  so  imperceptible  an  effort.  There  was  no  one 
faculty  predominating  tryannically  over  the  others;  all 
seemed  proportioned  in  the  felicitous  symmetry  of  a  na- 
ture rounded,  integral,  and  complete.  And  when  the  work 
was  closed,  it  left  behind  it  a  tender  warmth  that  played 
round  the  heart  of  the  reader  and  vivified  feelings  which 
seemed  unknown  before.  Randal  laid  down  tiie  book 
softly ;  and  for  five  minutes  the  ignoble  and  base  purposes 
to  which  his  own  knowledge  was  applied  stood  before  him, 
naked  and  unmasked. 

"Tut!"  said  he,  'wrenching  himself  violently  away  firom 
the  benign  influence,  "  it  was  not  to  sympathise  with  Hec- 
tor, but  to  conquer  with  Achilles,  that  Alexander  of  Ma- 
cedon  kept  Homer  under  his  pillow.  Such  should  be  the 
true  use  of  books  to  him  who  has  the  practical  world  to 
subdue;  let  parsons  and  women  construe  it  otherwise,  as 
they  may!" 

And  the  Principle  of  Evil  descended  again  upon  the  in- 
tellect, from  which  the  guide  of  Beneficence  was  gone. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Randal  rose  at  the  sound  of  the  first  breakfast  bell,  and 
on  the  staircase  met  Mrs.  Hazeldean.  He  gave  her  back 
the  book;  and  as  he  was  about  to  speak,  she  beckoned  to 
him  to  follow  her  into  a  little  morning-room  appropriated 
to  herself.  No  boudoir  of  white  and  gold,  with  piotiiros 
by  Watteau,  but  lined  with  large  walnut-tree  presses,  that 
held  the  old  heirloom  linen,  strewed  with  lavender — stores 
for  the  housekeeper,  and  medicines  for  the  poor. 

Seating  herself  on  a  large  chair  in  this  sanctum,  Mrs. 
Hazeldean  looked  formidably  at  home. 

"Pray,"  said  the  lady,  coming  at  once  to  the  point,  with 
her  usual  straightforward  candour,  "what  is  all  this  you 
have  been  saying  to  my  husband  as  to  the  ])0SHibilitv  of 
Frank's  marrying  a  foreigner?" 

Randal. — "  Would  you  be  as  averse  to  such  a  notion  as 
Mr.  Hazeldean  is?" 

Mrs.  Hazeldean. — "You  ask  me  a  question,  instead  of 
answering  mine." 

Randal  was  greatly  put  out  in  his  fence  by  these  rudo 
thrusts.     For  indeed  he  had  a  double  purpose  to  serve — 
first,  thoroughly  to  know  if  Frank's  marriage  with  a  woman 
like  Madame  di  Negra  would  irritate  the  Squire  sufficiently 
to  endanger  the  son's  inheritance;  and  secondly,  to  prevent 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hazeldean  believing  seriously  that  such  a 
marriage  was  to  be  apprehended,  lest  they  should  prema* 
turely  address  Frank  on  the  subject,  and  frustrate  the  inftr« 
riage  itself.     Yet,  withal,  he  must  so  express  hil 
he  could  not  be  afterwards  accused  by  the  pi 
guising  matters.     In  his  talk  to  the  Squire  tl 
day,  he  had  gone  a  little  too  far — fa       r  i 
have  done  but  for  his  desire  of  escaping  t 
short-horns.     While  he  mused,  Mrs.  Hi 
bim  with  her  honest  sensible  eyes,  and 
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"Out  with  it,  Mr.  Leslie!" 

"Out  with  what,  my  dear  madam?  The  Squire  has 
sadly  exaggerated  the  importance  of  what  was  said  mainly 
in  jest.  But  I  will  own  to  you  plainly,  that  Frank  has  ap- 
peared to  me  a  little  smitten  with  a  certain  fair  Italian." 

"Italian!"  cried  Mrs.  Hazeldean.  "Well,  I  said  so  from 
the  first.     Italian! — that's  all,  is  it?"  and  she  smiled. 

Randal  was  more  and  more  perplexed.  The  pupil  of  his 
eye  contracted,  as  it  does  when  we  retreat  into  ourselves, 
and  think,  watch,  and  keep  guard. 

"  And  perhaps, "  resumed  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  with  a  very 
sunny  expression  of  countenance,  "you  have  noticed  this 
in  Frank  since  he  was  here?" 

"It  is  true,"  murmured  Randal;  "but  I  think  his  heart 
or  his  fancy  was  touched  even  before." 

"Very  natural,"  said  Mrs.  Hazeldean^  "how  could  he 
help  it? — such  a  beautiful  creature!  Well,  I  must  not  ask 
you  to  tell  Frank's  secrets;  but  I  guess  the  object  of  attrac- 
tion ;  and  though  she  will  have  no  fortune  to  speak  of — and 
it  is  not  such  a  match  as  he  might  form — still  she  is  so  ami- 
able, and  has  been  so  well  brought  up,  and  is  so  little  like 
one's  general  notions  of  a  Roman  Catholic,  that  I  think  I 
could  persuade  Hazeldean  into  giving  his  consent." 

"Ah,"  said  Randal,  drawing  a  long  breath,  and  begin- 
ning with  his  practised  acuteness  to  detect  Mrs.  Hazel- 
dean's  error,  "I  am  very  much  relieved  and  rejoiced  to 
hear  this ;  and  I  may  venture  to  give  Frank  some  hope,  if 
I  find  him  disheartened  and  desponding,  poor  fellow!" 

"I  think  you  may,"  replied  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  laughing 
pleasantly.  "But  you  should  not  have  frightened  poor 
William  so,  hinting  that  the  lady  knew  very  little  English. 
She  has  an  accent,  to  be  sure ;  but  she  speaks  our  tongue 
very  prettily.  I  always  forget  that  she's  not  English  born! 
Ha,  ha,  poor  William!" 

Randal. — "Ha,  ha!" 

Mrs.  Hazeldean. — "We  had  once  thought  of  another 
match  for  Frank — a  girl  of  good  English  family." 
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Band AL.— "Miss  Sticktorights?'* 

Mrs.  Hazeldeax. — "No;  that's  an  old  whim  of  Hazel- 
dean's.  But  I  doubt  if  the  Sticktorights  would  ever  merge 
their  property  in  ours.  Bless  you,  it  would  be  all  off  the 
moment  they  came  to  settlements,  and  had  to  give  up  the 
right  of  way.  We  thought  of  a  very  different  matoh ;  but 
there's  no  dictating  to  young  hearts,  Mr.  Leslie." 

Randal. — "Indeed  no,  !Mrs.  Hazeldean.  But  since  wo 
now  understand  each  other  so  well,  excuse  me  if  I  suggest 
that  you  had  better  leave  things  to  themselves,  and  not 
write  to  Frank  on  the  subject.  Young  hearts,  you  know, 
are  often  stimulated  by  apparent  difficulties,  and  grow  cool 
when  the  obstacle  vanishes." 

Mrs.  Hazeldean. — "Very  possibly;  it  was  not  so  with 
Hazeldean  and  me.  But  I  shall  not  write  to  Frank  on  tlir 
subject  for  a  different  reason — though  I  would  consent  to 
the  match,  and  so  would  William;  yet  w(i  both  would 
rather,  after  all,  that  Frank  marri(»d  an  Englishwoman, 
and  a  Protestant.  We  will  not,  therefore,  do  anything  to 
encourage  the  idea.  But  if  Frank's  hapi)iness  becomes 
really  at  stake,  then  we  will  step  in.  In  short,  we  would 
neither  encourage  nor  oppose.     You  understand?" 

"Perfectly." 

"And  in  the  mean  while,  it  is  quite  right  thai  Frank 
should  see  the  world,  and  try  to  distract  his  mind,  or  at 
least  to  know  it.  And  I  dare  say  it  has  been  some  thought. 
of  that  kind  which  has  prevented  his  coming  her(;." 

Randal,  dreading  a  farth(*r  and  plainer  er/ftlm'sscntrnf, 
now  rose,  and  saying,  "Pardon  me,  but  I  must  hurry  ov<'r 
breakfast,  and  be  back  in  time  to  catch  the  coach"— offered 
his  arm  to  his  hostess,  and  led  her  into  th(^  break  fast- |)ar- 
louv.  Devouring  his  meal  as  if  in  great  hastf;,  h(*  t,hen 
mounted  his  horse,  and,  taking  cordial  leave  of  his  vuU'V- 
tainers,  trotted  briskly  away. 

All  things  favoured  his  project — even  chance  l)a.d  be- 
friended him  in  Mrs.  Hazeldean' s  mistake.  She  had,  not 
unnaturally,  supposed  Violante  to  have  captivated    Frank 
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on  his  last  visit  to  the  Hall.  Thus,  while  Eandal  had  cer- 
tified his  own  mind  that  nothing  could  more  exasperate 
the  Squire  than  an  alliance  with  Madame  di  Negra,  he 
could  yet  assure  Frank  that  Mrs.  Hazeldean  was  all  on  his 
side.  And  when  the  error  was  discovered,  Mrs.  Hazel- 
dean  would  only  have  to  blame  herself  for  it.  Still  more 
successful  had  his  diplomacy  proved  with  the  Riccaboccas ; 
he  had  ascertained  the  secret  he  had  come  to  discover ;  he 
should  induce  the  Italian  to  remove  to  the  neighbourhood 
of  London;  and  if  Violante  were  the  great  heiress  he  sus- 
pected her  to  prove,  whom  else  of  her  own  age  would  she 
see  but  him?  And  the  old  Leslie  domains,  to  be  sold  in 
two  years — a  portion  of  the  dowry  might  purchase  them! 
Flushed  by  the  triumph  of  his  craft,  all  former  vacillations 
of  conscience  ceased.  In  high  and  fervent  spirits  he  passed 
the  Casino,  the  garden  of  which  was  solitary  and  deserted, 
reached  his  home,  and,  telling  Oliver  to  be  studious,  and 
Juliet  to  be  patient,  walked  thence  to  meet  the  coach  and 
regain  the  capital. 


CHAPTEE  XI. 


Violante  was  seated  in  her  own  little  room,  and  looking 
from  the  window  on  the  terrace  that  stretched  below. 
The  day  was  warm  for  the  time  of  year.  The  orange-trees 
had  been  removed  under  shelter  for  the  approach  of  winter; 
but  where  they  had  stood  sate  Mrs.  Kiccabocca  at  work. 
In  the  belvidere,  Riccabocca  himself  was  conversing  with 
his  favourite  servant.  But  the  casements  and  the  door  of 
the  belvidere  were  open;  and  where  they  sate,  both  wife 
and  daughter  could  see  the  Padrone  leaning  against  the 
wall,  with  his  arms  folded  and  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  floor; 
while  Jaekeymo,  with  one  finger  on  his  master's  arm,  was 
talking  to  him  with  visible  earnestness.  And  the  daughter 
from  the  window,  and  the  wife  from  her  work,  directed 
tender,  anxious  eyes  towards  the  still  thoughtful  form  80 
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dear  to  both.  For  the  last  day  or  two,  Riccabocca  had  been 
peculiarly  abstracted,  even  to  gloom.  Each  felt  there  was 
something  stirring  at  his  heart — neither,  as  yet,  knew 
what. 

Violante's  room  silently  revealed  the  nature  of  the  edu- 
cation by  which  her  character  had  been  formed.  Save  a 
sketch-book,  which  lay  open  on  a  desk  at  hand,  and  which 
showed  talent  exquisitely  taught  (for  in  this  Riccabocca 
had  been  her  teacher),  there  was  nothing  that  spoke  of  the 
ordinary  female  accomplishments.  No  piano  stood  open, 
no  harp  occupied  yon  nook,  which  seemed  made  for  one; 
no  embroidery -frame,  nor  implements  of  work,  betrayed  the 
usual  and  graceful  resources  of  a  girl ;  but  ranged  on  shelves 
against  the  wall  were  the  best  writers  in  English,  Italian, 
and  French;  and  these  betokened  an  extent  of  reading, 
that  he  who  wishes  for  a  companion  to  his  mind  in  the 
sweet  commune  of  woman,  which  softens  and  refines  all  it 
gives,  and  takes  in  exchange,  will  never  condemn  as  mascu- 
line. You  had  but  to  look  into  Violante's  face  to  see  how 
noble  was  the  intelligence  that  brought  soul  to  those  lovely 
features.  Nothing  hard,  nothing  dry  and  stern  was  there. 
Even  as  you  detected  knowledge,  it  was  lost  in  the  gentle- 
ness of  grace.  In  fact,  whatever  she  gained  in  the  graver 
kinds  of  information,  became  transmuted,  through  her  heart 
and  her  fancy,  into  spiritual  golden  stores.  Give  her  some 
tedious  and  arid  history,  her  imagination  seized  upon  beau- 
ties other  readers  had  passed  by,  and,  like  the  eye  of  the 
artist,  detected  everywhere  the  Picturesque.  Something 
in  her  mind  seemed  to  reject  all  that  was  mean  and  com- 
monplace, and  to  bring  out  all  that  was  rare  and  elevated 
in  whatever  it  received.  Living  so  apart  from  all  compan- 
ions of.  her  age,  she  scarcely  belonged  to  the  present  time. 
She  dwelt  in  the  Past,  as  Sabrina  in  her  crystal  well. 
Images  of  chivalry — of  the  Beautiful  and  the  Heroic — 
such  as,  in  reading  the  silvery  line  of  Tasso,  rise  before  us, 
softening  force  and  valour  into  love  and  song — haunted  the 
reveries  of  the  fair  Italian  maid. 
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Tell  us  not  that  the  Past,  examined  by  cold  Philosophy, 
was  no  better  and  no  loftier  than  the  Present :  it  is  not 
,  thus  seen  by  pure  and  generous  eyes.  Let  the  Past  perish, 
when  it  ceases  to  reflect  on  its  magic  mirror  the  beautiful 
Iloniance  which  is  its  noblest  reality,  though  perchance  but 
the  shadow  of  Delusion. 

Yet  Violante  was  not  merely  the  dreamer.  In  her,  life 
was  so  puissant  and  rich,  that  action  seemed  necessary  to 
its  glorious  development — action,  but  still  in  the  woman's 
sphere — action  to  bless  and  to  refine  and  to  exalt  all  around 
her,  and  to  pour  whatever  else  of  ambition  was  left  unsat- 
isfied into  sympathy  with  the  aspirations  of  man.  Despite 
her  father's  fears  of  the  bleak  air  of  England,  in  that  air 
she  had  strengthened  the  delicate  health  of  her  childhood. 
Her  elastic  step — her  eyes  full  of  sweetness  and  light— her 
bloom,  at  once  soft  and  luxuriant — all  spoke  of  the  vital 
powers  fit  to  sustain  a  mind  of  such  exquisite  mould,  and 
the  emotions  of  a  heart  that,  once  aroused,  could  ennoble 
the  passions  of  the  South  with  the  purity  and  devotion  of 
the  North. 

Solitude  makes  some  natures  more  timid,  some  more 
bold.  Violante  was  fearless.  When  she  spoke,  her  eyes 
frankly  met  your  own ;  and  she  was  so  ignorant  of  evil, 
that  as  yet  she  seemed  nearly  unacquainted  with  shame. 
From  this  courage,  combined  with  affluence  of  idea,  came 
a  delightful  flow  of  happy  converse.  Though  possessing  so 
imperfectly  the  accomplishments  ordinarily  taught  to  young 
women,  and  which  may  be  cultured  to  the  utmost^  and  yet 
leave  the  thoughts  so  barren,  and  the  talk  so  vapid — she 
had  that  accomplishment  which  most  pleases  the  taste,  and 
commands  the  love,  of  the  man  of  talent;  especially  if 
his  talent  be  not  so  actively  employed  as  to  make  him 
desire  only  relaxation  where  he  seeks  companionship — the 
accomplishment  of  facility  in  intellectual  interchange — 
the  charm  that  clothes  in  musical  words  beautiful  womanly 
ideas. 

*'  I  hear  him  sigh  at  this  distance,"  said  Violante,  softly, 


OR,  VARIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  JJFE.  -'69 

as  she  still  watched  herfatlier;  '^aiid  inethiiiks  this  is  a 
new  grief;  and  not  for  his  country.  He  spoke  twice*  yes- 
terday of  that  dear  English  friend,  and  wished  that  he  were 
here." 

As  she  said  this,  unconsciously  the  virgin  bhished,  her 
hands  dropped  on  her  knee,  and  she  fell  herself  into 
thought  as  profound  as  her  father's,  but  less  gloomy. 
From  her  arrival  in  England,  Violante  had  been  taught  a 
grateful  interest  in  the  name  of  Harley  L' Estrange.  Her 
father,  preserving  a  silence,  that  seemed  disdain,  of  all 
his  old  Italian  intimates,  had  been  pleased  to  converse  with 
open  heart  of  the  Englishman  who  had  saved  where  coun- 
trymen had  betrayed.  He  spoke  of  the  soldier,  then  in  the 
fidl  bloom  of  youth,  who,  uncousoled  by  fame,  had  nursed 
the  memory  of  some  hidden  sorrow  amidst  the  pine-trees 
that  cast  their  shadow  over  the  simny  Italian  lake ;  how 
Riccabocca,  then  honoured  and  happy,  had  courted  from 
his  seclusion  the  English  Signore,  then  the  mourner  and 
the  voluntary  exile ;  how  they  had  grown  friends  amidst 
the  landscapes  in  which  her  eyes  had  opened  to  the  day ; 
how  Harley  had  vainly  warned  him  from  the  rash  schemes 
in  which  he  sought  to  reconstruct  in  an  hour  the  ruins  of 
weary  ages;  how,  when  abandoned,  deserted,  proscribed, 
pursued,  he  had  fled  for  life — the  infant  Violante  clasped 
to  his  bosom — the  English  soldier  had  given  him  refuge, 
baffled  the  pursuers,  armed  his  servants,  accompanied  the 
fugitive  at  night  towards  the  defile  in  the  Apennines,  and, 
when  the  emissaries  of  a  perfidious  enemy,  hot  in  the 
chase,  came  near,  had  said,  "  You  have  your  child  to  bp" 
Fly  on !  Another  league,  and  you  are  beyond  the 
We  will  delay  the  foes  with  parley;  they  wil' 
us."  And  not  till  escape  was  gained  did  tli» 
that  the  English  friend  had  delayed  the  foe, 
but  by  the  sword,  holding  the  pass 
a  breast  as  dauntless  as  Bayard's  on  the 

And  since  then,  the  same  English] 
to  vindicate  his  name,  to  urge  his  < 
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remained  of  restoration  to  land  and  honours,  it  was  in  that 
untiring  zeal. 

Hence,  naturally  and  insensibly,  this  secluded  and  mus- 
ing girl  had  associated  all  that  she  read  in  tales  of  romance 
and  chivalry  with  the  image  of  the  brave  and  loyal  stran- 
ger. He  it  was  who  animated  her  dreams  of  the  Past,  and 
seemed  born  to  be,  in  the  destined  hour,  the  deliverer  of 
the  future.  Aroimd  this  image  grouped  all  the  charms  that 
the  fancy  of  virgin  woman  can  raise  from  the  enchanted 
lore  of  old  Heroic  Fable.  Once  in  her  early  girlhood,  her 
father  (to  satisfy  her  curiosity,  eager  for  general  descrip- 
tion) had  drawn  from  memory  a  sketch  of  the  features  of 
the  Englishman — drawn  Harley,  as  he  was  in  that  first 
youth,  flattered  and  idealised,  no  doubt,  by  art,  and  by 
partial  gratitude^^but  still  resembling  him  as  he  was  then, 
while  the  deep  moumf  ulness  of  recent  sorrow  yet  shadowed 
and  concentrated  all  the  varying  expressions  of  his  counte- 
nance ;  and  to  look  on  him  was  to  say — "  So  sad,  yet  so 
young!"  Never  did  Violante  pause  to  remember  that  the 
same  years  which  ripened  herself  from  infancy  into  woman 
were  passing  less  gently  over  that  smooth  cheek  and  dreamy 
brow — that  the  world  might  be  altering  the  nature  as  time 
the  aspect.  To  her  the  hero  of  the  Ideal  remained  immor- 
tal in  bloom  and  youth.  Bright  illusion,  common  to  us  all, 
where  Poetry  once  hallows  the  human  form!  Who  ever 
thinks  of  Petrarch  as  the  old  time-worn  man?  Who  does 
not  see  him  as  when  he  first  gazed  on  Laura? 

"  Ogni  altra  cosa  ogni  pensier  va  fore ; 
E  sol  ivi  con  vol  rimansi  Aiiiore  I" 


CHAPTEK  XII. 


And  Violante,  thus  absorbed  in  reverie,  forgot  to  keep 
watch  on  the  belvidere.  And  the  belvidere  was  now  de- 
serted.    The  wife,  who  had  no  other  ideal  to  distract  her 
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thouglitSy  saw  Riccabocca  i»ass  into  the  house.  Tlu*  «*xili' 
entered  his  daughter's  room,  and  she  stiirtv«l  to  f«'tl  \i\> 
hand  upon  her  locks  and  his  kiss  upon  her  hrnw. 

"My  childl"  cried  Riccabocca,  seating  hinisill,  '*  I  li;i\f 
resolved  to  leave  for  a  time  this  r« •treat,  and  tn  .s«rk  tin* 
neighbourhood  of  London." 

"Ah,  dear  father,  titat,  then,  was  your  tlmuj^ht'/  I  Jut 
what  can  be  your  reason?  J)o  not  turn  away;  ynu  kiuiu 
how  carefully  I  have  obeyed  your  eomnuunl  to  ktM-p  ynur 
secret.     Ah,  you  will  confide  in  nie." 

"I  do,  indeed,"  returned  Kiccal)()eea,  witli  emotinn.  *•  I 
leave  this  place  in  the  iear  lest  my  enemies  dix-ovt  r  iiir. 
I  shall  say  to  others  that  you  are  of  an  a^'e  to  rcijuirr 
teachers,  not  to  be  obtained  here,  ])ut  1  should  like  uoik*  lo 
know  where  we  go." 

The  Italian  said  these  last  words  throu'di  lii>  leetli.  and 
hanging  his  head.     He  said  them  in  shame. 

"My  mother — (so  Violante  always  called  J<'iniiiia)-  my 
mother — ^you  have  spoken  to  her?"' 

"Not  yet.      There  is  the  difficulty." 

"No  difficulty,  for  she  loves  you  so  well,"  n'j)lied  Vio- 
lante, with  soft  reproach.  "Ah,  why  not  also  conlide  m 
her?     Who  is  so  true?  so  good?" 

"Good — I  grant  it  I"  exclaimed  lliccabocca.  "What 
then?  ^Da  eattica  Donna  (jitardatl,  al  alht  /funna  nnn 
fidar  niente^  (from  the  bad  woman,  guard  thyself;  to  tlu'< 
good  woman  trust  nothing).  And  if  you  uuist  trust," 
added  the  abominable  man,  "  trust  her  with  anything  but 
a  secret!" 

"Fie,"  said  Violante,  with  arch  reproach,  for  she  knew 
her  father's  humours  too  well  to  interpret  his  horrible  sen- 
timents literally — "  ^q  on  your  consistency,  Fadre  carlsslmo. 
Do  you  not  trust  your  secret  to  nie?" 

"  You !     A  kitten  is  not  a  cat,  and  a  girl  is  not  a  woman. 
Besides,  the  secret  was  already  known  to  you,  and  I  had  n 
choice.     Peace,  Jemima  will  stay  here  for  the  present. 
to  what  you  wish  to  take  with  you ;  we  shall  leave  to-x 
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Not  waiting  for  an  answer,  Kiccabocca  hurried  away,  and 
with  a  firm  step  strode  the  terrace,  and  approached  his 
wife. 

^^  Anima  mia,^^  said  the  pupil  of  Machiavelli,  disguising 
in  the  tenderest  words  the  cruellest  intentions — for  one  of 
his  most  cherished  Italian  proverbs  was  to  the  effect  that 
there  is  no  getting  on  with  a  mule  or  a  woman  unless 
you  coax  them, —  ^^  Anima  mla,  soul  of  my  being,  you 
have  already  seen  that  Violante  mopes  herself  to  death 
here." 

'^She,  poor  child!     Oh  no!" 

"  She  does,  core  of  my  heart — she  does — and  is  as  igno- 
rant of  music  as  I  am  of  tent-stitch." 

"She  sings  beautifully." 

"  Just  as  birds  do,  against  all  the  rules,  and  in  defiance 
of  gamut.  Therefore,  to  come  to  the  point,  0  treasure  of 
my  soul,  I  am  going  to  take  her  with  me  for  a  short  time, 
perhaps  to  Cheltenham  or  Brighton.     We  shall  see." 

*'A11  places  with  you  are  the  same  to  me,  Alphonso. 
When  shall  we  go?" 

''  Wc  shall  go  to-night;  but  terrible  as  it  is  to  part  from 
you — you " 

"Ah!"  interrupted  the  wife,  and  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands. 

Kiccabocca,  the  wiliest  and  most  relentless  of  men  in  his 
maxims,  melted  into  absolute  uxorial  imbecility  at  the  sight 
of  that  mute  distress.  He  put  his  arm  round  his  wife's 
waist  with  genuine  affection,  and  without  a  single  proverb 
at  his  heart — "  Cariss'Diia,  do  not  grieve  so;  we  shall  be 
back  soon,  and  travelling  is  expensive;  rolling  stones  gather 
no  moss,  and  there  is  so  much  to  see  to  at  home." 

Mrs.  Kiccabocca  gently  escaped  from  her  husband's 
arm.  She  withdrew  her  hands  from  her  face  and  brushed 
away  the  tears  that  stood  in  her  eyes. 

"Alphonso,"  she  said,  touchingly,  "hear  me.  What 
you  think  good,  that  shall  ever  be  good  to  me.  But  do 
not  think  that  I  grieve  solely  because  of  our  parting.     Noj 
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I  grieve  to  think  that,  despite  all  these  years  in  which  I 
have  been  the  partner  of  your  hearth,  and  slept  on  your 
breast; — all  these  years  in  which  I  have  had  no  thought 
but,  however  humbly,  to  do  my  duty  to  you  and  yours,  and 
could  have  wished  that  you  had  read  my  heart,  and  seen 
there  but  yourself  and  your  child — I  grieve  to  think  that 
you  still  -deem  me  as  unworthy  your  trust  as  when  you 
stood  by  my  side  at  the  altar. " 

'^ Trust!"  repeated  Riccabocca,  startled  and  conscience- 
stricken:  **why  do  you  say  *  trust'?  In  what  have  I  dis- 
trusted you?  I  am  sure, "  he  continued,  with  the  artful  volu- 
bility of  guilt,  "that  I  never  doubted  your  fidelity — 
hook-nosed,  long-visaged  foreigner  though  I  be ;  never  pryed 
into  your  letters;  never  inquired  into  your  solitary  walks; 
never  heeded  your  flirtations  with  that  good-looking  Parson 
Dale ;  never  kept  the  money ;  and  never  looked  into  the 
account  books!" 

Mrs.  Riccabocca  refused  even  a  smile  of  contempt  at 
these  revolting  evasions ;  nay,  she  seemed  scarcely  to  hear 
them. 

"  Can  you  think, "  she  resumed,  pressing  her  hand  on  her 
heart  to  still  its  struggles  for  relief  in  sobs — "can  you 
think  that  I  could  have  watched,  and  thought,  and  taxed 
my  poor  mind  so  constantly,  to  conjecture  what  might  best 
soothe  or  please  you,  and  not  seen,  long  since,  that  you 
have  secrets  known  to  your  daughter^ — your  servant — not 
to  me?  Fear  not — the  secrets  cannot  be  evil,  or  you  would 
not  tell  them  to  your  innocent  child.  Besides,  do  I  not 
know  your  nature?  and  do  I  not  love  you  because  I  know 
it? — it  is  for  something  connected  with  those  secrets  that 
you  leave  your  home.  You  think  I  should  be  incautious — 
imprudent.  You  will  not  take  me  with  you.  Be  it  so.  I 
go  to  prepare  for  your  departure.  Forgive  me  if  I  have 
displeased  you,  husband." 

Mrs.  Riccabocca  turned  away ;  but  a  soft  hand  touched 
the  Italian's  arm.     "0  father,  can  you  resist  this?     Trust 
her!  trust  her! — I  am  a  woman  like  her!     I  answer  for 
2-18 
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her  woman's  faith.  Be  yourself — ever  nobler  than  all 
others,  my  own  father." 

^^Dlavolof  Never  one  door  shuts  but  another  opens," 
groaned  Kiccabocca.  "Are  you  a  fool,  child?  Don't  you 
see  that  it  was  for  your  sake  only  I  feared — and  would  be 
cautious?" 

"  For  mine!  O  then  do  not  make  me  deem  myself  mean, 
and  the  cause  of  meanness.  For  mine!  Am  I  not  your 
daughter — the  descendant  of  men  who  never  feared?" 

Violante  looked  sublime  while  she  spoke;  and  as  she 
ended  she  led  her  father  gently  on  towards  the  door,  which 
his  wife  had  now  gained. 

"Jemima — wife  mine! — pardon,  pardon,"  cried  the  Ital- 
ian, whose  heart  had  been  yearning  to  repay  such  tenderness 
and  devotion,  — "  come  back  to  my  breast — it  has  been  long 
closed — it  shall  be  open  to  you  now  and  for  ever." 

In  another  moment  the  wife  was  in  her  right  place — on 
her  husband's  bosom;  and  Violante,  beautiful  peacemaker, 
stood  smiling  awhile  at  both,  and  then  lifted  her  eyes  grate- 
fully to  Heaven  and  stole  away. 


CHAPTEE  XIII. 


On  Eandal's  return  to  town,  he  heard  mixed  and  contra- 
dictory rumours  in  the  streets,  and  at  the  clubs,  of  the 
probable  downfall  of  the  Government  at  the  approaching 
session  of  Parliament.  These  rumours  had  sprung  up  sud- 
denly, as  if  in  an  hour.  True  that,  for  some  time,  the  sa- 
gacious had  shaken  their  heads  and  said,  "  Ministers  could 
not  last."  True,  that  certain  changes  in  policy,  a  year  or 
two  before,  had  divided  the  party  on  which  the  Govern- 
ment depended,  and  strengthened  that  which  opposed  it. 
But  still  the  more  important  members  of  that  Government 
had  been  so  long  identified  with  official  station,  and  there 
seemed  so  little  power  in  the  Opposition  to  form  a  Cabinet 
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of  names  familiar  to  official  ears,  that  the  general  public 
had  anticipated,  at  most,  a  few  partial  changes.  Rumour 
now  went  far  beyond  this.  Randal,  whose  whole  prospects 
at  present  were  but  reflections  from  the  greatness  of  his 
patron,  was  alarmed.  He  sought  Egerton,  but  the  minister 
was  impenetrable,  and  seemed  calm,  confident,  and  imper- 
turbed.  Somewhat  relieved,  Randal  then  set  himself  to 
work  to  find  a  safe  home  for  Riccabocca;  for  the  greater 
need  to  succeed  in  obtaining  fortune  there,  if  he  failed  in 
getting  it  through  Egerton.  He  found  a  quiet  house,  de- 
tached and  secluded,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Norwood. 
No  vicinity  more  secure  from  espionage  and  remark.  He 
wrote  to  Riccabocca,  and  communicated  the  address,  add- 
ing fresh  assurances  of  his  own  power  to  be  of  use.  The 
next  morning  he  was  seated  in  his  office,  thinking  very  lit- 
tle of  the  details,  that  he  mastered,  however,  with  mechan- 
ical precision,  when  the  minister  who  presided  over  that 
department  of  the  public  service  sent  for  him  into  his  pri- 
vate room,  and  begged  him  to  take  a  letter  to  Egerton,  with 
whom  he  wished  to  consult  relative  to  a  very  important 
point  to  be  decided  in  the  Cabinet  that  day.  "  I  want  you 
to  take  it,"  said  the  minister  smiling,  (the  minister  was  a 
frank  homely  man,)  "because  you  are  in  Mr.  Egerton' s 
confidence,  and  he  may  give  you  some  verbal  message  be- 
sides a  written  reply.  Egerton  is  often  over  cautious  and 
brief  in  the  litera  scrijHa.'^ 

Randal  went  first  to  Egerton' s  neighbouring  office — Eger- 
ton had  not  been  there  that  day.  He  then  took  a  cabriolet 
and  drove  to  Grosvenor  Square.  A  quiet-looking  chariot 
was  at  the  door.  Mr.  Egerton  was  at  home ;  but  the  ser- 
vant said,  "  Dr.  F.  is  with  him,  sir ;  and  perhaps  he  may 
not  like  to  be  disturbed." 

"What — is  your  master  ill?" 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,  sir.  He  never  says  he  is  ill.  But 
he  has  looked  poorly  the  last  day  or  two." 

Randal  hesitated  a  moment;  but  his  commission  might 
be  important,  and  Egerton  was  a  man  who  so  held  the 
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maxim  that  health  and  all  else  must  give  way  to  business, 
that  he  resolved  to  enter;  and,  unannounced  and  uncere- 
moniously, as  was  his  wont,  he  opened  the  door  of  the  li- 
brary. He  started  as  he  did  so.  Audley  Egerton  was 
leaning  back  on  the  sofa,  and  the  doctor,  on  his  knees  be- 
fore him,  was  applying  the  stethoscope  to  his  breast.  Eger- 
ton's  eyes  were  partially  closed  as  the  door  opened.  But 
at  the  noise  he  sprang  up,  nearly  oversetting  the  doctor. 
"Who's  that? — How  dare  you?"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  voice 
of  great  anger.  Then  recognising  Randal,  he  changed  col- 
our, bit  his  lip,  and  muttered  drily,  "  I  beg  pardon  for  my 
abruptness;  what  do  you  want,  Mr.  Leslie?" 

"This  letter  from  Lord ;  I  was  told  to  deliver  it 

immediately  into  your  own  hands.     I  beg  pardon " 

"  There  is  no  cause,"  said  Egerton,  coldly.  "  I  have  had 
a  slight  attack  of  bronchitis ;  and  as  Parliament  meets  so 
soon,  I  must  take  advice  from  my  doctor,  if  I  would  be 
heard  by  the  reporters.  Lay  the  letter  on  the  table,  and 
be  kind  enough  to  wait  for  my  reply." 

Randal  withdrew.  He  had  never  seen  a  physician  in 
that  house  before,  and  it  seemed  surprising  that  Egerton 
should  even  take  a  medical  opinion  upon  a  slight  attack. 
While  waiting  in  the  ante-room  there  was  a  knock  at  the 
street  door,  and  presently  a  gentleman,  exceedingly  well 
dressed,  was  shown  in,  and  honoured  Randal  with  an  easy 
and  half-familiar  bow.  Randal  remembered  to  have  met 
this  personage  at  dinner,  and  at  the  house  of  a  young  noble- 
man of  high  fashion,  but  had  not  been  introduced  to  him, 
and  did  not  even  know  him  by  name.  The  visitor  was 
better  informed. 

"Our  friend  Egerton  is  busy,  I  hear,  Mr.  Leslie,"  said 
he,  arranging  the  camellia  in  his  buttonhole. 

"Our  friend  Egerton!"  It  must  be  a  very  great  man  to 
say,  "Our  friend  Egerton." 

"He  will  not  be  engaged  long,  I  dare  say,"  returned 
Randal,  gancing  his  shrewd  inquiring  eye  over  the  stran- 
ger's person. 
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"I  trust  not;  my  time  is  almost  as  precious  as  his  own. 
I  was  not  so  fortunate  as  to  be  presented  to  you  when  we 
met  at  Lord  Spendquick^s.  Good  fellow,  Spendquick;  and 
decidedly  clever." 

Lord  Spendquick  was  usually  esteemed  a  gentleman  with- 
out three  ideas. 

Randal  smiled. 

In  the  mean  while  the  visitor  had  taken  out  a  card  from 
an  embossed  morocco  case,  and  now  presented  it  to  Randal, 
who  read  thereon,  "Baron  Levy,  No. — ,  Bruton  St." 

The  name  was  not  unknown  to  Randal.  It  was  a  name 
too  often  on  the  lips  of  men  of  fashion  not  to  have  reached 
the  ears  of  an  habitue  of  good  society. 

Mr.  Levy  had  been  a  solicitor  by  profession.  He  had  of 
late  years  relinquished  his  ostensible  calling :  and  not  long 
since,  in  consequence  of  some  services  towards  the  negotia- 
tion of  a  loan,  had  been  created  a  baron  by  one  of  the  Grer- 
man  kings.  The  wealth  of  Mr.  Levy  was  said  to  be  only 
equalled  by  his  good-nature  to  all  who  were  in  want  of  a 
temporary  loan,  and  with  sound  expectations  of  repaying 
it  some  day  or  other. 

You  seldom  saw  a  finer-looking  man  than  Baron  Levy — 
about  the  same  age  as  Egerton,  but  looking  younger :  so  well 
preserved — such  magnificent  black  whiskers — such  superb 
teeth !  Despite  his  name  and  his  dark  complexion,  he  did  not, 
however,  resemble  a  Jew — at  least  externally ;  and,  in  fact, 
he  was  not  a  Jew  on  the  father's  side,  but  the  natural  son 
of  a  rich  English  grand  seigneur,  by  a  Hebrew  lady  of  dis- 
tinction— in  the  opera.  After  his  birth  this  lady  had  mar- 
ried a  German  trader  of  her  own  persuasion,  and  her  hus- 
band had  been  prevailed  upon,  for  the  convenience  of  all 
parties,  to  adopt  his  wife's  son,  and  accord  him  his  own 
Hebrew  name.  Mr.  Levy,  senior,  was  soon  left  a  widower, 
and  then  the  real  father,  though  never  actually  owning  the 
boy,  had  shown  him  great  attention — had  him  frequently 
at  his  house — initiated  him  betimes  into  his  own  high-born 
society,  for  which  the  boy  showed  great  taste.     But  when 
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my  Lord  died,  and  left  but  a  moderate  legacy  to  the  younger 
Levy,  who  was  then  about  eighteen,  that  ambiguous  person 
was  articled  to  an  attorney  by  his  putative  sire,  who  shortly 
afterwards  returned  to  his  native  land,  and  was  buried  at 
Prague,  where  his  tombstone  may  yet  be  seen.  Young 
Levy,  however,  contrived  to  do  very  well  without  him. 
His  real  birth  was  generally  known,  and  rather  advan- 
tageous to  him  in  a  social  point  of  view.  His  legacy  en- 
abled him  to  become  a  partner  where  he  had  been  a  clerk, 
and  his  practice  became  great  amongst  the  fashionable 
classes  of  society.  Indeed  he  was  so  useful,  so  pleasant, 
so  much  a  man  of  the  world,  that  he  grew  intimate  with 
his  clients — chiefly  young  men  of  rank ;  was  on  good  terms 
with  both  Jew  and  Christian;  and  being  neither  one  nor 
the  other,  resembled  (to  use  Sheridan's  incomparable  simile) 
the  blank  page  between  the  Old  and  the  New  Testa- 
ment. 

Vulgar,  some  might  call  Mr.  Levy,  from  his  assurance, 
but  it  was  not  the  vulgarity  of  a  man  accustomed  to  low  and 
coarse  society — rather  the  vumvais  ton  of  a  person  not  sure 
of  his  o\\Ti  position,  but  who  has  resolved  to  swagger  into 
the  best  one  he  can  get.  When  it  is  remembered  that  he 
had  made  his  way  in  the  world,  and  gleaned  together  an 
immense  fortune,  it  is  needless  to  add  that  he  was  as  sharp 
as  a  needle,  and  as  hard  as  a  flint.  No  man  had  had  more 
friends,  and  no  man  had  stuck  by  them  more  firmly — so 
long  as  there  was  a  pound  in  their  pockets! 

Something  of  this  character  had  Randal  heard  of  the 
Baron,  and  he  now  gazed,  first  at  his  card,  and  then  at  himi 
with — admiration. 

"I  met  a  friend  of  yours  at  BorrowelPs  the  other  day,'' 
resumed  the  Baron — "  Young  Hazeldean.  Careful  fellow — 
quite  a  man  of  the  world." 

As  this  was  the  last  praise  poor  Frank  deserved,  Randal 
again  smiled. 

The  Baron  went  on :  ^'  I  hear,  Mr.  Leslie,  that  you  have 
much  influence  over  this  same  Hazeldean.     His  affairs  are 


OR,  VARIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  LIFE.  27d 

in  a  Sad  state.  I  should  be  very  happy  to  be  of  use  to 
him,  as  a  relation  of  my  friend  Egerton'sj  but  he  under- 
stands business  so  well  that  he  despises  my  advice.^' 

"I  am  sure  you  do  him  injustice." 

"  Injustice !  I  honour  his  caution.  I  say  to  every  man, 
*  Don't  come  to  me — I  can  get  you  money  on  much  easier 
terms  than  any  one  else;  and  what's  the  result!  You  come 
so  often  that  you  ruin  yourself ;  whereas  a  regular  usurer 
"without  conscience  frightens  you.  "Cent,  percent.,"  you 
say;  "oh,  I  must  pull  in."^  If  you  have  influence  over 
your  friend,  tell  him  to  stick  to  his  bill-brokers,  and  have 
nothing  to  do  with  Baron  Levy." 

Here  the  minister's  bell  rung,  and  Eandal,  looking 
through  the  window,  saw  Dr.  F.  walking  to  his  carriage, 
which  had  made  way  for  Baron  Levy's  splendid  cabriolet 
— a  cabriolet  in  the  most  perfect  taste — Baron's  coronet  on 
the  dark-brown  panels — horse  black,  with  such  action! — 
harness  just  relieved  with  plating.  The  servant  now 
entered,  and  requested  Randal  to  step  in ;  and  addressing 
the  Baron,  assured  him  that  he  would  not  be  detained  a 
minute. 

"Leslie,"  said  the  minister,  sealing  a  note,  "take  this 

back  to  Lord ,  and  say  that  I  shall  be  with  him  in  an 

houi*. " 

"N"o  other  message — he  seemed  to  expect  one." 

"  I  dare  say  he  did.  Well,  my  letter  is  official,  my  mes- 
sage is  not ;  beg  him  to  see  Mr. before  we  meet — he 

will  understand — all  rests  upon  that  interview." 

Egerton  then,  extending  the  letter,  resumed  gravely: 
"  Of  course,  you  will  not  mention  to  any  one  that  Dr.  F. 
was  with  me :  the  health  of  public  men  is  not  to  be  sus- 
pected. Hum — were  you  in  your  own  room  or  the  ante- 
room?" 

"  The  anteroom,  sir. " 

Egerton's  brow  contracted  slightly.  "And  Mr.  Levy 
•  was  there,  eh?" 

"Yes— the  Baron." 
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"Baron!  true.  Come  to  plague  me  about  the  Mexican 
loan,  I  suppose.     I  will  keep  you  no  longer.'' 

Eandal,  much  meditating,  left  the  house,  and  re-entered 
his  hack  cab.  The  Baron  was  admitted  to  the  statesman's 
presence. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


Egerton  had  thrown  himself  at  full  length  on  the  sofa, 
a  position  exceedingly  rare  with  him;  and  about  his  whole 
air  and  manner,  as  Levy  entered,  there  was  something  sin- 
gularly different  from  that  stateliness  of  port  common  to 
the  austere  legislator.  I'he  very  tone  of  his  voice  was  dif- 
ferent. It  was  as  if  the  statesman — the  man  of  business — 
had  vanished;  it  was  rather  the  man  of  fashion  and  the 
idler,  who,  nodding  languidly  to  his  visitor,  said,  "Levy, 
what  money  can  I  have  for  a  year?" 

"  The  estate  will  bear  very  little  more.  My  dear  fellow, 
that  last  election  was  the  very  devil.  You  cannot  go  on 
thus  much  longer." 

"  My  dear  fellow!"  Baron  Levy  hailed  Audley  Egerton 
as  "my  dear  fellow."  And  Audley  Egerton,  perhaps,  saw 
nothing  strange  in  the  words,  though  his  lip  curled. 

"I  shall  not  want  to  go  on  thu-s  much  longer,"  answered 
Egerton,  as  the  curl  on  his  lip  changed  to  a  gloomy  smile. 
"The  estate  must,  meanwhile,  bear  ^5,000  more." 

"A  hard  pull  on  it.     You  had  really  better  sell." 

"  I  cannot  afford  to  sell  at  present.  I  cannot  afford  men 
to  say,  *  Audley  Egerton  is  done  up — his  property  is  for 
sale.'" 

"  It  is  very  sad  when  one  thinks  what  a  rich  man  you 
have  been — and  may  be  yet!" 

"Be  yet!     How?" 

Baron  Levy  glanced  towards  the  thick  mahogany  doors — 
thick  and  impervious  as  should  be  the  doors  of  statesmen. 
"  Why,  you  know  that,  with  three  words  from  you,  I  could 
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produce  an  effect  upon  the  stocks  of  three  nations,  that 
might  give  us  each  a  hundred  thousand  pounds.  We  would 
go  shares." 

"  Levy,"  said  Egerton,  coldly,  though  a  deep  blush  over- 
spread his  face,  "  you  are  a  scoundrel ;  that  is  your  look- 
out. I  interfere  with  no  man's  tastes  and  conscience.  I 
donH  intend  to  be  a  scoundrel  myself.  I  have  told  you 
that  long  ago." 

The  usurer's  brows  darkened,  but  he  dispelled  the  cloud 
with  an  easy  laugh. 

"  Well, "  said  he,  "  you  are  neither  wise  nor  complimen- 
tary, but  you  shall  have  the  money.  But  yet,  would  it 
not  be  better,"  added  Levy,  with  emphasis,  "to  borrow  it 
without  interest,  of  your  friend  L' Estrange?" 

Egerton  started  as  if  stung. 

"You  mean  to  taunt  me,  sir!"  he  exclaimed,  passion- 
ately. "I  accept  pecuniary  favours  from  Lord  L' Es- 
trange!— I!" 

"  Tut,  my  dear  Egerton,  I  dare  say  my  Lord  would  not 
think  so  ill  now  of  that  action  in  your  life  which " 

"Hold!"  exclaimed  Egerton,  writhing.     "Hold!" 

He  stopped,  and  paced  the  room,  muttering,  in  broken 
sentences,  "To  blush  before  this  man!  Chastisement, 
chastisement!" 

Levy  gazed  on  him  with  hard  and  sinister  eyes.  The 
minister  "turned  abruptly. 

"Look  you.  Levy,"  said  he,  with  forced  composure — 
"you  hate  me — why,  I  know  not." 

"Hate  you!  How  have  I  shown  hatred?  Would  you 
ever  have  lived  in  this  palace,  and  ruled  this  country  as 
one  of  the  most  influential  of  its  ministers,  but  for  my 
management — my  whispers  to  the  wealthy  Miss  Leslie? 
Come,  but  for  me  what  would  you  have  been — perhaps 
a  beggar?" 

"  What  shall  I  be  now,  if  I  live?  And  this  fortune 
which  my  marriage  brought  to  me— it  has  passed  for  the 
main  part  into  your  hands.     Be  patient,  you  will  have  it 
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all  ere  long.  But  there  is  one  man  in  the  world  who  has 
loved  me  from  a  boy,  and  woe  to  you  if  ever  he  learn  that 
he  has  the  right  to  despise  me!" 

"Egerton,  my  good  fellow,"  said  Levy,  with  great  com- 
posure, "  you  need  not  threaten  me,  for  what  interest  can 
I  possibly  have  in  tale-telling  to  Lord  L' Estrange?  Again, 
dismiss  from  your  mind  the  absurd  thought  that  I  hate 
you.  True,  you  snub  me  in  private,  you  cut  me  in  public, 
you  refuse  to  come  to  my  dinners,  you^U  not  ask  me  to 
your  own ;  still,  there  is  no  man  I  like  better,  nor  would 
more  willingly  serve.     When  do  you  want  the  X5,000?" 

"  Perhaps  in  one  month,  perhaps  not  for  three  or  four. 
Let  it  be  ready  when  required. " 

"Enough;  depend  on  it.  Have  you  any  other  com- 
mands?" 

"None." 

"  I  will  take  my  leave,  then.  By-the-by,  what  do  you 
suppose  the  Hazeldean  rental  is  worth — net?" 

"I  don't  know,  nor  care.  You  have  no  designs  upon 
that  too?" 

"  Well,  I  like  keeping  up  family  connections.  Mr.  Frank 
seems  a  liberal  young  gentleman." 

Before  Egerton  could  answer,  the  Baron  had  glided  to 
the  door,  and,  nodding  pleasantly,  vanished  with  that  nod. 

Egerton  remained,  standing  on  his  solitary  hearth.  A 
drear,  single  man' s  room  it  was,  from  wall  to  wall,  despite 
its  fretted  ceilings  and  official  pomp  of  Bramah  escritoires 
and  red  boxes.  Drear  and  cheerless — no  trace  of  woman's 
habitation — no  vestige  of  intruding,  happy  children.  There 
stood  the  austere  man  alone.  And  then  with  a  deep  sigh 
he  muttered,  "Thank  Heaven,  not  for  long^it  will  not 
last  long." 

Kepeating  those  words,  he  mechanically  locked  up  his 
papers,  and  pressed  his  hand  to  his  heart  for  an  instant^ 
as  if  a  spasm  had  shot  through  it. 

"So— I  must  shun  all  emotion!"  said  he,  shaking  his 
head  gently. 
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In  five  minutes  more,  Audley  Egerton  was  in  the  street, 
Ms  mien  erect,  and  his  step  firm  a^  ever. 

"That  maa  is  made  of  Bronze,"  said  a  leader  of  the  Op- 
position to  a  friend  aa  they  rode  past  the  minister.  "  What 
would  I  not  give  for  his  nerves!" 


BOOK    NINTH. 


INITIAL    CHAPTER. 

ON    PUBLIC    LIFE. 

Now  that  I  am  fairly  in  the  heart  of  my  story,  these 
preliminary  chapters  must  shrink  into  comparatively  small 
dimensions,  and  not  encroach  upon  the  space  required  by 
the  various  personages  whose  acquaintance  I  have  picked 
up  here  and  there,  and  who  are  now  all  crowding  upon  me 
like  poor  relations  to  whom  one  has  unadvisedly  given  a 
general  invitation,  and  who  descend  upon  one  simultane- 
ously about  Christmas  time.  Where  they  are  to  be  stowed, 
and  what  is  to  become  of  them  all.  Heaven  knows;  in  the 
mean  while,  the  reader  will  have  already  observed  that  the 
Caxton  Family  themselves  are  turned  out  of  their  own 
rooms,  sent  a-packing,  in  order  to  make  way  for  the  new 
comers. 

But  to  proceed. — Note  the  heading  to  the  present  Chap- 
ter, "ox  Public  Life," — a  thesis  pertinent  to  this  portion 
of  my  narrative,  and  if  somewhat  trite  in  itself,  the  greater 
is  the  stimulus  to  suggest  thereon  some  original  hints  for 
reflection. 

Were  you  ever  in  public  life,  my  dear  reader?  I  don't 
mean,  by  that  question,  to  ask  whether  you  were  ever  Lord 
Chancellor,  Prime  Minister,  Leader  of  the  Opposition,  or 
even  a  member  of  the  House  of  Commons.  An  author 
hopes  to  find  readers  far  beyond  that  very  egregious  but 
very  limited  segment  of  the  Great  Circle.  Were  you  ever 
a  busy  man  in  your  vestry,  active  in  a  municipal  corpora- 
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tion,  one  of  a  committee  for  farthering  the  interests  of  an 
enlightened  candidate  for  your  native  borough,  town,  or 
shire? — in  a  word,  did  you  ever  resign  your  private  com- 
forts as  men  in  order  to  share  the  public  troubles  of  man- 
kind? If  ever  you  have  so  far  departed  from  the  Lucretian 
philosophy,  just  look  back — was  it  life  at  all  that  you 
lived? — were  you  an  individual  distinct  existence — a  pas- 
senger in  the  railway? — or  were  you  merely  an  indistinct 
portion  of  that  common  flame  which  heated  the  boiler  and 
generated  the  steam  that  set  off  the  monster  train — very 
hot,  very  active,  very  useful,  no  doubt ;  but  all  your  iden- 
tity fused  in  flame,  and  all  your  forces  vanishing  in  gas. 

And  do  you  think  the  people  iri  the  railway  carriages 
care  for  you — do  you  think  that  the  gentleman  in  the 
worsted  wrapper  is  saying  to  his  neighbour  with  the  striped 
rug  on  his  comfortable  knees,  "  How  grateful  we  ought  to 
be  for  that  fiery  particle  which  is  crackling  and  hissing 
under  the  boiler!  It  helps  us  on  a  fraction  of  an  inch  from 
Vauxhall  to  Putney !"  Not  a  bit  of  it.  Ten  to  one  but  he 
is  saying — "  Not  sixteen  miles  an  hour !  What  the  deuce 
is  the  matter  with  the  stoker?" 

Look  at  our  friend  Audley  Egerton.  You  have  just  had 
a  glimpse  of  the  real  being  that  struggles  under  the  huge 
copper; — you  have  heard  the  hollow  sound  of  the  rich 
man's  coffers  under  the  tap  of  Baron  Levy's  friendly 
knuckle — heard  the  strong  man's  heart  give  out  its  dull 

warning  sound  to  the  scientific  ear  of  Dr.  F .     And 

away  once  more  vanishes  the  separate  existence,  lost  again 
in  the  flame  that  heats  the  boiler,  and  the  smoke  that  curls 
into  air  from  the  grimy  furnace. 

Look  to  it,  0  Public  Man,  whoever  thou  art,  and  what- 
soever thy  degree — see  if  thou  canst  not  compound  matters, 
so  as  to  keep  a  little  nook  apart  for  thy  private  life ;  that 
is,  for  thyself!  Let  the  Great  Popkins  Question  not  ab- 
sorb wholly  the  individual  soul  of  thee,  as  Smith  or  John- 
son. Don't  so  entirely  consume  thyself  under  that  insa- 
tiable boiler,  that  when  thy  poor  little  monad  rushes  out 
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from  the  sooty  furnace,  and  arrives  at  the  stars,  thou  may- 
est  find  no  vocation  for  thee  there,  and  feel  as  if  thou  hadst 
nothing  to  do  amidst  the  still  splendours  of  the  Infinite.  I 
don't  deny  to  thee  the  uses  of  "  Public  Life;"  I  grant  that 
it  is  much  to  have  helped  to  carry  that  Great  Popkins 
Question ;  but  Private  Life,  my  friend,  is  the  life  of  thy 
private  soul ;  and  there  may  be  matters  concerned  with  that 
which,  on  consideration,  thou  mayest  allow,  cannot  be  wholly 
mixed  up  with  the  Great  Popkins  Question — and  were  not 
finally  settled  when  thou  didst  exclaim,  "  I  have  not  lived 
in  vain — the  Popkins  Question  is  carried  at  last!"  Oh,  im- 
mortal soul,  for  one-quarter  of  an  hour  per  diem — de-Pop- 
kinise  thine  immortality ! 


CHAPTER  II. 


It  had  not  been  without  much  persuasion  on  the  part  of 
Jackeymo,  that  Eiccabocca  had  consented  to  settle  himself 
in  the  house  which  Randal  had  recommended  to  him. 
Not  that  the  exile  conceived  any  suspicion  of  the  young 
man  beyond  that  which  he  might  have  shared  with  Jackey- 
mo, viz.,  that  Randal's  interest  in  the  father  was  increased 
by  a  very  natural  and  excusable  admiration  of  the  daugh- 
ter. But  the  Italian  had  the  pride  common  to  misfortune, 
— he  did  not  like  to  be  indebted  to  others,  and  he  shrank 
from  the  pity  of  those  to  whom  it  was  known  that  he  had 
held  a  higher  station  in  his  own  land.  These  scruples  gave 
way  to  the  strength  of  his  affection  for  his  daughter  and 
his  dread  of  his  foe.  Good  men,  however  able  and  brave, 
who  have  suffered  from  the  wicked,  are  apt  to  form  exag- 
gerated notions  of  the  power  that  has  prevailed  against 
them.  Jackeymo  had  conceived  a  superstitious  terror  of 
Peschiera;  and  Riccabocca,  though  by  no  means  addicted 
to  superstition,  still  had  a  certain  creep  of  the  flesh  when- 
ever he  thought  of  his  foe. 

But  Riccabocca — than  whom  no  man  was  more  physically 
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brave,  and  no  man^  in  some  respects,  more  mildly  timid — 
feared  the  Count  less  as  a  foe  than  as  a  gallant.  He  re- 
membered his  kinsman's  surpassing  beauty — the  power  he 
had  obtained  over  women.  He  knew  him  versed  in  every 
art  that  corrupts,  and  wholly  void  of  the  conscience  that 
deters.  And  Biccabocca  had  unhappily  nursed  himself 
into  so  poor  an  estimate  of  the  female  character,  that  even 
the  pure  and  lofty  nature  of  Violante  did  not  seem  to  him 
a  sufficient  safeguard  against  the  craft  and  determination  of 
a  practised  and  remorseless  intriguer.  But  of  all  tlie  pre- 
cautions he  could  take,  none  appeared  more  likdy  U)  cou' 
duce  to  safety,  than  his  establishing  a  friendly  CAnnmiin'w/d' 
tion  with  one  who  professed  to  be  able  to  get  at  all  th<^ 
Count's  plans  and  movements,  and  who  could  apinltut  lint- 
cabocca  at  once  should  his  retreat  be  discovere^l,  "  Kor<t- 
warned  is  forearmed,"  said  he  to  himself,  in  one  of  ilt^t 
proverbs  common  to  all  nations.  However,  an  with  U\h 
usual  sagacity  he  came  to  reflect  upon  the  alarm  in  j^  inU^I- 
ligence  conveyed  to  him  by  Randal,  viz.,  that  the  ('onni 
sought  his  daughter's  hand,  he  divined  that  thei'<f  wa«  tittttn*. 
strong  personal  interest  under  such  antbition;  and  what 
could  be  that  interest  save  the  probability  of  liU',t'ii\H)('j'.'d^H 
ultimate  admission  to  the  Imperial  i^nw^f  and  the  Count's 
desire  to  assure  himself  of  the  heritage  to  an  ewtaU;  that  he 
might  be  permitted  to  retain  no  more?  li'wcuUx'Cii  was  not 
indeed  aware  of  the  condition  (not  according  t^;  usual  f^is- 
toms  in  Austria)  on  which  the  Count  held  the  forfeited 
domains.  He  knew  not  that  they  had  been  granted  merely 
on  pleasure;  but  he  was  tfX)  well  aware  of  Peschiera's  na- 
ture to  suppose  that  he  would  woo  a  bride  without  a  dower, 
or  be  moved  by  remorse  in  any  overture  of  reconciliation. 
He  felt  assured  too — and  this  increased  all  his  fears — that 
Peschiera  would  never  venture  to  seek  an  interview  with 
himself;  all  the  Count's  designs  on  Violante  would  be  dark, 
secret,  and  clandestine.  He  was  perplexed  and  tormented 
by  the  doubt  whether  or  not  to  express  openly  to  Violante 
his  apprehensions  of  the  natxire  pf  the  danger  to  be  appre- 
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heiided.  He  had  told  her  vaguely  that  it  was  for  her  sake 
that  he  desired  secrecy  and  concealment.  But  that  might 
mean  anything :  what  danger  to  himself  would  not  menace 
her?  Yet  to  say  more  was  so  contrary  to  a  man  of  his 
Italian  notions  and  Machiavellian  maxims!  To  say  to  a 
young  girl,  "  There  is  a  man  come  over  to  England  on  pur- 
pose to  woo  and  win  you.  For  Heaven's  sake  take  care  of 
him ;  he  is  diabolically  handsome ;  he  never  fails  where  he 
sets  his  heart.'" — ^^CospettoP^  cried  the  Doctor,  aloud,  as 
these  admonitions  shaped  themselves  to  speech  in  the  cam- 
era-obscura  of  his  brain ;  "  such  a  warning  would  have  un- 
done a  Cornelia  while  she  was  yet  an  innocent  spinster.'' 
No,  he  resolved  to  say  nothing  to  Violante  of  the  Count's 
intention,  only  to  keep  guard,  and  make  himself  and  Jack- 
eymo  all  eyes  and  all  ears. 

The  house  Randal  had  selected  pleased  Riccabocca  at  first 
glance.  It  stood  alone,  upon  a  little  eminence ;  its  upper 
windows  commanded  the  high-road.  It  had  been  a  school, 
and  was  surrounded  by  high  walls  which  contained  a  gar- 
den and  lawn  sufficiently  large  for  exercise.  The  garden 
doors  were  thick,  fortified  by  strong  bolts,  and  had  a  little 
wicket  lattice,  shut  and  opened  at  pleasure,  from  which 
Jackeymo  could  inspect  all  visitors  before  he  permitted 
them  to  enter. 

An  old  female  servant  from  the  neighbourhood  was  cau- 
tiously hired;  Riccabocca  renounced  his  Italian  name,  and 
abjured  his  origin.  He  spoke  English  sufficiently  well  to 
think  he  could  pass  as  an  Englishman.  He  called  himself 
Mr.  Richmouth  (a  liberal  translation  of  Riccabocca).  He 
bought  a  blunderbuss,  two  pairs  of  pistols,  and  a  huge 
house-dog.  Thus  provided  for,  he  allowed  Jackeymo  to 
write  a  line  to  Randal  and  communicate  his  arrival. 

Randal  lost  no  time  in  calling.  With  his  usual  adapta- 
bility, and  his  powers  of  dissimulation,  he  contrived  easily 
to  please  Mrs.  Riccabocca,  and  to  increase  the  good  opinion 
the  exile  was  disposed  to  form  of  him.  He  engaged  Vio- 
lante in  conversation  on  Italy  and  its  poets.     He  promised 
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to  bring  her  books.  He  began,  though  more  distantly  than 
he  could  have  desired — for  her  sweet  stateliness  awed  him — 
the  preliminaries  of  courtship.  He  established  himself  at 
once  as  a  familiar  guest,  riding  down  daily  in  the  dusk  of 
evening,  after  the  toils  of  oflRee,  and  retiring  at  night.  In 
four  or  five  days  he  thought  he  had  made  progress  with 
all.  Riccabocca  watched  him  narrowly,  and  grew  absorbed 
in  thought  after  every  visit.  At  length  one  night,  when  he 
and  Mrs.  Riccabocca  were  alone  in  the  drawing-room,  Vio- 
lante  having  retired  to  rest,  he  thus  spoke  as  he  filled  his 
pipe: 

"  Happy  is  the  man  who  has  no  children !  Thrice  happy 
he  who  has  no  girls!" 

"My  dear  Alphonso!"  said  the  wife,  looking  up  from 
the  waistband  to  which  she  vtvls  attaching  a  neat  mother- 
o'-pearl  button.  She  said  no  more;  it  was  the  sharpest 
rebuke  she  was  in  the  custom  of  administering  to  her  hus- 
band's cynical  and  odious  observations.  Riccabocca  light- 
ed his  pipe  with  a  thread-paper,  gave  three  great  puil's,  ami 
resumed. 

"  One  blimderbuss,  four  pistols,  and  a  house-dog  called 
Pompey,  who  would  have  made  mincemeat  of  Julius 
Caesar!" 

"He  certainly  eats  a  great  deal,  does  Pompey!"  said 
Mrs.  Riccabocca,  simply.     "  But  if  he  relieves  your  mind  I" 

"He  does  not  relieve  it  in  the  least,  nia' am,"  groaned 
Riccabocca;  "and  that  is  the  point  I  am  coming  to.  This 
is  a  most  harassing  life,  and  a  most  undignified  life.  And 
I  who  have  only  asked  from  Heaven  dignity  and  repose! 
But,  if  Violante  were  once  married,  I  should  want  neither 
blunderbuss,  pistol,  nor  Pompey.  And  it  is  that  which 
would  relieve  my  mind,  cava  vUa, — Pompey  only  relieves 
my  larder!" 

Now  Riccabocca  had  been  more  communicative  to  Jfi* 
mima  than  he  had  been  to  Violante.     Having  once  tn 
her  with  one  secret,  he  had  every  motive  to  trust  h 
another;  and  he  had  accordingly  spoken  out  his  f< 
2—19 
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the  Count  di  Peschiera.  Therefore  slie  ahswei:ed,  laying 
down  the  work,  and  taking  her  husband's  hand  tenderly: 

"Indeed,  my  love,  since  you  dread  so  much  (though  I 
own  that  1  must  think  unreasonably)  this  wicked,  danger- 
ous man,  it  would  be  the  happiest  thing  in  the  world  to  see 
dear  Violante  well  married ;  because,  you  see,  if  she  is  mar- 
ried to  one  person  she  cannot  be  married  to  another;  and 
all  fear  of  this  Count,  as  you  say,  would  be  at  an  end." 

''  You  cannot  express  yourself  better.  It  is  a  great  com- 
fort to  unbosom  oneself  to  a  wife,  after  all,"  quoth  Ric- 
cabocca. 

** But,"  said  the  wife,  after  a  grateful  kiss — "but,  where 
and  how  can  we  find  a  husband  suitable  to  the  rank  of  your 
daughter?" 

"  There — there — there, "  cried  Riccabocca,  pushing  back 
his  chair  to  the  farther  end  of  the  room — "that  comes  of 
unbosoming  oneself  I  Out  flies  one  secret;  it  is  opening 
the  lid  of  Pandora's  box;  one  is  betrayed,  ruined,  undone!" 

"Why  there's  not  a  soul  that  can  hear  us!"  said  Mrs. 
Riccabocca,  soothingly. 

"  That's  chance,  ma'am!  If  you  once  contract  the  habit 
of  blabbing  out  a  secret  when  nobody's  by,  how  on  earth 
can  you  resist  it  when  you  have  the  pleasurable  excitement 
of  telling  it  to  all  the  world?  Vanity,  vanity — woman's 
vanity!  Woman  never  could  withstand  rank  —  never!" 
The  Doctor  went  on  railing  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and 
was  very  reluctantly  appeased  by  Mrs.  Eiccabocca's  xfi- 
peated  and  tearful  assurances  that  she  would  never  even 
whisper  to  herself  that  her  husband  had  ever  held  any 
other  rank  than  that  of  Doctor.  Riccabocca,  with  a  du- 
bious shake  of  the  head,  renewed : 

"  I  have  done  with  all  pomp  and  pretension.  Besides, 
the  young  man  is  a  born  gentleman :  he  seems  in  good  cir- 
cumstances ;  he  has  energy  and  latent  ambition ;  he  is  akin 
to  L' Estrange' s  intimate  friend:  he  seems  attached  to  Vio- 
lante. I  don't  think  it  probable  that  we  could  do  better. 
Nay,  if  Peschiera  fears  that  I  shall  be  restored  to  my  coirn- 
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try,  and  I  learn  the  wherefore,  and  the  ground  to  take, 
through  this  young  man — why,  gratitude  is  the  lirst  virtue 
of  the  noble!" 

"  You  speak,  then,  of  Mr.  Leslie?" 

"  To  be  sure — of  whom  else?" 

Mrs.  Riccabocca  leaned  her  cheek  on  her  hand  thought- 
fully. "Now  you  have  told  me  thatj  I  will  observe  him 
with  different  eyes." 

^'  Anima  mia,  I  don't  see  how  the  difference  of  your  eyes 
will  alter  the  object  they  look  upon !"  grumbled  Riccabocca, 
shaking  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe. 

"  The  object  alters  when  we  see  it  in  a  different  point  of 
view !"  replied  Jemima,  modestly.  "  This  thread  does  very 
well  when  I  look  at  it  in  order  to  sew  on  a  button,  but 
I  should  say  it  would  never  do  to  tie  up  Pompey  in  his 
kennel." 

"Reasoning  by  illustration,  upon  my  soul!"  ejaculated 
Riccabocca,  amazed. 

"And,"  continued  Jemima,  "when  I  am  to  regard  one 
who  is  to  constitute  the  happiness  of  that  dear  child,  and 
for  life,  can  I  regard  him  as  I  would  the  pleasant  guest  of 
an  evening?  Ah,  trust  me,  Alphonso;  I  don't  pretend  to 
be  wise  like  you ;  but,  when  a  woman  considers  what  a  man 
is  likely  to  prove  to  woman — his  sincerity — his  honour — 
his  heart — oh,  trust  me,  she  is  wiser  than  the  wisest  man!" 

Riccabocca  continued  to  gaze  on  Jemima  with  imaffected 
admiration  and  surprise.  And,  certainly,  to  use  his  phrase, 
since  he  had  unbosomed  himself  to  his  better  half — since 
he  had  confided  in  her,  consulted  with  her,  her  sense  had 
seemed  to  quicken — her  whole  mind  to  expand. 

"My  dear,"  said  the  sage,  "I  vow  and  declare  t 
Machiavelli  was  a  fool  to  you.  And  I  have  been  as  * 
as  the  chair  I  sit  upon,  to  deny  myself  so  many  yi 

comfort  and  counsel  of  such  a but,  corpo  di 

forget  all  about  rank;  and  so  now  to  bed. — One 
holloa  till  one's  out  of  the  wood,"  muttered  ti 
f  ul,  suspicious  villain,  as  he  lighted  the  chaD 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Ki(  (  AHoccA  could  not  confine  himself  to  the  precincts 
within  the  walls  to  which  he  condemned  Violante.  Kesum- 
ing  his  spectacles,  and  wrapped  in  his  cloak,  he  occasion- 
tilly  sallied  forth  ui)on  a  kind  of  outwatch  or  reconnoitrin<j 
expedition — restricting  himself,  however,  to  the  immediate 
neighbourhood,  and  never  going  quite  out  of  sight  of  his 
house.  His  favourite  walk  was  to  the  summit  of  a  hillock 
overgrown  with  stunted  bush-wood.  Here  he  would  sit 
himself  musingly,  often  till  the  hoofs  of  Randal's  horse 
rang  on  the  winding  road,  as  the  sun  set,  over  fading  herb- 
age, red  and  vaporous,  in  autumnal  skies.  Just  below  the 
hillock,  and  not  two  hundred  yards  from  his  own  house,  was 
the  only  other  habitation  in  view — a  charming,  thoroughly 
English  cottage,  though  somewhat  imitated  from  the  Swiss — 
with  gable  ends,  thatched  roof,  and  pretty,  projecting  case- 
ments opening  through  creepers  and  climbing  roses.  From 
his  height  he  commanded  the  gardens  of  this  cottage,  and 
his  eye  of  artist  was  pleased,  from  the  first  sight,  with 
the  beauty  which  some  exquisite  taste  had  given  to  the 
ground.  Even  in  that  cheerless  season  of  the  year,  the 
garden  wore  a  summer  smile ;  the  evergreens  were  so  bright 
and  various,  and  the  few  flowers,  still  left,  so  hardy  and  so 
healthful.  Facing  the  south,  a  colonnade,  or  covered  gal- 
lery, of  rustic  woodwork  had  been  formed,  and  creeping 
plants,  lately  set,  were  already  beginning  to  clothe  its  col- 
umns. Opposite  to  this  colonnade  there  was  a  fountain 
which  reminded  Eiccabocca  of  his  own  at  the  deserted 
Casino.  It  was  indeed  singularly  like  it;  the  same  circu- 
lar shape,  the  same  girdle  of  flowers  around  it.  But  the 
jet  from  it  varied  every  day — fantastic  and  multiform,  like 
the  sports  of  a  Naiad — sometimes  shooting  up  like  a  tree, 
sometimes  shaped  as  a  convolvulus,  sometimes  tossing  from 
its  silver  spray  a  flower  of  vermillion,  or  a  fruit  of  gold — 
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as  if  at  play  with  its  toy  like  a  happy  child.  And  near  the 
fountain  was  a  large  aviary,  large  enough  to  enclose  a  tree. 
The  Italian  could  just  catch  a  gleam  of  rich  colour  from  the 
wings  of  the  birda,  as  they  glanced  to  and  fro  within  the 
network,  aud  could  hear  their  songs,  contrasting  the  silence 
of  the  freer  populace  of  air,  whom  the  coming  winter  had 
already  stilled. 

Eiccabocca's  eye,  so  alive  to  all  aspects  of  beauty,  lux- 
uriated in  the  view  of  this  garden.  Its  pleasantness  had  a 
charm  that  stole  him  from  his  anxious  fear  and  melancholy 
memories. 

He  never  saw  but  two  forms  within  the  demesnes,  and 
he  could  not  distinguish  their  features.  One  waa  a  woman, 
who  seemed  to  him  of  staid  manner  and  homely  appear- 
ance: she  was  seen  but  rarely.  The  other  a  man,  often 
pacing  to  and  fro  the  colonnade,  with  frequent  pauses  be- 
fore the  playfiil  fountain,  or  the  birds  that  sang  louder  as 
he  approached.  This  latter  form  would  then  disappear 
within  a  room,  the  glass  door  of  which  was  at  the  extreme 
end  of  the  colonnade ;  and  if  the  door  were  left  open,  Ric- 
oabocca  could  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  figure  bending  over  a 
table  covered  with  books. 

Always,  however,  befoi-e  the  sun  set,  the  man  would  step 
forth  more  briskly,  aud  occupy  himself  with  the  garden, 
often  working  at  it  with  good  heart,  as  if  at  a  task  of  de- 
light; and  then,  too,  the  woman  would  come  out,  and  stand 
by  as  if  talking  to  her  companion.  Biccabocca's  curiosity 
grew  ai'onaed.  Hi-  bade  Jemima  inquire  of  the  old  maid- 
servant who  lived  at  tlie  cottage,  and  heard  that  its  owner 
was  a  Mr.  Oran — a  quiet  gentleman,  and  fond  of  hia  book. 

While  Kiccaboeca  thus  amused  himself,  Randal  had  not 
been  prevented,  cither  by  his  official  carea  or  his  schemes  on 
Violante's  heart  and  fovtvine,  from  flutJiering  the  project 
that  waa  t<i  unite  Prank  Hazeldean  o"''  **■"*  '       ' 
Indeed,  as  to  the  first,  a  ray  of  b^ 
the  ardent  and  unsngpeoti"' 
iiiisrepreaeHtation  of  hii 
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removed  all  fear  of  parental  displeasure  from  a  mind  al- 
ways too  disposed  to  give  itself  up  to  the  temptation  of  the 
moment.  Beatrice,  though  her  feelings  for  Frank  were  not 
those  of  love,  became  more  and  more  influenced  by  Ran- 
dal's arguments  and  representations,  the  more  especially 
as  her  brother  grew  morose,  and  even  menacing,  as  days 
slipt  on,  and  she  could  give  no  clue  to  the  retreat  of  those 
whom  he  sought  for.  Her  debts,  too,  were  really  urgent. 
As  ilandaFs  profound  knowledge  of  human  infirmity  had 
shrewdly  conjectured,  the  scruples  of  honour  and  pride, 
that  had  made  her  declare  she  would  not  bring  to  a  hus- 
band her  own  encumbrances,  began  to  yield  to  the  pressiire 
of  necessity.  She  listened  already,  with  but  faint  objec- 
tic^ns,  when  Randal  urged  her  not  to  wait  for  the  imcertain 
discovery  that  was  to  secure  her  dowry,  but  by  a  private 
marriage  with  Frank  escape  at  once  into  freedom  and  se- 
curity. While,  though  he  had  first  held  out  to  young  Ha- 
zeldean  the  inducement  of  Beatrice's  dowiy  as  a  reason  of 
self -justification  in  the  eyes  of  the  Squire,  it  was  still  easier 
to  drop  that  inducement,  which  had  always  rather  damped 
than  fired  the  high  spirit  and  generous  heart  of  the  poor 
(luardsman.  And  Kandal  could  conscientiously  say,  that 
wlicn  lie  had  asked  the  Squire  if  he  expected  fortune  with 
Frank's  bride,  the  Squire  had  replied,  "I  don't  care." 
Thus  encouraged  by  his  friend  and  his  own  hearty  and  the 
softening  manner  of  a  woman  who  might  have  charmed 
many  a  colder,  and  fooled  many  a  wiser  man,  Frank  rapid- 
ly yielded  to  the  snares  held  out  for  his  perdition.  And 
though  as  yet  he  honestly  shrank  from  proposing  to  Bea- 
trice or  himself  a  marriage,  without  the  consent,  and  even 
the  knowledge,  of  his  parents,  yet  Randal  was  quite  content 
to  leave  a  nature,  however  good,  so  thoroughly  impulsive  and 
mulisciplined,  to  the  infiuences  of  the  first  strong  passion 
it  had  ever  known.  Meanwhile,  it  was  so  easy  to  dissuade 
Frank  from  even  giving  a  hint  to  the  folks  at  home.  "  Far,** 
said  the  wily  and  able  traitor,  "  though  we  may  be  sure  of 
Mrs.  Hazeldean^s  consent,  and  her  power  over  your  father^ 
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when  the  step  is  once  taken,  yet  we  cannot  count  for  cer- 
tain on  the  Squire — he  is  so  choleric  and  hasty.  He  might 
hurry  to  town — see  Madame  di  Negra,  blurt  out  some  pas- 
sionate, rude  expressions,  which  would  wake  her  resent- 
ment, and  cause  her  instant  rejection.  And  it  might  be  too 
late  if  he  repented  afterwards — as  he  would  be  sure  to  do." 

Meanwhile  Randal  Leslie  gave  a  dinner  at  the  Clarendon 
Hotel  (an  extravagance  most  contrary  to  his  habits),  and 
invited  Frank,  Mr.  Borrowell,  and  Baron  Levy. 

But  this  house-spider,  which  glided  with  so  much  ease 
after  its  flies,  through  webs  so  numerous  and  mazy,  had 
yet  to  amuse  Madame  di  Negra  with  assurances  that  the 
fugitives  sought  for  would  sooner  or  later  be  discovered. 
Though  Randal  baffled  and  eluded  her  suspicion  that  he 
was  already  acquainted  with  the  exiles  ("  the  persons  he 
thought  of  were, "  he  said,  "  quite  different  from  her  de- 
scription;" and  he  even  presented  to  her  an  old  singing- 
master,  and  a  sallow-faced  daughter,  as  the  Italians  who 
had  caused  his  mistake),  it  was  necessary  for  Beatrice  to 
prove  the  sincerity  of  the  aid  she  had  promised  to  her 
brother,  and  to  introduce  Randal  to  the  Count.  It  was  no 
less  desirable  to  Randal  to  know,  and  even  win  the  confi- 
dence of  this  man — his  rival. 

The  two  met  at  Madame  di  Negra' s  house.  There  is 
something  very  strange,  and  almost  mesmerical,  in  the 
vnpi^ort  between  two  evil  natures.  Bring  two  honest  men 
together,  and  it  is  ten  to  one  if  they  recognise  each  other 
as  honest;  differences  in  temper,  manner,  even  politics, 
may  make  each  misjudge  the  other.  But  bring  together 
two  men,  unprincipled  and  perverted — men  who,  if  born  in 
a  cellar,  would  have  been  food  for  the  hulks  or  gallows — 
and  they  understand  each  other  by  instant  sympathy.  The 
eyes  of  Franzini,  Count  of  Peschiera,  and  Randal  Leslie  no 
sooner  met,  than  a  gleam  of  intelligence  shot  from  both. 
They  talked  on  indifferent  subjects — weather,  gossip,  poli- 
tics— what  not.  They  bowed  and  they  smiled ;  but,  all  the 
while,  each  was  watching,  plumbing  the  other's  heart,  each 
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ineasuiing  his  strength  with  his  companion;  each  inly  say- 
ing, "This  is  a  very  remarkable  rascal;  am  I  a  match  for 
him?"  It  was  at  dinner  they  met;  and  following  the  Eng- 
lisli  fashion,  Madame  di  Negra  left  them  alone  with  their 
wine. 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  Count  di  Peschiera  cautiously 
and  adroitly  made  a  covered  push  towards  the  object  of  the 
meeting. 

'*  Vou  have  never  been  abroad,  my  dear  sir?  You  must 
contrive  to  visit  me  at  Vienna.  I  grant  the  splendour  of 
your  London  world;  but,  honestly  speaking,  it  wants  the 
freedom  of  ours — a  freedom  which  unites  gaiety  with  pol- 
ish. For  as  your  society  is  mixed,  there  are  pretension  and 
effort  with  those  who  have  no  right  to  be  in  it,  and  artifi- 
cial condescension  and  chilling  arrogance  with  those  who 
liave  to  keep  their  inferiors  at  a  certain  distance.  With  us, 
all  being  of  fixed  rank  and  acknowledged  birth,  familiarity 
is  at  once  established.  Hence,"  added  the  Count,  with  his 
French  lively  smile — ''  hence  there  is  no  place  like  Vienna 
for  a  young  man — no  place  like  Vienna  for  bonnes  for- 

'•Those  make  the  paradise  of  the  idle,'^  replied  Eandal, 
"  but  the  purgatory  of  the  busy.  I  confess  frankly  to  you, 
my  dear  Count,  that  I  have  as  little  of  the  leisure  which 
becomes  the  aspirer  to  bonnes  fortunes  as  I  have  the  per- 
sonal graces  which  obtain  them  without  an  effort;"  and  he 
inclined  his  head  as  in  compliment. 

''  So,"  thought  the  Count,  "woman  is  not  his  weak  side. 
What  is?" 

^'  Jllorbleif !  my  dear  Mr.  Leslie — had  I  thought  as  you 
do,  some  years  since,  I  had  saved  myself  from  many  a  trou- 
ble. After  all,  Ambition  is  the  best  mistress  to  woo;  for 
with  her  there  is  always  the  hope,  and  never  the  posses- 
sion." 

"Ambition,  Count,"  replied  Eandal,  still  guarding  him- 
self in  dry  sententiousness,  "  is  the  luxury  of  the  rich,  and 
the  necessity  of  the  poor. " 
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"Aha,"  thought  the  Count,  "it  comes,  as  I  anticipated 
from  the  first — comes  to  the  bribe."  He  passed  the  wine 
to  Randal,  filling  his  own  glass,  and  draining  it  carelessly ; 
"  /9wr  mon  ante,  mon  cher, "  said  the  Count,  "  luxury  is  ever 
pleasanter  than  necessity ;  and  I  am  resolved  at  least  to 
give  Ambition  a  trial — je  vais  me  refugier  dans  le  sein  chi 
honheiir  domestlque — a  married  life  and  a  settled  home. 
Teste!  If  it  were  not  for  ambition,  one  would  die  of 
ennui.  Apropos,  my  dear  sir,  I  have  to  thank  you  for 
promising  my  sister  your  aid  in  finding  a  near  and  dear 
kinsman  of  mine,  who  has  taken  refuge  in  your  country, 
and  hides  himself  even  from  me. " 

"  I  should  be  most  happy  to  assist  in  your  search.  As 
yet,  however,  I  have  only  to  regret  that  all  my  good  wishes 
are  fruitless.  I  should  have  thought,  however,  that  a  man 
of  such  rank  had  been  easily  found,  even  through  the  me- 
dium of  your  own  ambassador. " 

"  Our  own  ambassador  is  no  very  warm  friend  of  mine ; 
and  the  rank  would  be  no  clue,  for  it  is  clear  that  my  kins- 
man has  never  assumed  it  since  he  quitted  his  country." 

"  He  quitted  it,  I  understand,  not  exactly  from  choice, " 
said  Randal,  smiling.  "  Pardon  my  freedom  and  curiosity, 
but  will  you  explain  to  me  a  little  more  than  I  learn  from 
English  rumour  (which  never  accurately  reports  upon  for- 
eign matters  still  more  notorious),  how  a  person  who  had  so 
much  to  lose,  and  so  little  to  win,  by  revolution,  could  put 
himself  into  the  same  crazy  boat  with  a  crew  of  hair-brained 
adventurers  and  visionary  professors." 

"Professors!"  repeated  the  Count;  "I  think  you  have 
hit  on  the  very  answer  to  your  question ;  not  but  what  men 
of  high  birth  were  as  mad  as  the  canaille,  I  am  the  more 
willing  to  gratify  your  curiosity,  since  it  will  perhaps  serve 
to  guide  your  kind  search  iu  my  favour.  You  must  know, 
then,  that  my  kinsman  was  not  born  the  heir  to  the  rank 
he  obtained.  He  was  but  a  distant  relation  to  the  head  of 
the  house  which  he  afterwards  represented.  Brought  up 
iu  an  Italian  university,  he  was  distinguished  for  his  learn- 
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iiif,'  and  his  eccentricities.  There  too,  I  suppose,  brooding 
over  old  wives'  tales  about  freedom,  and  so  forth,  he  con- 
tracted his  carhonaroj  chimerical  notions  for  the  independ- 
ence of  Italy.  Suddenly,  by  three  deaths,  he  was  elevat- 
ed, while  yet  young,  to  a  station  and  honours  which  might 
have  satisfied  any  man  in  his  senses.  Qiiedlahle!  what 
could  the  independence  of  Italy  do  for  him!  He  and  1 
were  cousins;  we  had  played  together  as  boys;  but  our 
lives  had  been  separated  till  his  succession  to  rank  brought 
lis  necessarily  together.  We  became  exceedingly  intimate. 
And  you  may  judge  how  I  loved  him,"  said  the  Count, 
averting  his  eyes  slightly  from  Randal's  quiet,  watchful 
gaze,  '*  when  I  add  that  I  forgave  him  for  enjoying  a  heri- 
tage that,  but  for  him,  had  been  mine." 

'*  Ah,  you  were  next  heir?" 

'*  And  it  is  a  hard  trial  to  be  very  near  a  gre^t  fortune, 
and  yet  just  to  miss  it." 

*'True,"  cried  Randal,  almost  impetuously.  The  Count 
now  raised  his  eyes,  and  again  the  two  men  looked  into 
each  other's  souls. 

''Harder  still,  perhaps,"  resumed  the  Count,  after  a 
short  pause — ''harder  still  might  it  have  been  to  some 
men  to  forgive  the  rival  as  well  as  the  heir." 

"Rival!  how?" 

"  A  lady,  who  had  been  destined  by  her  parents  to  my- 
self, though  we  had  never,  I  o^vn,  been  formally  betrothed, 
became  the  wife  of  my  kinsman." 

'•  Did  he  know  of  your  pretensions?" 

"  I  do  him  the  justice  to  say  he  did  not.  He  saw  and 
fell  in  love  with  the  young  lady  I  speak  of.  Her  parents 
were  dazzled.  Her  father  sent  for  me.  He  apologised — 
he  explained;  he  set  before  me,  mildly  enough,  certain 
youtlit'ul  imprudences  or  errors  of  my  own,  as  an  excuse 
for  his  change  of  mind ;  and  he  asked  me  not  only  to  resign 
all  hope  of  his  daughter,  but  to  conceal  from  her  new 
suitor  that  I  had  ever  ventured  to  hope." 

"And  you  consented?" 
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"I  consented." 

"  That  was  generous.  You  must  indeed  have  been  much 
attached  to  your  kinsman.  As  a  lover,  I  cannot  compre- 
hend it;  perhaps,  my  dear  Count,  you  may  enable  me  to 
understand  it  better — as  a  man  of  the  world." 
'  "  Well,"  said  the  Count,  with  his  most  rove  air,  *'  I  sup- 
pose we  are  both  men  of  the  world?" 

^'Both!  certainly,"  replied  Randal,  just  in  the  tone 
which  Peachum  might  have  used  in  courting  the  confi- 
dence of  Lockit. 

"  As  a  man  of  the  world,  then,  I  own, "  said  the  Count, 
playing  with  the  rings  on  his  fingers,  "  that  if  I  could  not 
marry  the  lady  myself  (and  that  seemed  to  me  dear),  it 
was  very  natural  that  I  should  wish  to  see  her  married  to 
my  wealthy  kinsman." 

"  Very  natural ;  it  might  bring  your  wealthy  kinsman  and 
yourself  still  closer  together." 

"This  is  really  a  very  clever  fellow!"  thought  the  Count, 
but  he  made  no  direct  reply. 

"  Enfin^  to  cut  short  a  long  story,  my  cousin  afterwards 
got  entangled  in  attempts,  the  failure  of  which  is  histori- 
cally known.  His  projects  were  detected — himself  de- 
nounced. He  fled,  and  the  Emperor,  in  sequestrating  his 
estates,  was  pleased,  with  rare  and  singular  clemency,  to 
permit  me,  as  his  nearest  kinsman,  to  enjoy  the  revenues 
of  half  those  estates  during  the  royal  pleasure ;  nor  was  the 
other  half  formally  confiscated.  It  was  no  doubt  his  Maj- 
esty's desire  not  to  extinguish  a  great  Italian  name;  and  if 
my  cousin  and  his  child  died  in  exile,  why,  of  that  name, 
I,  a  loyal  subject  of  Austria — I,  Franzini,  Count  di  Pes- 
chiera,  would  become  the  representative.  Such,  in  a  sim- 
ilar case,  has  been  sometimes  the  Russian  policy  towards 
Polish  insurgents." 

"  I  comprehend  perfectly ;  and  I        l  a 
you,  in  profiting  so  largely,  though 
of  your  kinsman,  may  have  been  IBX 
larity — even  to  painful  suspicion,^' 
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*'  Knfi'p  nous,  mon  clier,  I  care  not  a  stiver  for  popularity, 
and  as  to  suspicion,  who  is  he  that  can  escape  from  the  cal- 
umny of  the  envious?  But,  unquestionably,  it  would  be 
most  desirable  to  unite  the  divided  members  of  our  house; 
and  this  union  I  can  now  effect,  by  the  consent  of  the  Em- 
l)eror  to  my  marri<age  with  my  kinsman's  daughter.  You 
see,  therefore,  why  I  have  so  great  an  interest  in  this  re- 
search?" 

*'  Hy  the  marriage  articles  you  could  no  doubt  secure  the 
retention  of  the  half  you  hold;  and  if  you  survive  your 
kinsman,  you  would  enjoy  the  whole.  A  most  desirable 
marriage;  and,  if  made,  1  suppose  that  would  suffice  to 
obtain  your  cousin's  amnesty  and  grace?" 

'*  You  say  it." 

"  Hut  even  without  such  marriage,  since  the  Emperor's 
clemency  has  been  extended  to  so  many  of  the  proscribed, 
it  is  perhaps  probable  that  your  cousin  might  be  restored?" 

"  It  once  seemed  to  me  possible,"  said  the  Count,  reluc- 
tantly ;  '*  but  since  1  have  been  in  England,  I  think  not. 
The  recent  revolution  in  France,  the  democratic  spirit  ris- 
ing in  Europe,  tend  to  throw  back  the  cause  of  a  proscribed 
rebel.  England  swarms  with  revolutionists;  my  cousin's 
residence  in  this  country  is  in  itself  suspicious.  The  sus- 
picion is  increased  by  his  strange  seclusion.  There  are 
many  Italians  here  who  would  aver  that  they  had  met  with 
him,  and  that  he  was  still  engaged  in  revolutionary  projects." 

"  Aver — untruly  ?" 

"  3Iafoi — it  comes  to  the  same  thing;  les  absens  ont  taii- 
jours  fort.  I  speak  to  a  man  of  the  world.  No;  without 
some  such  guarantee  for  his  faith,  as  his  daughter's  mar- 
riage with  myself  would  give,  his  recall  is  improbable.  By 
the  heaven  above  us,  it  shall  be  imjiossihle !  "  The  Count 
rose  as  he  said  this — rose  as  if  the  mask  of  simulation  had 
fairly  fallen  from  the  visage  of  crime — rose  tall  and  tower- 
ing, a  very  image  of  masculine  power  and  strength,  beside 
the  slight,  bended  form  and  sickly  face  of  the  intellectual 
schemer.     And  had  you  seen  them  thus  confronted  and 
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contrasted,  you  would  have  felt  that  if  ever  tlie  time  should 
come  when  the  interest  of  the  one  would  coiiii)el  him  openly 
to  denounce  or  boldly  to  expose  the  other,  the  odds  were 
that  the  brilliant  and  audacious  reprobate  would  master  the 
weaker  nerve  but  superior  wit  of  the  furtive  traitor.  Ran- 
dal was  startled ;  but  rising  also,  he  said,  carelessly : 

"What  if  this  guarantee  can  no  longer  be  given? — what 
if,  in  despair  of  i-eturn,  and  in  resignation  to  his  altered 
fortunes,  your  cousin  has  already  married  his  daughter  to 
some  English  suitor?" 

"Ah,  that  would  indeed  be,  next  to  my  own  marriage 
with  her,  the  most  fortunate  thing  that  could  happen  to 
myself. " 

"How?     I  don't  imderstand!" 

"  Why,  if  my  cousin  has  so  abjured  his  birthright,  and 
forsworn  his  rank — if  this  heritage,  which  is  so  dangerous 
from  its  grandeur,  pass,  in  case  of  his  pardon,  to  some  ob- 
scure Englishman — a  foreigner — a  native  of  a  country  that 
has  no  ties  with  ours — a  country  that  is  the  very  refuge  of 
levellers  and  Carbonari — mort  de  ma  vie — do  you  think  that 
such  would  not  annihilate  all  chance  of  my  cousin's  resto- 
ration, and  be  an  excuse  even  in  the  eyes  of  Italy  for  for- 
mally conferring  the  sequestrated  estates  on  an  Italian? 
No;  unless,  indeed,  the  girl  were  to  marry  an  Englishman 
of  such  name  and  birth  and  connection  as  would  in  them- 
selves be  a  guarantee  (and  how  in  poverty  is  this  likely?), 
I  should  go  back  to  Vienna  with  a  light  heart,  if  I  could 
say,  'My  kinswoman  is  an  Englishman's  wife — shall  her 
children  be  the  heirs  to  a  house  so  renowned  for  its  linea{ 
and  so  formidable  for  its  wealth?'  Farhleu  !  if  my  c  IP 
were  but  an  adventurer,  or  merely  a  professori  he 
pardoned  long  ago.  The  great  enjoy  the  honoar 
pardoned  easily." 

Eandal  fell  into  deep  but  brief  thought.     T 
served  him,  not  face  to  face,  but  by  the  ; 
posite  mirror.     "  This  man  knows  sometn 
deliberating;  this  man  can  help  me/'  tha 
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r>ut.  lUuulal  said  nothing  to  confirm  these  hypotheses. 
Ut'C'oveiiiij^  from  his  abstraction,  he  expressed  courteously 
his  satisfaction  at  the  Count's  prospects,  either  way.  **  And 
sinc(»,  after  all,''  he  added,  "you  mean  so  well  to  your 
cousin,  it  occurs  to  me  that  you  might  discover  him  by  a 
very  simple  English  process." 

"'^How?-' 

*'  Advertise  tliat,  if  ho  will  come  to  some  i)lace  appointed, 
he  will  hear  somethinji^  to  his  advantage.'' 

The  Count  shook  his  head.  **  He  would  suspect  me,  and 
not  come." 

*'  Hut  he  was  intimate  with  you.  lie  joined  an  insur- 
rection;— you  were  more  prudent.  You  did  not  injure 
him,  though  you  may  have  benefited  yourself.  AVhy  should 
he  shun  you?" 

**  The  conspirators  forgive  none  who  do  not  conspire ;  be- 
sides, to  speak  frankly,  he  thought  I  injured  him." 

"  Could  you  not  conciliate  him  through  his  wife — whom — 
vou  resijjfncd  to  him?" 

''  She  is  dead — died  before  he  left  the  country." 

'*0h,  that  is  unlucky!  Still  I  think  an  advertisement 
might  do  good.  Allow  me  to  reflect  on  that  subject.  Shall 
we  now  join  Mudfniw  la  3JarqHise?^^ 

On  re-entering  the  drawing-room,  the  gentlefueu  found 
Beatrice  in  full  dress,  seated  by  the  fire,  and  reading  so 
intently  that  she  did  not  remark  them  enter. 

"  AVliat  so  interests  you,  via  sa'ur  ? — the  last  novel  by 
l^alzac  no  doubt?" 

Beatrice  started,  and,  looking  up,  showed  eyes  that  were 
full  of  tears.  "Oh,  no!  no  picture  of  miserable,  vicious, 
l*arisian  life.     This  is  beautiful;  there  is  soul  here." 

Ivandal  took  up  the  book  which  the  Marchesa  laid  down ; 
it  was  the  same  which  had  charmed  the  circle  at  Hazeldean — 
charmed  the  innocent  and  fresh-hearted — charmed  now  the 
wearied  and  tempted  votaress  of  the  world. 

"Hum,"  murmured  Randal;  "the  parson  was  right. 
This  is  power — a  sort  of  a  power." 
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*'  How  I  should  like  to  know  the  author  I  Who  cau  he 
be — cau  you  guess?" 

"Not  I.     Some  old  i)edant  in  spectacles." 

"I  think  not — I  am  sure  not. — Here  beats  a  heart  I  have 
ever  sighed  to  find,  and  never  found.'- 

"Oh,  la  naive  enfant!''  cried  the  Count;  ^' mnnne  smt  ini- 
atjinatlon  s^eyare  en  reves  enrhantes.  And  to  think  that, 
while  you  talk  like  an  Arcadian,  you  are  dressed  like  a 
princess." 

"Ah,  I  forgot — the  Austrian  ambassador's.  1  shall  not 
go  to-night.     This  book  unfits  me  for  the  artificial  world." 

*'  Just  as  you  will,  my  sister.  I  shall  go.  1  dislike  the 
man,  and  he  me;  but  ceremonies  before  men  I" 

"You  are  going  to  the  Austi'ian  Embassy?''  said  Jiaiidal. 
"I,  too,  shall  be  there.  We  shall  meet.''  And  he  took  his 
leave. 

"I  like  your  young  friend  prodigiously,"  said  the  Count, 
yawning.  "  1  am  sure  that  he  knows  of  the  lost  ])irds,  and 
will  stand  to  them  like  a  pointer,  if  I  can  but  make  it  his  in- 
terest to  do  so.     AVe  shall  see." 


CHAPTEK  IV. 


Eaxdal  arrived  at  the  ambassador's  before  the  Count, 
and  contrived  to  mix  with  the  young  noblemen  ait.a(lnMl 
to  the  embassy,  and  to  whom  he  was  known.  Staiuling 
among  these  was  a  young  Austrian  on  his  travelH,  of  very 
high  birth,  and  with  an  air  of  noble  grace  that  suited  the 
ideal  of  the  old  German  chivalry.  "Randftl  was  presented 
to  him,  and,  after  some  talk  on  general  tOfl||^  obMTVed : 
"  By  the  way.  Prince,  there  is  now  in 
man  of  yours,  with  whom  you  ax6  ' 
acquainted — the  Count  di  Pesohir 

"  He  is  no  countryman  of  mini- 
know  him  but  by  sight  and  bj  v    - 
stiflly.  :- 
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"  lie  is  of  very  ancient  birth,  1  believe." 

'•  Unquestionably.     His  ancestors  were  gentlemen." 

"  And  very  rich." 

"  Indeed!  1  have  understood  the  contrai-y.  He  enjoys, 
it  is  true,  a  large  revenue." 

A  young  attarhey  less  discreet  than  the  Prince,  here  ob- 
served, 'M)h,  Peschiera! — Poor  fellow,  he  is  too  fond  of 
play  to  l>e  rich." 

''  And  there  is  some  chance  that  the  kinsman  whose  rev- 
en  u('  he  holds  may  obtain  his  pardon,  and  re-enter  into  pos- 
session of  his  fortunes — so  I  hear,  at  least,"  said  Kandal, 
artfully. 

"  I  shall  be  glad  if  it  be  true,"  said  the  Prince  with  de- 
cision; '*  and  I  speak  the  common  sentiment  at  Vienna. 
'11  Kit  kinsman  had  a  noble  spirit,  and  was,  I  believe,  equally 
duped  and  betrayed.  Pardon  me,  sir;  but  we  Austrians 
are  not  so  bad  as  we  are  painted.  Have  you  ever  met  in 
England  the  kinsman  you  speak  of?" 

"Never,  though  he  is  supposed  to  reside  here;  ajid  the 
Count  tells  me  that  he  has  a  daughter." 

*'  Tlie  Count — ha!  I  heard  something  of  a  scheme — a  wa- 
ger of  that — that  Count's; — a  daughter!  Poor  girl!  I  hope 
she  will  escape  his  pursuit;  for,  no  doubt,  he  pursues  her." 

"'  I'ossibly  she  may  already  have  married  an  Englishman." 

*'  1  trust  not,"  said  the  Prince,  seriously;  "that  might  at 
present  be  a  serious  obstacle  to  her  father's  return." 

"  You  think  so?" 

"There  can  be  no  doubt  of  it,"  interposed  the  attache^ 
with  a  grand  and  positive  air;  "unless,  indeed,  the  Eng- 
lishman were  of  a  rank  equal  to  her  own." 

Here  there  was  a  slight,  well-bred  murmur  and  buzz  at 
the  door;  for  the  Count  di  Peschiera  himself  was  an- 
noiuiced ;  and  as  he  entered,  his  presence  was  so  striking, 
and  his  beauty  so  dazzling,  that  whatever  there  might  be  to 
the  prejudice  of  his  character,  it  seemed  instantly  effaced 
or  forgotten  in  that  irresistible  admiration  which  it  is  the 
prerogative  of  personal  attributes  alone  to  create. 
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The  Prince,  with  a  slight  curve  of  his  lip  at  the  groups 
that  collected  round  the  Count,  turned  to  Randal,  and  said : 
"  Can  you  tell  me  if  a  distinguished  countryman  of  yours  is 
in  llngland— Lord  L'Estrange?" 

"  No,  Prince — he  is  not.     You  know  him?" 

"WeU." 

"He  is  acquainted  with  the  Count's  kinsman;  and  per- 
haps from  him  you  have  learned  to  think  so  highly  of  that 
kinsman?" 

The  Prince  bowed,  and  answered  as  he  moved  away, 
"  When  one  man  of  high  honour  vouches  for  another,  he 
commands  the  belief  of  all." 

"Certainly,"  soliloquised  Randal,  "I  must  not  be  precip- 
itate, I  was  very  near  falling  into  a  terrible  trap.  If  I 
were  to  marry  the  girl,  and  only,  by  so  doing,  settle  away 
her  inheritance  on  Peschiera ! — How  hard  it  is  to  be  suffi- 
ciently cautious  in  this  world !" 

While  thus  meditating,  a  member  of  Parliament  tapped 
him  on  the  shoulder. 

"Melancholy,  Leslie!  I  lay  a  wager  I  guess  your 
thoughts." 

"Guess,"  answered  Randal. 

"  You  were  thinking  of  the  place  you  are  so  soon  to  lose." 

"Soon  to  lose!" 

"  Why,  if  ministers  go  out,  you  could  hardly  keep  it,  I 
suppose." 

This  ominous  and  horrid  member  of  Parliament,  Squire 
Hazeldean's  favourite  county  member,  Sir  John,  was  one 
of  those  legislators  especially  odious  to  officials — an  in     - 
pendent  "large-acred"  member,  who  would  no  more  taJ 
office  himself  than  he  would  cut  down  the  oaks  in  Ms 
and  who  had  no  bowels  of  human  feeling  for  those  y 
opposite  tastes  and  less  magnificent  means. 

"  Hem !"  said  Randal,  rather  surlily.     "  In  tl 
Sir  John,  ministers  are  not  going  out." 

"  Oh,  yes,  they  will  go.     You  know  I  vo 
generally,  and  would  willingly  keep  t 
2—20 
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men  of  honour  and  spirit;  and  if  they  can't  carry  their 
measures,  they  must  resign;  otherwise,  by  Jove,  I  would 
turn  round  and  vote  them  out  myself!'' 

^'  I  liave  no  doubt  you  would,  Sir  John ;  you  are  quite 
capable  of  it ;  that  rests  with  you  and  yoiur  constituents. 
But  even  if  ministers  did  go  out,  I  am  but  a  poor  subaltern 
in  a  public  oftioe.  1  am  no  minister — why  should  I  go  out 
too?" 

''Why?  Hang  it,  Leslie,  you  are  laughing  at  me.  A 
young  fellow  like  you  could  never  be  mean  enough  to  stay 
in,  luider  the  very  men  who  drove  out  your  friend  Eger- 
lon?" 

"  It  is  not  usual  for  those  in  the  public  offices  to  retire 
with  every  change  of  Government." 

"Certainly  not;  but  always  those  who  are  the  relations 
of  a  retiring  minister — always  those  who  have  been  re- 
garded as  politicians,  and  who  mean  to  enter  Parliament, 
as  of  course  you  will  do  at  the  next  election.  But  you 
know  that  as  well  as  I  do — you  who  are  so  decided  a  poli- 
tician— the  writer  of  that  admirable  pamphlet!  I  should 
not  like  to  tell  my  friend  Hazeldean,  who  has  a  sincere  in- 
terest in  you,  that  you  ever  doubted  on  a  question  of  honour 
as  plain  as  your  A,  B,  C." 

*'  Indeed,  Sir  John,"  said  Randal,  recovering  his  suavity, 
while  he  inly  breathed  a  dire  anathema  on  his  county  mem- 
ber, '"  I  am  so  new  to  these  things,  that  what  you  say  never 
struck  me  before.  No  doubt  you  must  be  right;  at  all 
events  I  cannot  have  a  better  guide  and  adviser  than  Mr. 
Egerton  himself." 

Sir  eJoiix. — "No,  certainly — perfect  gentleman,  Eger- 
ton !  1  wish  we  could  make  it  up  with  him  and  Hazel- 
dean." 

Kaxdal  (sighing). — "Ah,  I  wish  we  could!" 

SiK  JoHx. — "And  some  chance  of  it  now;  for  the  time 
is  coming  when  all  true  men  of  the  old  school  must  stick 
together. " 

Randal. — "Wisely,  admirably  said,  my  dear  Sir  John, 
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But,  pardon  me,  I  must  pay  my  respects  to  the  ambas- 
sador. " 

Randal  escaped,  and  passing  on,  saw  the  ambassador 
himself  in  the  next  room,  conferring  in  a  corner  with  Aud- 
ley  Egerton.  The  ambassador  seemed  very  grave — Eger- 
ton  calm  and  impenetrable,  as  usual.  Presently  the  Count 
passed  by,  and  the  ambassador  bowed  to  him  very  stiffly. 

As  Randal,  some  time  later,  was  searching  for  his  cloak 
below,  Audley  Egerton  unexpectedly  joined  him. 

"  Ah,  Leslie, "  said  the  minister,  with  more  kindness  than 
usual,  "  if  you  don't  think  the  night  air  too  cold  for  you, 
let  us  walk  home  together.  I  have  sent  away  the  car- 
riage. " 

This  condescension  in  his  patron  was  so  singular,  that  it 
quite  startled  Randal,  and  gave  him  a  presentiment  of  some 
evil.  When  they  were  in  the  street,  Egerton,  after  a  pause, 
began : 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Leslie,  it  was  my  hope  and  belief  that  I 
had  provided  for  you  at  least  a  competence;  and  that  I 
might  open  to  you,  later,  a  career  yet  more  brilliant. 
Hush!  I  don't  doubt  your  gratitude;  let  me  proceed. 
There  is  a  possible  chance,  after  certain  decisions  that  the 
Government  have  come  to,  that  we  may  be  beaten  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  and  of  course  resign.  I  tell  you  this 
beforehand,  for  I  wish  you  to  have  time  to  consider  what, 
in  that  caso,  would  be  your  best  course.  My  power  of 
serving  you  may  then  probably  be  over.  It  would,  no 
doubt  (seeing  our  close  connection,  and  my  views  with 
regard  to  your  future  being  so  well  known), — no  doubt,  be 
expected  that  you  should  give  up  the  place  you  hold,  and 
follow  my  fortunes  for  good  or  ill.  But  as  I  have  no  per- 
sonal enemies  with  the  opposite  party — and  as  I  have  suffi- 
cient position  in  the  world  to  uphold  and  sanction  your 
choice,  whatever  it  may  be,  if  you  think  it  more  prudent 
to  retain  your  place,  tell  me  so  openly,  and  I  think  I  ( 
contrive  that  you  may  do  it  without  loss  of  character  t 
credit.     In  that  case,  confine  your  ambition  merely  i 
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ing  gradually  in  your  office,  without  mixing  in  politics. 
If,  on  the  other  hand,  you  should  prefer  to  take  your 
chance  of  my  return  to  office,  and  so  resign  your  present 
|)Lice ;  and,  furthermore,  should  commit  yourself  to  a  pol- 
icy that  may  then  be  not  only  in  opposition  but  unpopular, 
I  will  do  my  best  to  introduce  you  into  parliamentary  life. 
1  cannot  say  that  1  advise  the  latter." 

Iviindal  felt  as  a  man  feels  after  a  severe  fall — he  was 
literally  stunned.     At  length  he  faltered  out: 

"  (-an  you  think,  sir,  that  I  should  ever  desert  your  for- 
tunes— your  party — your  cause?" 

''My  dear  Leslie,"  replied  the  minister,  "you  are  too 
young  to  have  committed  yourself  to  any  men  or  to  any 
l)arty,  except,  indeed,  in  that  unlucky  pamphlet.  This 
must  not  be  an  affair  of  sentiment,  but  of  sense  and  reflec- 
tion. Let  us  say  no  more  on  the  point  now;  but  by  con- 
sidering the  pros  and  the  cons,  you  can  better  judge  what 
to  do,  should  the  time  for  option  suddenly  arrive." 

"But  I  hope  that  time  may  not  come." 

"I  hope  so  too,  and  most  sincerely,"  said  the  minister, 
with  deliberate  and  genuine  emphasis. 

*'  ^^llat  could  be  so  bad  for  the  country?"  ejaculated 
Kaudal.  "It  does  not  seem  to  me  possible,  in  the  nature 
of  things,  that  you  and  your  party  should  ever  go  out!" 

"  And  when  we  are  once  out,  there  will  be  plenty  of 
wiseacres  to  say  it  is  out  of  the  nature  of  things  that  we 
should  ever  come  in  again.     Here  we  are  at  the  door." 


CHAPTER  V. 


Kaxdal  passed  a  sleepless  night ;  but,  indeed,  he  was  one 
of  those  persons  who  neither  need,  nor  are  accustomed  to, 
much  sleep.  However,  towards  morning,  when  dreams  are 
said  to  be  prophetic,  he  fell  into  a  most  delightful  slumber — 
a  slumber  peopled  by  visions  fitted  to  lure  on,  through 
labyrinths  of  law,  predestined  chancellors,  or  wreck  upon 
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the  rocks  of  glory  the  inebriate  souls  of  youthful  ensigns — 
dreams  from  which  Rood  Hall  emerged  crowned  with  the 
towers  of  Belvoir  or  Raby,  and  looking  over  subject  lands 
and  manors  wrested  from  the  nefarious  usurpation  of  Thorn- 
hills  and  Hazeldeans — dreams  in  which  Audley  Egerton's 
gold  and  power — rooms  in  Downing  Street,  and  saloons  in 
Grosvenor  Square — had  passed  away  to  the  smiling  dreamer, 
as  the  empire  of  Chaldaea  passed  to  Darius  the  Median. 
Why  visions  so  belying  the  gloomy  and  anxious  thoughts 
that  preceded  them  should  visit  the  pillow  of  Randal  Les- 
lie, surpasses  my  philosophy  to  conjecture.  He  yielded, 
however,  passively  to  their  spell,  and  was  startled  to  hear 
the  clock  strike  eleven  as  he  descended  the  stairs  to  break- 
fast. He  was  vexed  at  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  for  he 
had  meant  to  have  taken  advantage  of  the  unwonted  soft- 
ness of  Egerton,  and  drawn  therefrom  some  promises  or 
proffers  to  cheer  the  prospects  which  the  minister  had  so 
chillingly  expanded  before  him  the  preceding  night.  And 
it  was  only  at  breakfast  that  he  usually  found  the  oppor- 
tunity of  private  conference  with  his  busy  patron.  But 
Audley  Egerton  would  be  sure  to  have  sallied  forth — and 
so  he  had — only  Randal  was  surprised  to  hear  that  he  had 
gone  out  in  his  carriage,  instead  of  on  foot,  as  was  his 
habit.  Randal  soon  despatched  his  solitary  meal,  and  with 
a  new  and  sudden  affection  for  his  office,  thitherwards  bent 
his  way.  As  he  passed  through  Piccadilly,  he  heard  be- 
hind a  voice  that  had  lately  become  familiar  to  him,  and 
turning  round,  saw  Baron  Levy  walking  side  by  side, 
though  not  arm-in-arm,  with  a  gentleman  almost  as  smart 
as  himself,  but  with  a  jauntier  step  and  a  brisker  air—  a 
step  that,  like  Diomed's,  as  described  by  Shakespeare, 

"  Rises  on  the  toe  ;--tliat  spirit  of  his 
In  aspiration  lifts  him  from  the  earth.  " 

Indeed,  one  may  judge  of  the  spirits  and  disposition  of  a 
man  by  his  ordinary  gait  and  mien  in  walking.  He  who 
habitually  pursues  abstract  thoughts,  looks  down  on  the 
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gioiiml.  He  who  is  accustomed  to  sudden  impulses,  or  is 
trying  to  seize  upon  some  necessary  recollection,  looks  up 
with  a  kind  of  jerk,  lie  who  is  a  steady,  cautious,  merely 
l)ractical  man,  walks  on  deliberately,  his  eyes  straight  be- 
fore him  J  and,  even  in  his  most  musing  moods,  observes 
things  around  sufficiently  to  avoid  a  porter's  knot  or  a 
butclier's  tray.  But  the  man  with  strong  ganglions — of 
pushing,  lively  temperament,  who,  though  practical,  is  yet 
speculative — the  man  who  is  emulous  and  active  and  ever 
trying  to  rise  in  life — sanguine,  alert,  bold — walks  with  a 
spring — looks  rather  above  the  heads  of  his  fellow-passen- 
gers— but  with  a  quick,  easy  turn  of  his  own,  which  is 
lightly  set  on  his  shoulders;  his  mouth  is  a  little  open — 
his  eye  is  bright,  rather  restless,  but  penetrative — his  port 
has  something  of  defiance — his  form  is  erect,  but  without 
stiffness.  Such  was  the  appearance  of  the  Baron's  com- 
panion. And  as  llandal  turned  round  at  Levy's  voice,  the 
Baron  said  to  his  companion,  "  A  young  man  in  the  first 
circles — you  should  book  him  for  your  fair  lady's  parties. 
How  d'ye  do,  !Mr.  Leslie?  Let  me  introduce  you  to  Mr. 
Uicliard  Avenel."  Then,  as  he  hooked  his  arm  into  Ran- 
diiFs,  he  whisix?red,  "Man  of  first-rate  talent — monstrous 
rich — has  two  or  three  parliamentary  seats  in  his  pocket — 
wife  gives  parties — her  foible." 

"Proud  to  make  your  acquaintance,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Av- 
cnel,  lifting  his  hat.     "Fine  day." 

"Rather  cold  too,"  said  Leslie,  who,  like  all  thin  per- 
sons, with  weak  digestions,  was  chilly  by  temperament; 
besides,  he  had  enough  on  his  mind  to  chill  his  body. 

"So  much  the  healthier — braces  the  nerves,"  said  Mr. 
A  vend;  "but  you  yoimg  fellows  relax  the  system  by  hot 
rooms  and  late  hours.  Fond  of  dancing  of  course,  sir?" 
Tlien,  without  waiting  for  Randal's  negative,  Mr.  Richard 
continued  rapidly,  "  Mrs.  Avenel  has  a  soiree  dansante  on 
Thursday — shall  be  very  happy  to  see  you  in  Eaton  Square. 
Stop,  I  have  a  card ;"  and  he  drew  out  a  dozen  large  invi- 
cation  cards,  from  which  he  selected  one,  and  presented  it 
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to  Randal.  The  Baron  pressed  that  young  gentleman's 
ai'm,  and  Randal  replied  courteously  that  ib  would  give 
him  great  pleasure  to  be  introduced  to  Mrs.  Avenel.  Then, 
as  he  was  not  desirous  to  be  seen  under  the  wing  of  Baron 
Levy,  like  a  pigeon  under  that  of  a  hawk,  he  gently  extri- 
cated himself,  and  pleading  great  haste,  walked  quickly  on 
towards  his  office. 

"  That  young  man  will  make  a  figure  some  day,"  said  tbe 
Baron.  "  I  don't  know  any  one  of  his  age  with  so  few  prej- 
udices. He  is  a  connection  by  marriage  to  Audley  Eger- 
ton,  who " 

"Audley  Egerton!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Avenel;  "a  d — d 
haughty,  aristocratic,  disagreeable,  ungrateful  fellow!" 

"  Why  what  do  you  know  of  him?" 

"  He  owed  his  first  seat  in  Parliament  to  the  votes  of  two 
near  relations  of  mine,  and  when  I  called  upon  him  some 
time  ago,  in  his  office,  he  absolutely  ordered  me  out  of  the 
room.  Hang  his  impertinence ;  if  ever  I  can  pay  him  ofF, 
I  guess  I  shan't  fail  for  want  of  good  will!" 

"Ordered  you  out  of  the  room?  That's  not  like  Eger- 
ton,  who  is  civil,  if  formal — at  least  to  most  men.  You 
must  have  offended  him  in  his  weak  point. " 

"A  man  whom  the  public  pays  so  handsomely  should 
have  no  weak  point.     What  is  Egerton's?" 

"  Oh,  he  values  himself  on  being  a  thorough  gentleman — 
a  man  of  the  nicest  honour,"  said  Levy,  with  a  sneer. 
"  You  must  have  ruffied  his  plumes  there.     How  was  it?" 

"I  forget,"  answered  Mr.  Avenel,  who  was  far  too  well 
versed  in  the  London  scale  of  human  dignities  since  his 
marriage,  not  to  look  back  with  a  blush  at  his  desire  of 
knighthood.  "  No  use  bothering  our  heads  now  about  the 
plumes  of  an  arrogant  popinjay.  To  return  to  the  subject 
we  were  discussing.  You  must  be  sure  to  let  me  have  this 
money  next  week." 

"Rely  on  it." 

"  And  you'll  not  let  my  bills  get  into  the  market;  keep 
them  under  lock  and  key." 
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"  So  we  agreed. '' 

*'  It  is  but  a  temporary  difficulty — royal  mourning,  such 
nonsense — panic  in  trade,  lest  these  precious  ministers  go 
out.     I  shall  soon  float  over  the  troubled  waters." 

"By  the  help  of  a  paper  boat,"  said  the  Baron,  laugh- 
Migj  and  the  two  gentlemen  shook  hands  and  parted. 


CHAPTEK  VI. 


^Ikaxwhile  Audley  Egerton's  carriage  had  deposited 
him  at  the  door  of  Lord  Lansmere's  house,  at  Knights- 
bvidge.  He  asked  for  the  Countess,  and  was  shown  into 
the  drawing-room,  which  was  deserted.  Egerton  was  paler 
than  usual;  and  as  the  door  opened,  he  wiped  the  un- 
wonted moisture  from  his  forehead,  and  there  was  a  quiver 
on  his  firm  lip.  The  Countess  too,  on  entering,  showed  an 
emotion  almost  equally  unusual  to  her  self-control.  She 
pressed  Audley 's  hand  in  silence,  and  seating  herself  by 
his  side,  seemed  to  collect  her  thoughts.  At  length  she 
said  ; 

*'  It  is  rarely  indeed  that  we  meet,  Mr.  Egerton,  in  spite 
of  your  intimacy  with  Lansmere  and  Harley,  I  go  so  little 
into  your  world,  and  you  will  not  voluntarily  come  to  me." 

"Madam,"  replied  Egerton,  "I  might  evade  your  kind 
r(>proach  by  stating  that  my  hours  are  not  at  my  disposal; 
but  I  answer  you  with  plain  truth — it  must  be  painful  to 
both  of  us  to  meet." 

The  Countess  coloured  and  sighed,  but  did  not  dispute 
the  assertion. 

Audley  resumed.  "And  therefore,  I  presume  that,  in 
sending  for  me,  you  have  something  of  moment  to  commu- 
nicate?" 

"  It  relates  to  Harley, "  said  the  Countess,  as  if  in  apol- 
ogy ;  "  and  I  would  take  your  advice. " 

"To  Harley!     Speak  on,  I  beseech  you." 

"  My  son  has  probably  told  you  that  he  has  educated  and 
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reared  a  young  girl,  with  the  intention  to  make  her  Lady 
L' Estrange,  and  hereafter  Countess  of  Lansmere." 

"  Harley  has  no  secrets  from  me, "  said  Egerton,  mourn- 
fully. ^ 

"  This  young  lady  has  arrived  in  England — is  here — in 
this  house." 

"And  Harley,  too?" 

"  No,  she  came  over  with  Lady  N and  her  daugh- 
ters. Harley  was  to  follow  shortly,  and  I  expect  him 
daily.  Here  is  his  letter.  Observe,  he  has  never  yet  com- 
municated his  intentions  to  this  young  person,  now  entrust- 
ed to  my  care — never  spoken  to  her  as  the  lover." 

Egerton  took  the  letter  and  read  it  rapidly,  though  with 
attention. 

"True,"  said  he,  as  he  returned  the  letter:  "and  before 
he  does  so  he  wishes  you  to  see  Miss  Digby  and  to  judge  of 
her  yourself — wishes  to  know  if  you  will  approve  and  sanc- 
tion his  choice." 

"It  is  on  this  that  I  would  consult  you— a  girl  without 
rank;  the  father,  it  is  true,  a  gentleman,  though  almost 
equivocally  one,  but  the  mother,  I  know  not  what.  And 
Harley,  for  whom  I  hoped  an  alliance  with  the  first  houses 
in  England!"  The  Countess  pressed  her  hands  convul- 
sively together. 

Egerton. — "He  is  no  more  a  boy.  His  talents  have 
been  wasted — his  life  a  wanderer's.  He  presents  to  you 
a  chance  of  resettling  his  mind,  of  rearousing  his  native 
powers,  of  a  home  beside  your  own.  Lady  Lansmere,  you 
cannot  hesitate!" 

Lady  Lansmere. — "I  do,  I  do!  After  all  that  I  have 
hoped,  after  all  that  I  did  to  prevent " 

Egerton  (interrupting  her). — "You  owe  him  now  an 
atonement;  that  is  in  your  power — it  is  not  in  mine." 

The  Countess  again  pressed  Audley's  hand,  and  the 
gushed  from  her  eyes. 

"  It  shall  be  so.     I  consent — I  consent,     I  will  s 
I  will  crush  back  this  proud  heart.     Alas  I  it 
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broke  liis  own!  I  am  glad  you  speak  thus.  I  like  to 
think  he  owes  my  consent  to  you.  In  that  there  is  atone- 
ment lor  both." 

'*  ^'oii  are  too  generous,  madam,'-  said  Egerton,  evidently 
moved,  though  still,  as  ever,  striving  to  repress  emotion. 
'*And  now  may  I  see  the  young  lady?  This  conference 
pains  me;  you  see  even  my  strong  nerves  quiver;  and 
at  this  time  I  have  much  to  go  through — need  of  all  my 
strength  and  firmness." 

*'  J  hear,  indeed,  that  the  Government  will  probably  re- 
tire. Hut  it  is  with  honour;  it  will  be  soon  called  back  by 
tlie  voice  of  the  nation." 

"  liCt  me  see  the  future  wife  of  Harley  L'Esti*ange,"  said 
I'jgerton,  without  heed  of  this  consolatory  exclamation. 

'I'he  Countess  rose  and  left  the  room.  In  a  few  minutes 
she  returned  with  Helen  Digby. 

Helen  ^^lls  wondrously  improved  from  the  pale,  delicate 
child,  with  the  soft  smile  and  intelligent  eyes,  who  had  sate 
by  the  side  of  Leonard  in  his  garret.  8he  was  about  the  mid- 
dle height,  still  slight,  but  beautifully  formed ;  that  exquis- 
ite roundness  of  proportion  which  conveys  so  well  the  idea 
of  woman,  in  its  undulating  pliant  grace — formed  to  em- 
bellish life,  and  soften  away  its  nulc  angles — formed  to 
embellish,  not  to  protect.  Her  face  might  not  have  satis- 
iied  the  critical  eye  of  an  artist — it  was  not  without  defects 
in  regularity ;  but  its  expression  was  eminently  gentle  and 
l)re possessing;  and  there  were  few  who  would  not  have  ex- 
claimed, "What  a  lovely  countenance!"  The  mildness  of 
her  brow  was  touched  with  melancholy — her  childhood  had 
left  its  traces  on  her  youth.  Her  step  was  slow,  and  her 
manner  shy,  subdued,  and  timid. 

Audley  gazed  on  her  with  earnestness  as  she  approached 
him;  and  then  coming  forward,  took  her  hand  and  kissed 
it. 

'^I  am  your  guardian's  constant  friend,"  said  he,  and  he 
drew  her  gently  to  a  seat  beside  him,  in  the  recess  of  a 
window.     With  a  quick   glance  of  his  eye  towards  the 
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Countess,  he  seemed  to  imply  the  wish  to  converse  with 
Helen  somewhat  apart.  So  the  Countess  interpreted  the 
glance ;  and  though  she  remained  in  the  room,  she  seated 
herself  at  a  distance,  and  bent  over  a  book. 

It  was  touching  to  see  how  the  austere  man  of  business 
lent  himself  to  draw  forth  the  mind  of  this  quiet,  shrink- 
ing girl ;  and  if  you  had  listened,  you  would  have  compre- 
hended how  he  Qsme  to  possess  such  social  influence,  and 
how  well,  some  time  or  other  in  the  course  of  his  life,  he 
had  learned  to  adapt  himself  to  women. 

He  spoke  first  of  Harley  L' Estrange — spoke  with  tact 
and  delicacy.  Helen  at  first  answered  by  monosylhiblcs, 
and  then,  by  degrees,  with  grateful  and  open  aifection. 
Audley's  brow  grew  shaded.  He  then  spoke  of  Italy,  and 
though  no  man  had  less  of  the  poet  in  his  nature,  yet  with 
the  dexterity  of  one  long  versed  in  the  world,  and  who  had 
been  accustomed  to  extract  evidences  from  characters  most 
opposed  to  his  own,  he  suggested  such  .topics  as  might  serve 
to  arouse  i)oetry  in  others.  Helen's  replies  betrayed  a  cul- 
tivated taste,  and  a  charming  womanly  mind ;  but  they  be- 
trayed, also,  one  accustomed  to  take  its  colourings  from 
another's — to  appreciate,  admire,  revere  the  Lofty  and  the 
Beautiful,  but  humbly  and  meekly.  There  was  no  vivid 
enthusiasm,  no  remark  of  striking  originality,  no  flash  of 
the  self-kindling,  creative  faculty.  Lastly,  Egerton  turned 
to  England — to  the  critical  nature  of  the  times — to  the 
claims  which  the  country  possessed  upon  all  who  had  the 
ability  to  serve  and  guide  its  troubled  destinies.  He  en- 
larged warmly  on  Harley' s  natural  talents,  and  rejoiced 
that  he  had  returned  to  England,  perhaps  to  commence 
some  great  career.  Helen  looked  surprised,  but  her  face 
caught  no  correspondent  glow  from  Audley's  eloquence. 
He  rose,  and  an  expression  of  disappointment  ]  d  01 
his  grave  handsome  features,  and  as  quickly  vanis 

"Adieu!  my  dear  Miss  Digby;  I  fear  I  have 
you,  especially  with  my  politics.     Adieu^  Lady  1 
no  doubt  I  shall  see  Harley  as  soon  as  he  reto: 
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Then  he  hasUnied  from  the  room,  gained  his  carriage, 
and  ordered  the  coachman  to  drive  to  Downing  Street.  He 
drew  down  the  blinds,  and  leant  back.  A  certain  languor 
became  visible  in  his  face,  and  once  or  twice  he  mechani- 
cally put  his  hand  to  his  heart. 

**  She  is  good,  amiable,  docile — will  make  an  excellent 
wife,  no  doubt,"  said  he,  murmuringly.  "But  does  she 
love  Ilarley  as  he  has  dreamed  of  love?  No!  Has  she  the 
power  and  energy  to  arouse  his  faculties,  and  restore  to  the 
world  the  Harley  of  old?  No!  Meant  by  Heaven  to  be 
the  shadow  of  another's  sun — not  herself  the  sun — this 
child  is  not  the  one  who  can  atone  for  the  Past  and  illume 
the  Future. " 


CHAPTER  VII. 


That  evening  Hajley  L' Estrange  arrived  at  his  father's 
house.  The  few  years  that  had  passed  since  we  saw  him 
last  had  made  no  perceptible  change  in  his  appearance. 
He  still  preserved  his  elastic  youthfulness  of  form,  and 
singular  variety  and  play  of  countenance.  He  seemed  un- 
affectedly rejoiced  to  greet  his  parents,  and  had  something 
of  the  gaiety  and  tenderness  of  a  boy  returned  from  school. 
His  manner  to  Helen  bespoke  the  chivalry  that  pervaded 
all  the  complexities  and  curves  of  his  character.  It  was 
affectionate,  but  respectful.  Hers  to  him,  subdued — but 
innocently  sweet  and  gently  cordial.  Harley  was  the  chief 
talker.  The  aspect  of  the  times  was  so  critical  that  he 
could  not  avoid  questions  on  politics;  and,  indeed,  he 
showed  an  interest  in  them  which  he  had  never  evinced 
before.     Lord  Lansmere  was  delighted. 

'*  Why,  Harley,  you  love  your  country  after  all?" 

"The  moment  she  seems  in  danger — yes!"  replied  the 
Patrician ;  and  the  Sybarite  seemed  to  rise  into  the  Athe- 
nian. 

Then  he  asked  with  eagerness  about  his  old  friend  Aud- 
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ley ;  and,  his  curiosity  satisfied  there,  he  inquired  the  last 
literary  news.  He  had  heard  much  of  a  book  lately  pub- 
lished. He  named  the  one  ascribed  by  Parson  Dale  to 
Professor  Moss;  none  of  his  listeners  had  read  it. 

Harley  pished  at  this,  and  accused  them  all  of  indolence 
and  stupidity,  in  his  own  quaint,  metaphorical  style.  Then 
he  said,  "  And  town  gossip?" 

"  We  never  hear  it,"  said  Lady  Lansmere. 

"There  is  a  new  plough  much  talked  of  at  Boodle's," 
said  Lord  Lansmere. 

"  God  speed  it.  But  is  not  there  a  new  man  much  talked 
of  at  White's?" 

"  I  don't  belong  to  White's." 

"  Nevertheless,  you  may  have  heard  of  him — a  foreigner, 
a  Count  di  Peschiera." 

"  Yes,"  said  Lord  Lansmere;  "  he  was  pointed  out  to  me 
in  the  park — a  handsome  man  for  a  foreigner ;  wears  his 
hair  properly  cut;  looks  gentlemanlike  and  English." 

"Ah,  ah!  He  is  here  then!"  and  Harley  rubbed  his 
hands. 

"  Which  road  did  you  take?     Did  you  pass  the  Simplon?" 

"No;  I  came  straight  from  Vienna." 

Then,  relating  with  lively  vein  his  adventures  by  the 
way,  he  continued  to  delight  Lord  Lansmere  by  his  gaiety 
till  the  time  came  to  retire  to  rest.  As  soon  as  Harley  was 
in  his  own  room  his  mother  joined  him. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  "  I  need  not  ask  if  you  like  Miss  Digby? 
Who  would  not?" 

"Harley,  my  own  son,"  said  the  mother,  bursting  into 
tears,  "  be  happy  your  own  way ;  only  be  happy,  that  is  all 
I  ask." 

Harley,  much  affected,  replied  gratefully  and  soothingly 
to  this  fond  injunction.     And  then  gradually  leading  his 
mother  on  to  converse  of  Helen,  asked  abruptly :  ".  And  of 
the  chance  of  our  happiness — her  happiness  as  well 
mine — what  is  your  opinion?     speak  frankly." 

"Of  her  happiness  there  can  be  no  doubt,"  : 
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m other  proudly.  "  Of  yours,  how  can  you  ask  me?  Have 
y<)\i  not  cU^cided  on  tliat  yourself?" 

••  Hut  still  it  I'heers  and  encourages  one  in  any  experi- 
ment, however  well  considered,  to  hear  the  approval  of 
another.     Helen  has  certainly  a  most  gentle  temper." 

'*  I  should  conjecture  so.     l^ut  her  mind " 

''  Is  very  well  stored/' 

''  She  s])eaks  so  little " 

''  V(\s.     I  wonder  why?     She's  surely  a  woman!" 

"  Pshaw,"  said  the  Countess,  smiling,  in  spite  of  herself. 
^'  Hut  tell  me  more  of  the  i)rocess  of  your  experiment. 
You  took  her  as  a  child,  and  resolved  to  train  her  accord- 
ing to  your  own  ideal.     Was  that  easy?" 

"It  schemed  so.  I  desired  to  instil  habits  of  truth:  she 
was  already  by  nature  truthful  as  the  day;  a  taste  for 
nature  and  all  things  natural — that  seemed  inborn;  percep- 
tions of  Art  as  the  interpreter  of  Nature — those  were 
more  difficult  to  teach.  1  think  they  may  come.  Y'oii 
have  heard  her  play  and  sing?" 

"No." 

''  She  will  surprise  you.  She  has  less  talent  for  drawing; 
still,  all  that  teaching  coidd  do  has  been  done— in  a  word, 
she  is  accomplished.  Temper,  heart,  mind — these  all  are 
(excellent."  Jlarley  stopped  and  suppressed  a  sigh.  "  Cer- 
tainly I  ought  to  be  very  happy,"  said  he;  and  he  began 
to  wind  up  his  watch. 

''Of  course  she  must  love  you,"  said  the  Countess,  after 
a  pause.     "  1  low  could  she  -fail?" 

"Tjove  me!  My  dear  mother,  that  is  the  very  question 
I  shall  have  to  ask." 

''  Ask !  Love  is  discovered  by  a  glance;  it  has  no  need  of 
asking." 

"  I  have  never  discovered  it,  then,  I  assure  you.  The 
fact  is,  that  before  her  childhood  was  passed  I  removed 
her,  as  you  may  suppose,  from  my  roof.  She  resided  with 
an  Italian  family  near  my  usual  abode.  I  visited  her  often, 
directed  her  studies,  watched  her  improvement '^ 
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"  And  fell  in  love  with  her?" 

"  Fall  is  such  a  very  violent  word.  No ;  I  don't  remem- 
ber to  have  had  a  fall.  It  was  all  a  smooth  inclined  plane 
from  the  first  step,  until  at  last  I  said  to  myself:  ^Harley 
L'Estrange,  thy  time  has  come.  The  bud  has  blossomed 
into  flower.  Take  it  to  thy  breast.'  And  myself  replied 
to  myself,  meekly,  *So  be  it.'     Then  I  found  that  Lady 

N ,  with   her  daughters,  was  coming  to  England.     I 

asked  her  ladyship  to  take  my  ward  to  your  house.  I  wrote 
to  you,  and  prayed  your  assent ;  and,  that  granted,  I  knew 
you  would  obtain  my  father's.  I  am  here— you  give  me 
the  approval  1  sought  for.  I  will  speak  to  Helen  to- 
morrow.   Perhaps,  after  all,  she  may  reject  me." 

"Strange,  strange — you  speak  thus  coldly,  thus  lightly; 
you  so  capable  of  ardent  love!" 

"Mother,"  said  Harley,  earnestly,  "be  satisfied!  /am! 
Love  as  of  old,  I  feel,  alas!  too  well,  can  visit  me  never 
more.  But  gentle  companionship,  tender  friendship,  the 
relief  and  the  sunlight  of  woman's  smile — hereafter  the 
voices  of  children — music  that,  striking  on  the  hearts  of 
both  parents,  wakens  the  most  lasting  and  the  purest  of  all 
sympathies :  these  are  my  hope.  Is  the  hope  so  mean,  my 
fond  mother?" 

Again  the  Countess  wept,  and  her  tears  were  not  dried 
when  she  left  the  room. 


CHAPTEE  VIII. 


O  Helen,  fair  Helen — type  of  the  quiet,  serene,  unno- 
ticed, deep-felt  excellence  of  woman !  Woman,  less  as  the 
ideal  that  a  poet  conjures  from  the  air,  than  as  the  compan- 
ion of  a  poet  on  the  earth !  Woman,  who,  mth  her  clear 
sunny  vision  of  things  actual,  and  the  exquisite  fibre  of  her 
delicate  sense,  supplies  the  deficiencies  of  him  whose  foot 
stumbles  on  the  soil,  because  his  eye  is  too  intent  upotx 
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tin*  stars!  Woman,  the  provident,  the  comforting — angel 
whose  i)inions  are  fokled  round  the  heart,  guarding  there 
a  divine  spring  uumarrod  by  the  winter  of  the  world! 
Helen,  soft  Helen,  is  it  indeed  in  thee  that  the  wild  and 
brilliant  "  lord  of  wantonness  and  ease  '■  is  to  find  the  regen- 
eration of  his  life — the  rebaptism  of  his  soul?  Of  what 
avail  thy  meek  prudent  household  virtues  to  one  whom  For- 
tiint^  scre(»ns  frcmi  rough  trial? — whose  sorrows  lie  remote 
from  thy  ken? — whose  spirit,  erratic  and  perturbed,  now 
rising,  now  falling,  needs  a  vision  more  subtle  than  thine 
to  ])iir8ue,  and  a  strength  that  can  sustain  the  reason,  when 
it  (lr()oi)s,  on  the  wing  of  enthusiasm  and  passion? 

And  thou,  thyself,  0  nature,  shrinking  and  humble,  that 
needest  to  be  courted  forth  from  the  shelter,  and  developed 
nnder  the  calm  and  genial  atmosphere  of  holy,  happy  love — 
ean  such  affection  as  Harley  L' Estrange  may  proffer  suf- 
fice to  thee?  Will  not  the  blossoms,  yet  folded  in  the  petal, 
wither  away  beneath  the  shade  that  may  protect  them 
from  the  storm,  and  yet  shut  them  from  the  sim?  Thou 
who,  where  thou  givest  love,  seekest,  though  meekly,  for 
love  in  return; — to  be  the  soul's  sweet  necessity,  the 
life's  household  partner  to  him  who  receives  all  thy  faith 
and  devotion — canst  thou  influence  the  sources  of  joy  and 
of  sorrow  in  the  heart  that  does  not  heave  at  thy  name? 
Hast  thou  the  charm  and  the  force  of  the  moon,  that  the 
tides  of  that  wayward  sea  shall  ebb  and  flow  at  thy  will? 
Yet  who  shall  say — who  conjecture  how  near  two  hearts 
can  become,  when  no  guilt  lies  between  them,  and  time 
brings  the  ties  all  its  own?  Rarest  of  all  things  on  earth 
is  the  union  in  wdiieh  both,  by  their  contrasts,  make  har- 
monious their  blending;  each  supplying  the  defects  of  the 
hel])mate,  and  completing,  by  fusion,  one  strong  human 
soul  I  Happiness  enough,  where  even  Peace  does  but 
seldom  preside,  when  each  can  bring  to  the  altar,  if  not  the 
flame,  still  the  incense.  Where  man's  thoughts  are  all  noble 
and  generous,  woman's  feelings  all  gentle  and  pure,  love 
may  fcDow,  if  it  does  not  precede; — and  if  not, — if  the 
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roses  be  missed  from  the  garland,  one  may  sigh  for  the 
rose,  but  one  is  safe  from  the  thorn. 

The  morning  was  mild,  yet  somewhat  overcast  by  the 
mist  which  announces  coming  winter  in  London,  and  Helen 
walked  musingly  beneath  the  trees  that  surrounded  the  gar- 
den of  Lord  Lansmere's  house.  Many  leaves  were  yet  left 
on  the  boughs ;  but  they  were  sere  and  withered.  And  the 
birds  chirped  at  times ;  but  their  note  was  mournful  and 
complaining.  All  within  this  house,  until  Harley's  arri- 
val, had  been  strange  and  saddening  to  Helen's  timid  and 
subdued  spirits.  Lady  Lansinere  had  received  her  kindly, 
but  with  a  certain  restraint;  and  the  loftiness  of  manner, 
common  to  the  Countess  with  all  but  Harley,  had  awed  and 
chilled  the  diffident  orphan.  Lady  Lansmere's  very  inter- 
est in  Harley' s  choice — her  attempts  to  draw  Helen  out  of 
her  reserve — her  watchful  eyes  whenever  Helen  shyly  spoke, 
or  shyly  moved,  frightened  the  poor  child,  and  made  her 
unjust  to  herself. 

The  very  servants,  though  staid,  grave,  and  respectful, 
as  suited  a  dignified,  old-fashioned   household,  painfully 
contrasted  the  bright  welcoming  smiles  and  free  talk  of 
Italian  domestics.     Her  recollections  of  the  happy  warm 
Continental  manner,   which  so  sets  the  bashful  at  their 
ease,  made  the  stately  and  cold  precision  of  all  around  her 
doubly  awful  and  dispiriting.      Lord  Lansmere  himself, 
who  did  not  as  yet  know  the  views  of  Harley,  and  little 
dreamed  that  he  was  to  anticipate  a  daughter-in-law  in  the 
ward  whom  he  understood  Harley,  in  a  freak  of  generous 
romance,  had  adopted,  was  familiar  and  courteo     ,  as  be- 
came a  host.     But  he  looked  upon  Helen  as  a        b 
and  naturally  left  her  to  the  Countess.     The  d 
her  equivocal  position — of  her  comparative  1 
birth  and  fortunes,  oppressed  and  pained  her; 
gratitude  to  Harley  was  made  burthensoi 
of  helplessness.     The  grateful  long  to  n 
could  she  ever  do  for  him? 

Thus  musing,  she  wandered  alo 
2—21 
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walks ;  and  tliis  sort  of  mock  country  landscape — London 
loiul,  and  even  visible,  beyond  the  high  gloomy  walls,  and 
no  escai)e  from  the  windows  of  the  squai'C  formal  house — 
seemed  a  type  of  the  prison  bounds  of  Kank  to  one  whose 
soul  yearns  for  simple  loving  Nature. 

Helen's  reverie  was  interrupted  by  Nero's  joyous  bark. 
He  had  caught  sight  of  her,  and  came  bounding  up,  and 
thrust  his  large  head  into  her  hand.  As  she  stooped  to 
caress  the  dog,  happy  at  his  honest  greeting,  and  tears  that 
had  been  long  gathering  at  the  lids  fell  silently  on  his  face 
(for  I  know  nothing  that  more  moves  us  to  tears  than  the 
hearty  kindness  of  a  dog,  when  something  in  human  beings 
has  pained  or  chilled  us),  she  heard  behind  the  musical 
voice  of  Harley.  Hastily  she  dried  or  repressed  her  tears, 
as  her  guardian  came  up  and  drew  her  arm  within  his 
own. 

"  I  had  so  little  of  your  conversation  last  evening,  my 
dear  ward,  that  I  may  well  monopolise  you  now,  even  to 
the  privation  of  Nero.  And  so  you  are  once  more  in  your 
native  land?" 

Helen  sighed  softly. 

**  May  I  not  hope  that  you  return  under  fairer  auspices 
than  those  which  your  childhood  knew?" 

Helen  turned  her  eyes  with  ingenuous  thankfulness  to 
her  guardian,  and  the  memory  of  all  she  owed  to  him  rushed 
upon  her  heart. 

Harley  renewed,  and  with  earnest,  though  melancholy 
sweetness;  "Helen,  your  eyes  thank  me;  but  hear  me  be- 
fore your  words  do.  I  deserve  no  thanks.  I  am  about  to 
make  to  you  a  strange  confession  of  egotism  and  selfish- 
ness." 

"You! — oh,  impossible!" 

"  Judge  yourself,  and  then  decide  which  of  us  shall  have 
cause  to  be  grateful.  Helen,  when  I  was  scarcely  your  age— • 
a  boy  in  years,  but  more,  methinks,  a  man  at  heart,  with 
man's  strong  energies  and  sublime  aspirings,  than  I  have 
ever  since  been — I  loved,  and  deeply " 
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He  paused  a  moment,  in  evident  struggle.  Helen  lis- 
tened in  mute  surprise,  but  his  emotion  awakened  her  own ; 
her  tender  woman's  heart  yearned  to  console.  Uncon- 
sciously her  arm  rested  on  his  less  lightly. 

"  Deeply,  and  for  sorrow.  It  is  a  long  tale,  that  may  be 
told  hereafter.  The  worldly  would  call  my  love  a  mad- 
ness. I  did  not  reason  on  it  then — I  cannot  reason  on  it 
now.  Enough  x  death  smote  suddenly,  terribly,  and  to  me 
mysteriously,  her  whom  I  loved.  The  love  lived  on.  For- 
tunately, perhaps,  for  me,  I  had  quick  distraction,  not  to 
grief,  but  to  its  inert  indulgence.  I  was  a  soldier;  I  joined 
our  armies.  Men  called  me  brave.  Flattery!  I  was  a 
coward  before  the  thought  of  life.  I  sought  death:  like 
sleep,  it  does  not  come  at  our  call.  Peace  ensued.  As 
when  the  winds  fall  the  sails  droop — so  when  excitement 
ceased,  all  seemed  to  me  flat  and  objectless.  Heavy,  heavy 
was  my  heart.  Perhaps  grief  had  been  less  obstinate,  but 
that  I  feared  I  had  causes  for  self-reproach.  Since  then  I 
have  been  a  wanderer — a  self-made  exile.  My  boyhood 
had  been  ambitious — all  ambition  ceased.  Flames,  when 
they  reach  the  core  of  the  heart,  spread,  and  leave  all  in 
ashis.  Let  me  be  brief:  I  did  not  mean  thus  weakly  to 
complain — I  to  whom  Heaven  has  given  so  many  blessings ! 
I  felt,  as  it  were,  separated  from  the  common  objects  and 
joys  of  men.  I  grew  startled  to  see  how,  year  by  year, 
wayward  humours  possessed  me.  I  resolved  again  to  attach 
myself  to  some  living  heart — it  was  my  sole  chance  to  re- 
kindle my  own.  But  the  one  I  had  loved  remained  as  my 
type  of  woman,  and  she  was  different  from  all  I  saw. 
Therefore  I  said  to  myself,  *I  will  rear  from  childhood 
some  young  fresh  life,  to  grow  up  into  my  id-  . '  As  this 
thought  began  to  haunt  me,  I  chanced  to  cu  over  y< 
Struck  with  the  romance  of  your  early  life,  icl 
your  courage,  charmed  by  your  affectionate  tuie, 
to  myself,  *Here  is  what  I  seek.'  Helen,  in  i 
guardianship  of  your  life,  in  all  the  culture  \ 
sought  to  bestow  on  your  docile  chUdhood|  I 
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have  been  but  the  egotist.  And  now,  when  you  have 
ieiich(»cl  that  age  when  it  becomes  me  to  speak,  and  you  to 
listen — now,  when  you  are  under  the  sacred  roof  of  my  own 
mother — now  I  ask  you,  can  you  accept  this  heart,  such  as 
wasted  years,  and  griefs  too  fondly  nursed,  have  left  it? 
Can  you  be,  at  least,  my  comforter?  Can  you  aid  me  to 
regard  life  as  a  duty,  and  recover  those  aspirations  which 
once  soared  from  the  paltry  and  miserable  confines  of  our 
frivolous  daily  being?  Helen,  here  I  ask  you,  can  you  be 
all  this,  and  under  the  name  of — Wife?" 

It  would  be  in  vain  to  describe  the  rapid,  varying,  inde- 
finable emotions  that  passed  through  the  inexperienced 
heart  of  the  youthful  listener  as  Harley  thus  spoke.  He 
so  moved  all  the  springs  of  amaze,  compassion,  tender  re- 
spect, sympathy,  childlike  gratitude,  that  when  he  paused 
and  gently  took  her  hand,  she  remained  bewildered,  speech- 
less, overpowered.  Harley  smiled  as  he  gazed  upon  her 
blushing,  downcast,  expressive  face.  He  conjectured  at 
once  that  the  idea  of  such  proposals  had  never  crossed  her 
mind ;  that  she  had  never  contemplated  him  in  the  charac- 
ter of  wooer ;  never  even  sounded  her  heart  as  to  the  na- 
ture of  such  feelings  as  his  image  had  aroused. 

"My  Helen,"  he  resumed,  with  a  calm  pathos  of  voice, 
"  there  is  some  disparity  of  years  between  us,  and  perhaps 
I  may  not  hope  henceforth  for  that  love  which  youth  gives 
to  the  young.  Permit  me  simply  to  ask,  what  you  will 
frankly  answer,  *Can  you  have  seen  in  our  quiet  life 
abroad,  or  under  the  roof  of  your  Italian  friends,  any  one 
you  prefer  to  me?  "' 

"No,  indeed,  no!"  murmured  Helen.  "How  could  I — 
who  is  like  you?"  Then,  with  a  sudden  effort — for  her 
innate  truthfulness  took  alarm,  and  her  very  affection  for 
Harley,  childlike  and  reverent,  made  her  tremble  lest  she 
should  deceive  him — she  drew  a  little  aside,  and  spoke 
thus: 

"  Oh  my  dear  guardian,  noblest  of  all  human  beings,  at 
least  in  my  eyes,  forgive,  forgive  me,  if  I  seem  ungrateful, 
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hesitating;  but  I  cannot  think  of  myself  as  worthy  of  yow. 
I  never  so  lifted  my  eyes.     Your  rank,  your  position " 

"  Why  should  they  be  eternally  my  curse?  Forget  them, 
and  go  on." 

"It  is  not  only  they,"  said  Helen,  almost  sobbing, 
"though  they  are  much;  but  I  your  type,  your  ideal! — I? 
— impossible!  Oh,  how  can  I  ever  be  anything  even  of 
use,  of  aid,  of  comfort  to  one  like  you!" 

"You  can,  Helen — ^you  can!"  cried  Hailey,  charmed  by 
such  ingenuous  modesty.     "  May  I  not  keep  this  hand?" 

And  Helen  left  her  hand  in  Harley's,  and  turned  away 
her  face,  fairly  weeping.  A  stately  step  passed  under  the 
wintry  trees. 

"My  mother,"  said  Harley  L' Estrange,  looking  up,  "I 
present  to  you  my  future  wife." 


CHAPTER  IX. 


With  a  slow  step  and  an  abstracted  air,  Harley  L' Es- 
trange bent  his  way  towards  Egerton's  house,  after  his 
eventful  interview  with  Helen.  He  had  just  entered  one 
of  the  streets  leading  into  Grosvenor  Square,  when  a  young 
man,  walking  quickly  from  the  opposite  direction,  came  full 
against  him,  and  drawing  back  with  a  brief  apology,  recog- 
nised him,  and  exclaimed,  "What!  you  in  England,  Lord 
L' Estrange!  Accept  my  congratulations  on  your  return. 
But  you  seem  scarcely  to  remember  me." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Leslie.     I  remember  you  now 
by  your  smile ;  but  you  are  of  an  age  in  which  it  is  per- 
mitted me  to  say  that  you  look  older  than  when  I  s£ 
last." 

"  And  yet.  Lord  L' Estrange,  it  seems  to  me  tl 
younger." 

Indeed,  this  reply  was  so  far  true  that  ' 
less  difference  of  years  than  before  1 
L' Estrange;  for  the  wrinkles  in  the  i 
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visible  in  his  visage,  while  Harley's  dreamy  worship  of 
Truth  and  Beauty  seemed  to  have  preserved  to  the  votary 
the  enduring  youth  of  the  divinities. 

Harley  received  the  compliment  with  a  supreme  indiffer- 
ence, which  might  have  been  suitable  to  a  Stoic,  but  which 
seemed  scarcely  natural  to  a  gentleman  who  had  just  pro- 
posed to  a  lady  many  years  younger  than  himself. 

Leslie  renewed :  "  Perhaps  you  are  on  your  way  to  Mr. 
Ef^erton's.  If  so,  you  will  not  find  him  at  home;  he  is  at 
his  office." 

"Thank  you.  Then  to  his  office  I  must  redirect  my 
steps." 

"  T  am  going  to  him  myself,"  said  Kandal,  hesitatingly. 

L' Estrange  had  no  prepossessions  in  favour  of  Leslie, 
from  the  little  he  had  seen  of  that  young  gentleman;  but 
llandaPs  remark  was  an  appeal  to  his  habitual  urbanity, 
and  he  replied,  with  well-bred  readiness,  "  Let  us  be  com- 
panions so  far." 

Kandal  accej^ted  the  arm  proffered  to  him;  and  Lord 
L'  Estrange,  as  is  usual  with  one  long  absent  from  his  na- 
tive land,  bore  part  as  a  questioner  in  the  dialogue  that 
ensued. 

"  Egerton  is  always  the  same  man,  I  suppose — too  busy 
for  illness,  and  too  firm  for  sorrow?" 

*^  If  he  ever  feel  either,  he  will  never  stoop  to  complain. 
But,  indeed,  my  dear  lord,  I  should  like  much  to  know 
what  you  think  of  his  health." 

**  How !     You  alarm  me!" 

"  Nay,  I  did  not  mean  to  do  that ;  and  pray  do  not  let 
him  know  that  I  went  so  far.  But  I  have  fancied  that  he 
looks  a  little  worn  and  suffering." 

"Poor  Audley !"  said  L'Estrange,  in  a  tone  of  deep  affec- 
tion. "  I  will  sound  him,  and,  be  assured,  without  naming 
you;  for  I  know  well  how  little  he  likes  to  be  supposed 
capable  of  human  infirmity.  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  your 
hint — obliged  to  you  for  your  interest  in  one  so  dear  to 
me." 
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And  Harley's  voice  was  more  cordial  to  Randal  tlian  it 
had  ever  been  before.  He  then  began  to  inquire  what 
Randal  thought  of  the  rumours  that  had  reached  himself 
as  to  the  probable  defeat  of  the  Government,  and  how  far 
Audley's  spirits  were  affected  by  such  risks.  But  Randal 
here,  seeing  that  Harley  could  communicate  nothing,  was 
reserved  and  guarded. 

"  Loss  of  office  could  not,  I  think,  affect  a  man  like  Aud- 
ley,"  observed  Lord  L'Estrange.  "He  would  be  as  great 
in  opposition — perhaps  greater ;  and  as  to  emoluments " 

"The  emoluments  are  good,"  interposed  Randal,  with  a 
half -sigh. 

"  Good  enough,  I  suppose,  to  pay  him  back  about  a  tenth 
of  what  his  place  costs  our  magnificent  friend — No,  I  will 
say  one  thing  for  English  statesmen,  no  maij  amongst  them 
ever  yet  was  the  richer  for  place. " 

"And  Mr.  Egerton's  private  fortune  must  be  large,  I 
take  for  granted,"  said  Randal,  carelessly. 

"It  ought  to  be,  if  he  has  time  to  look  to  it." 

Here  they  passed  by  the  hotel  in  which  lodged  the  Count 
di  Peschiera. 

Randal  stopped.  "  Will  you  excuse  me  for  an  instant? 
As  we  are  passing  this  hotel,  I  will  just  leave  my  card 
here."  So  saying,  he  gave  his  card  to  a  waiter  lounging  by 
the  door.     "For  the  Count  di  Peschiera,"  said  he  aloud. 

L'Estrange  started;  and  as  Randal  again  took  his  arm, 
said,  "  So  that  Italian  lodges  here?  and  you  know  him?" 

"  I  know  him  but  slightlyi  as  one  knows  any  foreigner 
who  makes  a  seiusatioiiu'' 

"He  makes  a  seiisatiaiil^Ljf^U^^  • 

"Naturally,  fat  be  ^j^P*'*'"'*'*^^  «wd  to  be 
very  rich — that  is*  •^  ^^  "srenues  of 

his  exiled  kinan**- 

"I  see  you  ^-^  jjlwhatis 

supposed  to  bn^  -  *  '  TL 

"I  did  hew  ^Tpder- 

stand^  about  a  -^Jdns- 
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man's  daughter;  and  so,  I  conclude,  secure  to  himself  all 
the  inheritance;  and  that  he  is  therefore  here  to  discover 
the  kinsman  and  win  the  heiress.  But  probably  you  know 
the  rights  of  the  story,  and  can  tell  me  what  credit  to  give 
to  such  gossip." 

"  I  know  this  at  least,  that  if  he  did  lay  such  a  wager,  I 
would  advise  you  to  take  any  odds  against  him  that  his 
backers  may  give,"  said  L'Estrange  drily;  and  while  his 
lip  quivered  with  anger,  his  eye  gleamed  with  arch  ironical 
humour. 

"  You  think,  then,  that  this  poor  kinsman  will  not  need 
such  an  alliance  in  order  to  regain  his  estates?" 

"  Yes ;.  for  I  never  yet  knew  a  rogue  whom  I  would  not 
bet  against,  when  he  backed  his  own  luck  as  a  rogue  against 
Justice  and  Prgvidence." 

Kandal  winced,  and  felt  as  if  an  arrow  had  grazed  his 
heart;  but  he  soon  recovered. 

"And  indeed  there  is  another  vague  rumour  that  the 
young  lady  in  question  is  married  already — to  some  Eng- 
lishman." 

This  time  it  was  Harley  who  winced.  "Good  Heavens! 
that  cannot  be  true — that  would  undo  all !  An  Englishman 
just  at  this  moment!  But  some  Englishman  of  correspond- 
ent rank  I  trust,  or  at  least  one  known  for  opinions 
opposed  to  what  an  Austrian  would  call  Eevolutionary 
doctrines?" 

"  I  know  nothing.  But  it  was  supposed,  merely  a  pri- 
vate gentleman  of  good  family.  Would,  not  that  sufl&ce? 
Can  the  Austrian  Court  dictate  a  marriage  to  the  daughter 
as  a  condition  for  grace  to  the  father?" 

"No — not  that!"  said  Harley,  greatly  disturbed.  "But 
put  yourself  in  the  position  of  any  minister  to  one  of  the 
great  European  monarchies.  Suppose  a  political  insurgent, 
formidable  for  station  and  wealth,  had  been  proscribed, 
much  interest  made  on  his  behalf,  a  powerful  party  striv- 
ing against  it,  and  just  when  the  minister  is  disposed  to 
relent,  he  hears  that  the  heiress  to  this  wealth  and.  this 
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CHAPTER  X. 

"That  Lord  L' Estrange  seems  a  very  good  fellow." 

"So-so; — an  effeminate  humorist — says  the  most  absurd 
things,  and  fancies  them*  wise.  Never  mind  him.  Vou 
wanted  to  speak  to  me,  Frank?" 

"Yes;  I  am  so  obliged  to  you  for  introducing  mo  to 
Levy.     I  must  tell  you  how  handsomely  he  has  behaved. " 

"Stop;  allow  me  to  remind  you  that  I  did  not  intnKhH*i» 
you  to  Levy;  you  had  met  him  before  at  lUyrrowi^W h,  if  I 
recollect  right,  and  he  dined  with  us  at  the  ClurvuiUni 
that  is  all  I  had  to  do  with  bringing  you  together.  liifh'iNl, 
I  rather  cautioned  you  against  him  than  not.  Pray  ilon't 
think  I  introduced  you  to  a  man  who,  however  {ileaHatit  himI 
perhaps  honest,  is  still  a  money-lender.  Vour  failier  woiiM 
be  justly  angry  with  me  if  I  had  done  so. " 

"Oh,  pooh!  you  are  prejudiced  against  poor  L^vy.  Itiil, 
just  hear:  I  was  sitting  very  ruefully,  iliitikiiig  ov«'r  Uionn 
cursed  bills,  and  how  the  deuce  I  should  reiMiw  Ummii,  wIm'Ii 
Levy  walked  into  my  rooms;  and,  aft<*r  Udlliig  iimi  of  \t]» 
long  friendship  for  my  uncle  I0g(»r1/ou  iind  lii»  adiiiiniMmi 
for  yourself,  and  (give  me  your  hand,  Kandiil)  ftuyiim  Unw 
touched  he  felt  by  your  kind  synipatliy  in  my  troiihl<'4|  lin 
opened  his  pocket-book,  and  showi^d  nin  thn  h)llt<  mtfo  iiihI 
sound  in  his  own  possessioiu" 

"How?" 

"He  had  bought  them  up.     *It  niimi  Im<  «o  dl»ttUl'«**«4hl« 
to  me,'  he  said,  'to  have  tliem  Hyinf(  iiboiii  ilm  ImUtUm 
money-market,  and  those  Jews  would  Ini  Mlir«i       m^i 
later  to  apply  to  my  father.    And  now,'  mldml  [     Jf|  *f 
in  no  immediate  hurry  for  the  moiuiyf  and  W«  III 
interest  upon  fairer  terms.'     In  shorti  Siothi 
more  liberal  than  his  tone.     And  hd  MflyMf  ' 
of  a  way  to  relieve  me  altogether,  and      V 
in  a»  few  days,  when  his  plan  is  nii 
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to  entitle  her  to  compassion  and  respect.  But  as  to  Pes- 
cliiera,  all  who  prize  honour  suspect  him  to  be  a  knave — I 
know  him  to  be  one.  Now,  1  think  that  the  longer  we  pre- 
serve that  abhorrence  for  knavery  which  is  the  generous 
instinct  of  youth,  why,  the  fairer  will  be  our  manhood,  and 
the  more  reverend  our  age.  You  agree  with  me?"  And 
Harley  suddenly  turning,  his  eyes  fell  like  a  flood  of  light 
ui)on  Randal's  pale  and  secret  countenance. 

"  To  be  sure,"  murmured  the  schemer. 

Harley,  surveying  him,  mechanically  recoiled,  and  with- 
drew his  arm. 

Fortunately  for  Randal,  who  somehow  or  other  felt  him- 
self slipped  into  a  false  position,  he  scarce  knew  how  or 
why,  he  was  here  seized  by  the  arm;  and  a  clear,  open, 
manly  voice  cried,  **  My  dear  fellow,  how  are  you?  I  see 
you  are  engaged  now ;  but  look  into  my  rooms  when  you 
can,  in  the  course  of  the  day." 

And  with  a  bow  of  excuse  for  his  interruption,  to  Lord 
L' Estrange,  the  speaker  was  then  turning  away,  when  Har- 
ley said: 

"  No,  don't  let  me  take  you  from  your  friend,  Mr.  Leslie. 
And  you  need  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  see  Egerton ;  for  I  shall 
claim  the  privilege  of  older  friendship  for  the  first  inter- 
view." 

"It  is  Mr.  Egerton's  nephew,  Frank  Hazeldean." 

"  Pray,  call  him  back,  and  present  me  to  him.  He  has 
a  face  that  would  have  gone  far  to  reconcile  Timon  to 
Athens." 

Randal  obeyed,  and,  after  a  few  kindly  words  to  Frank, 
Harley  insisted  on  leaving  the  two  young  men  together, 
and  walked  on  to  Downing  Street  with  a  brisker  step. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

"That  Lord  L' Estrange  seems  a  very  good  fellow." 

"So-so; — an  effeminate  humorist — says  the  most  absurd 
things,  and  fancies  them  wise.  Never  mind  him.  You 
wanted  to  speak  to  me,  Frank?" 

"Yes;  I  am  so  obliged  to  you  for  inti'oducing  me  to 
Levy.     I  must  tell  you  how  handsomely  he  has  behaved." 

"  Stop ;  allow  me  to  remind  you  that  I  did  not  introduce 
you  to  Levy;  you  had  met  him  before  at  Borrowell's,  if  I 
recollect  right,  and  he  dined  with  us  at  the  Clarendon — 
that  is  all  I  had  to  do  with  bringing  you  together.  Indeed, 
I  rather  cautioned  you  against  him  than  not.  Pray  don't 
think  I  introduced  you  to  a  man  who,  however  pleasant  and 
perhaps  honest,  is  still  a  money-lender.  Your  father  would 
be  justly  angry  with  me  if  I  had  done  so. " 

"Oh,  pooh!  you  are  prejudiced  against  poor  Levy.  But 
just  hear :  I  was  sitting  very  ruefully,  thinking  over  those 
cursed  bills,  and  how  the  deuce  I  should  renew  them,  when 
Levy  walked  into  my  rooms ;  and,  after  telling  me  of  his 
long  friendship  for  my  uncle  Egerton  and  his  admiration 
for  yourself,  and  (give  me  your  hand,  Randal)  saying  how 
touched  he  felt  by  your  kind  sympathy  in  my  troubles,  he 
opened  his  pocket-book,  and  showed  me  the  bills  safe  and 
sound  in  his  own  possession." 

"  How?" 

"He  had  bought  them  up.  *It  must  be  so  disagreeable 
to  me,'  he  said,  *to  have  them  flying  about  the  London 
money-market,  and  those  Jews  would  be  sure  sooner  or 
later  to  apply  to  my  father.  And  now,'  added  Levy,  *I  am 
in  no  immediate  hurry  for  the  money,  and  we  must  put  the 
interest  upon  fairer  terms.'  In  short,  nothing  could  be 
more  liberal  than  his  tone.  And  he  says,  *he  is  thinking 
of  a  way  to  relieve  me  altogether,  and  will  call  about  it 
in  a»  few  days,  when  his  plan  is  matured.'     After  all,  I 
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iniist  owe  tliis  to  you,  llandal.  I  dare  swear  you  put  it 
into  liis  head/' 

"Oil  no,  indeed!  On  the  contrary,  T  still  say,  *Be  cau- 
tious in  all  your  dealings  with  Levy.'  I  don't  know,  I'm 
sure,  what  he  means  to  pro^wse.  Have  you  heard  from  the 
Hall  lately?" 

*'  Yes — to-day.  Only  think — the  Kiccaboccas  have  dis- 
a^jptMred.  My  mother  writes  me  word  of  it — a  veiy  odd 
lett(M-.  She  seems  to  suspect  that  I  know  where  they  are, 
and  reproaches  me  for  'mystery' — quite  enigmatical.  But 
there  is  one  sentence  in  her  letter — see,  here  it  is  in  the 
postscript — which  seems  to  refer  to  Beatrice:  *I  don't  ask 
you  to  tell  me  your  secrets,  Frank,  but  Kandal  will  no 
doubt  have  assured  you  that  my  first  consideration  will  be 
for  your  happiness,  in  any  matter  in  which  your  heart  is 
really  engaged.' " 

"  Yes, "  said  llandal,  slowly ;  "  no  doubt  this  refers  to 
l^eatriee ;  but,  as  I  told  you,  your  mother  will  not  interfere 
one  way  or  the  other — such  interference  would  weaken 
her  influence  with  the  Squire.  Besides,  as  she  said,  she 
can't  wish  you  to  marry  a  foreigner;  though  once  married, 

she  would But  how  do  you  staud  now  with  the  Mar- 

cliesa?     Has  she  consented  to  accept  you?" 

"  Not  quite ;  indeed,  I  have  not  actually  proposed.  Her 
manner,  though  much  softened,  has  not  so  far  emboldened 
me;  and  besides,  before  a  positive  declaration,  I  certain- 
ly must  go  down  to  the  Hall  and  speak  at  least  to  my 
mother." 

"  You  must  judge  for  yourself,  but  don't  do  anything 
rash :  talk  first  to  me.  Here  we  are  at  my  ofiGice.  Good- 
bye; and — and  pray  believe  that,  in  whatever  you  do  with 
Levy,  I  have  no  hand  in  it." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Towards  the  evening,  Randal  was  riding  fast  on  the 
road  to  Norwood.  The  arrival  of  Harley,  and  the  conver- 
sation that  had  passed  between  that  nobleman  and  Randal, 
made  the  latter  anxious  to  ascertain  how  far  Riccabocca 
was  likely  to  learn  L'Estrange's  return  to  England,  and  to 
meet  with  him.  For  he  felt  that,  should  the  latter  come 
to  know  that  Riccabocca,  in  his  movements,  had  gone  by 
RandaPs  advice,  Harley  would  find  that  Randal  had  spoken 
to  him  disingenuously ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  Riccabocca, 
placed  under  the  friendly  protection  of  Lord  L' Estrange, 
would  no  longer  need  Randal  Leslie  to  defend  him  from 
the  machinations  of  Peschiera.  To  a  reader  happily  unac- 
customed to  dive  into  the"  deep  and  mazy  recesses  of  a 
schemer's  mind,  it  might  seem  that  Randal's  interest  in 
retaining  a  hold  over  the  exile's  confidence  would  termi- 
nate with  the  assurances  that  had  reached  him,  from  more 
than  one  quarter,  that  Violante  might  cease  to  be  an  heiress 
if  she  married  himself.  "  But  perhaps, "  suggests  some  can- 
did and  youthful  conjecturer — "  perhaps  Randal  Leslie  is 
in  love  with  this  fair  creature?"  Randal  in  love ! — no!  He 
was  too  absorbed  by  harder  passions  for  that  blissful  folly.  . 
Nor,  if  he  could  have  fallen  in  love,  was  Violante  the  one 
to  attract  that  sullen,  secret  heart;  her  instinctive  noble- 
ness, the  very  stateliness  of  her  beauty,  womanlike  though 
it  was,  awed  him.  Men  of  that  kind  may  love  some  soft 
slave — they  cannot  lift  their  eyes  to  a  queen.  They  may 
look  down — they  cannot  look  up.  But,  on  the  one  hand, 
Randal  could  not  resign  altogether  the  chance  of  securing 
a  fortune  that  would  realise  his  most  dazzling  dreams,  upon 
the  mere  assurance,  however  probable,  which  had  so  dis- 
mayed him;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  should  he  be  compellcffX 
to  relinquish  all  ideas  of  such  alliance,  though  he  did  no 
contemplate  the   base  perfidy  of   actually  assisting  Pe^ 
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ehiera's  avowed  designs,  still,  if  Frank's  marriage  with 
Beatrice  should  absolutely  depend  upon  her  brother's  ob- 
taining the  knowledge  of  Violante's  retreat,  and  that  mar- 
riage should  be  as  conducive  to  his  interests  as  he  thought 
he  could  make  it,  why, — he  did  not  then  push  his  deduc- 
tions farther,  even  to  himself — they  seemed  too  black ;  but 
he  sighed  h(»avily,  and  that  sigh  foreboded  how  weak  would 
be  honour  and  virtue  against  avarice  and  ambition.  There- 
fore, on  all  accounts,  Riccabocca  was  one  of  those  cards  in 
a  sequence,  which  so  calculating  a  player  would  not  throw 
out  of  his  hand:  it  might  serve  for  i^epique — at  the  worst 
it  niiglit  score  well  in  the  game.  Intimacy  with  the  Italian 
was  still  part  and  parcel  in  that  knowledge  which  was  the 
synonym  of  power. 

While  the  young  man  was  thus  meditating,  on  his  road 
to  Norwood,  Riccabocca  and  his  Jemima  were  close  confer- 
ring in  their  drawing-room.  And  if  you  could  have  seen 
them,  reader,  you  would  have  been  seized  with  equal  sur- 
prise and  curiosity :  for  some  extraordinary  communication 
had  certainly  passed  between  them.  Kiccabocca  was  evi- 
dently much  agitated,  and  with  emotions  not  familiar  to 
him.  The  tears  stood  in  his  eyes  at  the  same  time  that  a 
smile,  the  reverse  of  cynical  or  sardonic,  curved  his  lips; 
while  his  wife  was  leaning  her  head  on  his  shoulder,  her 
hand  clasped  in  his,  and,  by  the  expression  of  her  face,  you 
might  guess  that  he  had  paid  her  some  very  gratifying  com- 
pliment, of  a  nature  more  genuine  and  sincere  than  those 
which  characterised  his  habitual  hollow  and  dissimulating 
gallantry.  But  just  at  this  moment  Giacomo  entered,  and 
Jemima,  with  her  native  English  modesty,  withdrew  in 
haste  from  Riccabocca's  sheltering  side. 

"Padrone,"  said  Giacomo,  who,  whatever  his  astonish- 
ment at  the  connubial  position  he  had  disturbed,  was  much 
too  discreet  to  betray  it — "Padrone,  I  see  the  young  Eng- 
lishman riding  towards  the  house,  and  I  hope  when  lie  ar- 
rives you  will  not  forget  the  alarming  information  I  gave 
to  you  this  morning. " 
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"Ah — ah!"  said  Kiecabocca,  his  face  falling, 

"If  the  Signorina  were  but  married!" 

"My  very  thought — my  constant  thought!"  exclaimeil 
Riccabocca.  "And  you  really  believe  the  young  English- 
man loves  her?" 

"  Why  else  should  he  come,  Excellency?"  asked  Giacoiiio, 
with  great  ua'icete. 

"Very  true;  why,  indeed?"  said  Kiecabocca.  "Je- 
mima, I  cminot  endure  the  terrors  I  suffer  on  that  poor 
child's  account.  I  will  open  myself  frankly  to  Uaiid:il 
Zjeslie.  And  now,  too,  that  which  might  liave  been  a 
serious  consideration,  in  case  I  return  to  Italy,  will  no 
longer  stand  in  our  way,  Jemima." 

Jemima  smiled  faintly,  and  whispered  sometliiug  to  Ivic- 
cabocca,  to  which  he  replied : 

"Nonsense,  anhna  viia.  I  know  it  in'!/,  he — have  not  a 
donbt  of  it,  I  tell  you  it  is  as  nine  to  four,  according  t^i 
the  nicest  calculations.  I  will  speak  at  once  to  liandal. 
He  is  too  young — too  timid  to  apeak  himself." 

"Certainly,"  interposed  Giacnmo;  "how  could  he  dare 
to  speak,  let  him  love  ever  so  well?" 

Jemima  shook  her  head. 

"Oh,  never  fear,"  said  Eiccabocca,  observing  tliis  ges- 
ture; "I  will  give  him  the  trial.  If  he  entertain  but  mer- 
cenary views,  I  shall  soon  detect  them.  I  know  human 
nature  pretty  well,  I  think,  my  love;  and,  Giacomo, — just 
get  ]ne  my  Machiavelli; — that's  right.  Now  leave  me,  my 
dear;  I  must  reflect  and  prepare  myself," 

When  Randal  entered  the  house,  Giacomo, 
of  peculiar  suavity,  ushered  him  into  the  ( 
He  found  Kiecabocca  alone,  and  seated  before jj 
leaning  his  face  on  his  hand,  with  the  grei^ 
velli  lying  open  on  the  table. 

The  Italian  received  him  i 
there  was  in  his  manner  a  certain  B 
dignity,  which  was  perhaps  the  moreli 
rarely  assumed.     After  a   few  pn 
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1  vandal  re  marked  that  Frank  Hazeldean  had  informed  him 
ot  the  curiosity  which  the  disappearance  of  the  Riccaboccas 
had  excited  at  the  Hall,  and  inquired  carelessly  if  the  Doc- 
tor had  left  instructions  as  to  the  forwarding  of  any  letters 
that  might  be  directed  to  him  at  the' Casino. 

"  Letters, "  said  liiccabocca,  simply,  "  I  never  receive 
any;  or,  at  least,  so  rarely,  that  it  was  not  worth  while 
to  take  an  event  so  little  to  be  expected  into  consideration. 
No;  if  any  letters  do  reach  the  Casino,  there  they  will 
wait. " 

"  Then  1  can  see  no  possibility  of  indiscretion;  no  chance 
of  a  clue  to  your  address." 

"Nor  I  either." 

Satisfied  so  far,  and  knowing  that  it  was  not  in  Ricca- 
bocca's  habits  to  read  the  newspapers,  by  which  he  might 
otherwise  have  learnt  of  L'Estrange's  arrival  in  London, 
Randal  then  proceeded  to  inquire,  with  much  seeming  in- 
terest, into  the  health  of  Violante — hoped  it  did  not  suffer 
by  confinement,  &c.  Riccabocca  eyed  him  gravely  while 
he  spoke,  and  then  suddenly  rising,  that  air  of  dignity  to 
which  I  have  before  referred  became  yet  more  striking. 

''My  young  friend,"  said  he,  "hear  me  attentively,  and 

answer  nie  frankly.     I  know  human  nature "     Here  a 

slight  smile  of  proud  complacency  passed  the  sage's  lips, 
and  his  eye  glanced  towards  his  Machiavelli. 

"I  know  human  nature — at  least  I  have  studied  it,"  he 
renewed  more  earnestly,  and  with  less  evident  self-conceit; 
"  and  I  believe  that  when  a  perfect  stranger  to  me  exhibits 
an  interest  in  my  affairs,  which  occasions  him  no  small 
trouble — an  interest  (continued  the  wise  man,  laying  his 
hand  on  RandaPs  shoulder)  which  scarcely  a  son  could 
exceed,  he  must  be  under  the  influence  of  some  strong  per- 
sonal motive." 

"Oh,  sir!"  cried  Randal,  turning  a  shade  more  paliB,  and 
with  a  faltering  tone.  Riccabocca  surveyed  him  with  the 
tenderness  of  a  superior  being,  and  pursued  his  deductive 
theories. 
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Should  these  hopes  fail,  then,  indeed,  it  may  be  different; 
yet  even  then,  what  position,  what  fortune,  have  I  to  offer 
to  your  daughter  worthy  of  her?" 

"You  are  well  bom!  all  gentlemen  are  equals,"  said 
Biccabocca,  with  a  sort  of  easy  nobleness.  "  You  have 
youth,  information,  talent — sources  of  certain  wealth  in 
this  happy  country — powerful  connections;  and,  in  fine,  if 
you  are  satisfied  with  marrying  for  love,  I  shall  be  con- 
tented; if  not,  speak  openly.  As  to  the  restoration  of 
my  possessions,  I  can  scarcely  think  that  probable  while 
my  enemy  lives.  And  even  in  that  case,  since  1  saw 
you  last,  something  has  occurred  (added  Riccabocca,  with 
a  strange  smile,  which  seemed  to  Randal  singularly  sinister 
and  malignant)  that  may  remove  all  difficulties.  Mean- 
while, do  not  think  me  so  extravagantly  magnanimous—  do 
not  underrate  the  satisfaction  I  must  feel  at  knowing  Vio- 
lante  safe  from  the  designs  of  Feschiera — safe,  and  for 
ever,  under  a  husband's  roof.  I  will  tell  you  an  Italian 
proverb — it  contains  a  truth  full  of  wisdom  and  terror : 

"  *Hai  cinquanta  amici?— non  basta.— Ilai  un  nemico?— <i  troppo. '  "> 

"Something  has  occurred!"  echoed  Randal,  not  heeding 
the  conclusion  of  this  speech,  and  scarcely  hearing  the 
proverb  which  the  sage  delivered  in  his  most  emphatic  and 
tragic  tone.  "  Something  has  occurred !  My  dear  friend, 
be  plainer.  What  has  occurred.?"  Riccabocca  remained 
silent.  "Something  that  induces  you  to  bestow  your 
daughter  on  me?" 

Riccabocca  nodded,  and  emitted  a  low  chuckle. 

"  The  very  laugh  of  a  fiend,"  muttered  Randal.  " Some- 
thing that  makes  her  not  worth  bestowing.  He  betrays 
himself.     Cunning  people  always  do." 

"Pardon  me,"  said  the  Italian  at  last,  "if  I  don't  a 
your  question;  you  will  know  later;  but,  at  pr< 
is  a  family  secret.     And  now  I  must  turn  to  an 

'  Have  you  fifty  friends?— it  is  not  enough. —Have } 
— it  is  too  much. 


538  MY  NOVfiL; 

Leslie,  accustomed  to  grope  into  every  hole  and  comer  of 
thought  and  action,  wherefrom  to  extract  that  knowledge 
which  is  power!  For  whereas  the  sage,  judging  not  only 
by  his  own  heart  in  youth,  but  by  the  general  influence  of 
the  master  passion  on  the  young,  had  ascribed  to  Randal 
sentiments  wholly  foreign  to  that  able  diplomatist's  na- 
ture ;  so  no  sooner  had  Kiccabocca  brought  his  speech  to  a 
close,  than  Randal,  judging  also  by  his  own  heart,  and  by 
the  general  laws  which  influence  men  of  the  mature  age 
and  boasted  worldly  wisdom  of  the  pupil  of  Machiavelli, 
instantly  decided  that  Riccabocca  presumed  upon  his  youth 
and  inexperience,  and  meant  most  nefariously  to  take  him  in. 

"The  poor  youth  I"  thought  Riccabocca,  "how  unpre- 
pared he  is  for  the  happiness  I  give  him!" 

"The  cunning  old  Jesuit!"  thought  Randal;  "he  has 
certainly  learned,  since  we  met  last,  that  he  has  no  chance 
of  regaining  his  patrimony,  and  so  he  wants  to  impose  on 
me  the  hand  of  a  girl  without  a  shilling.  What  other  mo- 
tive can  he  possible  have !  Had  his  daughter  the  remotest 
probability  of  becoming  the  greatest  heiress  in  Italy,  would 
he  dream  of  bestowing  her  on  me  in  this  off-hand  way? 
The  thing  stands  to  reason." 

Actuated  by  his  resentment  at  the  trap  thus  laid  for  him, 
Randal  was  about  to  disclaim  altogether  the  disinterested 
and  absurd  affection  laid  to  his  charge,  when  it  occurred  to 
him  that  by  so  doing  he  might  mortally  offend  the  Italian 
— since  the  cunning  never  forgive  those  who  refuse  to  be 
duped  by  them — and  it  might  still  be  conducive  to  his  in- 
terest to  preserve  intimate  and  familiar  terms  with  Ricca- 
bocca; therefore,  subduing  his  first  impulse,  he  exclaimed: 

"  0  too  generous  man !  pardon  me  if  I  have  so  long  been 
unable  to  express  my  amaze,  my  gratitude;  but  I  cannot — 
no,  I  cannot,  while  your  prospects  remain  thus  uncertain, 
avail  myself  of  your — your  inconsiderate  magnanimity.  Your 
rare  conduct  can  only  redouble  my  own  scruples  if  you,  as 
I  firmly  hope  and  believe,  are  restored  to  your  great  posses- 
sions— you  would  naturally  look  so  much  higher  than  me. 
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Should  these  hopes  fail,  then,  indeed,  it  may  be  different; 
yet  even  then,  what  position,  what  fortune,  have  I  to  offer 
to  your  daughter  worthy  of  her?" 

"You  are  well  born!  all  gentlemen  are  equals,"  said 
Eiccabocca,  with  a  sort  of  easy  nobleness.  "You  have 
youth,  information,  talent — sources  of  certain  wealth  in 
this  happy  country — powerful  connections;  and,  in  line,  if 
you  are  satisfied  with  marrying  for  love,  I  shall  be  con- 
tented; if  not,  speak  openly.  As  to  the  restoration  of 
my  possessions,  I  can  scarcely  think  that  probable  while 
my  enemy  lives.  And  even  in  that  case,  since  I  saw 
you  last,  something  has  occurred  (added  Riccabocca,  with 
a  strange  smile,  which  seemed  to  Randal  singularly  sinister 
and  malignant)  that  may  remove  all  difficulties.  Mean- 
while, do  not  think  me  so  extravagantly  magnanimous —  do 
not  underrate  the  satisfaction  I  must  feel  at  knowing  Vio- 
lante  safe  from  the  designs  of  Peschiera — safe,  and  for 
ever,  under  a  husband's  roof.  I  will  tell  you  an  Italian 
proverb — it  contains  a  truth  full  of  wisdom  and  terror : 

"*Hai  cinquanta  amici?— non  basta.— Hai  un  nemico?— ^  troppo.'"! 

"Something  has  occurred!"  echoed  Randal,  not  heeding 
the  conclusion  of  this  speech,  and  scarcely  hearing  the 
proverb  which  the  sage  delivered  in  his  most  emphatic  and 
tragic  tone.  "  Something  has  occurred !  My  dear  friend, 
be  plainer.  What  has  occurred.?"  Riccabocca  remained 
silent.  "Something  that  induces  you  to  bestow  your 
daughter  on  me?" 

Riccabocca  nodded,  and  emitted  a  low  chuckle. 

" The  very  laugh  of  a  fiend,"  muttered  Randal.  "  Some- 
thing that  makes  her  not  worth  bestowing.  He  betrays 
himself.     Cunning  people  always  do." 

"Pardon  me,"  said  the  Italian  at  last,  "if  I  don't  answer 
your  question;  you  will  know  later;  but,  at  present,  this 
is  a  family  secret.     And  now  I  must  turn  to  another  and 

^  Have  you  fifty  friends?— it  is  not  enough. —Have  you  one  enemy? 
— it  is  too  much. 
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HioiT  iiliinr.iiig  cause  for  my  frankness  to  you."  Here  Kic- 
cabo<.'ca\s  face  changed,  and  assumed  an  expression  of  min- 
gled rage  and  fear.  **  You  must  know,"  he  added,  sinking 
his  voice,  "  that  Giacomo  has  seen  a  strange  person  loiter- 
ing alK)ut  the  house,  and  looking  up  at  the  windows;  and 
h(^  hiis  no  doubt — nor  have  I — that  this  is  some  spy  or 
emissary  of  IVschiepa's." 

*'  lmi)ossible;  how  could  he  discover  you?" 

"  I  know  not ;  but  no  one  else  has  any  interest  in  doing 
so.  The  man  kept  at  a  distance,  and  Giacomo  could  not 
see  his  face." 

'*  It  may  be  but  a  mere  idler.     Is  this  all?" 

**  No ;  the  old  woman  who  serves  us  said  that  she  was 
asked  at  a  shop  4f  we  were  not  Italians?'  " 

"And  she  answered?" 

*''Xo;'  but  owned  that  *we  had  a  foreign  servant,  Gia- 
como.'" 

''  [  will  see  to  this.  Rely  on  it  that  if  Peschiera  has 
discovered  you,  I  will  learn  it.  Nay,  I  will  hasten  from 
you  in  order  to  commence  incjuiry." 

''  I  cannot  detain  you.  May  I  think  that  we  have  now 
an  interest  in  common?" 

^'  Oh  indeed  yes;  but — but — ^your  daughter  I  How  can  I 
dream  that  one  so  beautiful,  so  peerless,  will  confirm  the 
hope  you  have  extended  to  me?" 

"  The  daughter  of  an  Italian  is  brought  up  to  consider 
that  it  is  a  father's  right  to  dispose  of  her  hand." 

''  But  the  heart?" 

*^  Cos/H'tto  !  "  said  the  Italian,  true  to  his  infamous  no- 
tions as  to  the  sex,  '*  the  heart  of  a  girl  is  like  a  convent — 
the  holier  the  cloister,  the  more  charitable  the  door." 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

Eandal  had  scarcely  left  the  house  before  Mrs,  Sicca* 
bocca,  who  was  affectionately  anxious  in  all  that  concerned 
Violante,  rejoined  her  husband. 

"I  like  the  young  man  very  well/'  said  the  sage — very 
well  indeed.  I  find  him  just  what  I  expected,  from  my 
general  knowledge  of  human  nature;  for  as  love  ordinarily 
goes  with  youth,  so  modesty  usually  accompanies  talent. 
He  is  young,  ergo  he  is  in  love ;  he  has  talent,  ergo  he  is 
modest— modest  and  ingenuous, " 

"And  you  think  not  in  any  way  swayed  by  interest  in 
his  affections?" 

"  Quite  the  contrary ;  and  to  prove  him  the  more,  I  have 
not  said  a  word  as  to  the  worldly  advantages  which,  in  any 
case,  would  accrue  to  him  from  an  alliance  with  my  daugh- 
ter. In  any  case;  for  if  I  regain  my  country,  her  fortune 
is  assured ;  and  if  not,  I  trust  (said  the  poor  exile,  lifting 
his  brow  with  stately  and  becoming  pride)  that  I  am  too 
well  aware  of  my  child's  dignity,  as  well  as  my  own,  to 
ask  any  one  to  marry  her  to  his  own  worldly  injury." 

"Eh!  I  don't  quite  understand  you,  Alphonso.  To  be 
sure,  your  dear  life  is  insured  for  her  marriage  portion; 
hut " 

"  Pazzie — stuff!"  said  Riccabocca,  petulantly ;  "  her  mar- 
riage portion  would  be  as  nothing  to  a  young  man  of 
Randal's  birth  and  prospects.  I  think  not  of  that.  But 
listen:  I  have  never  consented  to  profit  by  Harley  L' Es- 
trange's  friendship  for  me ;  my  scruples  would  not  extend 
to  my  son-in-law.  This  noble  friend  has  not  only  high 
rank,  but  considerable  influence — influence  with  the  gov- 
ernment— influence  with  Randal's  patron — who,  between 
ourselves,  does  not  seem  to  push  the  young  man  as  he 
might  do ;  I  judge  by  what  Randal  says.  I  should  write, 
therefore,  before  anything  was  settled,  to  L'Estrange,  I 
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1  should  say  to  him  simply :  *  I  never  asked  you  to  save  me 
from  prnury,  but  I  do  ask  you  to  save  a  daughter  of  my 
house  from  humiliation.  1  can  give  to  her  no  dowry ;  can 
her  husband  owe  to  my  friend  that  advance  in  an  honour- 
able career — that  opening  to  energy  and  talent — which  is 
more  than  a  dowry  to  generous  ambition?'^' 

"Oh,  it  is  in  vain  you  would  disguise  your  rank,"  cried 
Jemima,  with  enthusiasm;  "  it  speaks  in  all  you  utter,  when 
your  passions  are  moved." 

The  Italian  did  not  seem  flattered  by  that  eulogy. 
^'  Pish,''  said  he,  **  there  you  are!  rank  again!" 

JUit  Jemima  was  right.  There  was  something  about  her 
husband  that  was  grandiose  and  princely,  whenever  he  es- 
caped from  his  accursed  Machiavelli,  and  gave  fair  play  to 
his  heart. 

And  he  spent  the  next  hour  or  so  in  thinking  over  all 
that  he  could  do  for  Randal,  and  devising  for  his  intended 
son-in-law  the  agreeable  surprises,  which  Randal  was  at 
that  very  time  racking  his  yet  cleverer  brains  to  disap- 
point. 

These  plans  conned  sufficiently,  Riccabocca  shut  up  his 
Machiavelli,  and  hunted  out  of  his  scanty  collection  of 
books  Buffon  on  Man,  and  various  other  psychological 
volumes,  in  which  he  soon  became  deeply  absorbed.  Why 
were  these  works  the  object  of  the  sage's  study?  Perhaps 
he  will  let  us  know  soon,  for  it  is  clearly  a  secret  known 
to  his  wife ;  and  though  she  has  hitherto  kept  one  secret, 
that  is  precisely  the  reason  why  Riccabocca  would  not  wish 
long  to  overburthen  her  discretion  with  another. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


Randal  reached  home  in  time  to  dress  for  a  late  dinner 
at  Baron  Levy's. 
The  Baron 'a  style  of  living  was  of  that  character  espe- 
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cially  affected  both  by  the  most  acknowledged  exquisites  of 
that  day,  and,  it  must  be  owned,  also,  by  the  most  egre- 
gions  pai*venus.  For  it  is  noticeable  that  it  is  yoxir  parrena 
who  always  comes  nearest  in  fashion  (so  far  as  externals 
are  concerned)  to  your  genuine  exquisite.  It  is  your  ^>«/- 
venu  who  is  most  particular  as  to  the  cut  of  his  coat,  and 
the  precision  of  his  equipage,  and  the  minutiae  of  his  7/^c- 
na^e.  Those  between  the  parvenu  and  the  exquisite  who 
know  their  own  consequence,  and  have  something  solid  to 
rest  upon,  are  slow  in  followng  all  the  caprices  of  fashion, 
and  obtuse  in  observation  as  to  those  niceties  which  nei- 
ther give  them  another  ancestor,  nor  add  another  thousand 
to  the  account  at  their  banker's; — as  to  the  last,  rather  in- 
deed the  contrary!  There  was  a  decided  elegance  about 
the  Baron's  house  and  his  dinner.  If  he  had  been  one  of 
the  lawful  kings  of  the  dandies,  you  would  have  cried, 
"What  perfect  taste!" — but  such  is  human  nature,  that  the 
dandies  who  dined  with  him  said  to  each  other,  **  He  pre- 
tend to  imitate  D !  vulgar  dog!''  There  was  little  af- 
fectation of  your  more  showy  opulence.  The  furniture  in 
the  rooms  was  apparently  simple,  but,  in  truth,  costly,  from 
its  luxurious  comfort — the  ornaments  and  china  scattered 
about  the  commodes  were  of  curious  rarity  and  great  value ; 
and  the  pictures  on  the  walls  were  gems.  At  dinner  no 
plate  was  admitted  on  the  table.  The  Russian  fashion, 
then  uncommon,  now  more  prevalent,  was  adopted — fruit 
and  flowers  in  old  Sevres  dishes  of  priceless  vertUj  and  m 
sparkling  glass  of  Bohemian  fabric.  No  livery  servant  was 
admitted  to  wait;  behind  each  guest  stood  a  gentleman 
dressed  so  like  the  guest  himself,  in  fine  linen  and  simple 
black,  that  guest  and  lacquey  seemed  stereotypes  from  one 
plate. 

The  viands  were  exquisite ;  the  wine  oamo  from  the  i 
lars  of  deceased  archbishops  and  ambassadors.     T 
pany  was  select;  the  party  did  not  exceed  eig 
were  the  eldest  sons  of  peers  (from  a  baron  to 
one  was  a  professed  wit,  never  to  be  got  witl 
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notice,  and,  where  VLjyarretm  was  host,  a  certainty  of  green 
peiis  and  peaches — out  of  seas(»i;  the  sixth,  to  Randal's 
astonish  men  t,  was  Mr.  Richard  Avenel;  himself  and  the 
l^aron  made  up  the  complement. 

The  eldest  sons  recognised  each  other  with  a  meaning 
smile;  the  most  juvenile  of  them,  indeed  (it  was  his  first 
year  in  London),  had  the  grace  to  blush  and  look  sheepish. 
The  others  were  more  hardened;  but  they  all  united  in  re- 
garding with  surprise  both  Randal  and  Dick  Avenel.  The 
former  was  known  to  most  of  them  personally,  and  to  all, 
by  repute,  as  a  grave,  clever,  promising  young  man,  rather 
prudent  than  lavish,  and  never  suspected  to  have  got  into 
a  scrape.  What  the  deuce  did  he  do  there?  Mr.  Avenel 
puzzled  them  yet  more.  A  middle-aged  man,  said  to  be  in 
business,  whom  they  had  observed  "  about  town"  (for  he 
had  a  noticeable  face  and  figure) — that  is,  seen  riding  in 
the  park,  or  lounging  in  the  pit  at  the  opera,  but  never  set 
eyes  on  at  a  recognised  club,  or  in  the  coteries  of  their 
"set;''  a  man  whose  wife  gave  horrid  third-rate  parties, 
that  took  up  half  a  column  in  the  Morniiifj  Post  with  a  list 
of  "The  Company  Present,"  in  which  a  sprinkling  of  dow- 
agers fading  out  of  fashion,  and  a  foreign  title  or  two,  made 
the  darkness  of  the  obscurer  names  doubly  dark.  Why 
this  man  should  be  asked  to  meet  them,  by  Baron  Levy, 
too — a  decided  tuft-hunter  and  would-be  exclusive — called 
all  their  faculties  into  exercise.  The  wit,  who,  being  the 
son  of  a  small  tradesman,  but  in  the  very  best  society,  gave 
himself  far  greater  airs  than  the  young  lords,  impertinently 
solved  the  mystery. — "Depend  on  it,"  whispered  he  to 
Spendquick — "  depend  on  it  the  man  is  the  X.  Y.  of  the 
Times  who  offers  to  lend  any  sum  of  money  from  £,10  to 
half-a-million.  He's  the  man  who  has  all  your  bills;  Levy 
is  only  his  jackal." 

"'Pon  my  soul/' said  Spendquick,  rather  alarmed,  "if 
that's  the  case,  one  may  as  well  be  civil  to  him." 

^' You,  certainly,"  said  the  wit.  "But  I  never  have 
found  an  X.Y.  who  would  advance  me  the  L.  s.  5    and, 
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therefore,  I  shall  not  be  more  respectful  to  X.Y.  than  to 
any  other  unknown  quantity.'' 

By  degrees,  as  the  wine  circulated,  the  party  grew  gay 
and  sociable.  Levy  was  really  an  entertaining  fellow ;  had 
all  the  gossip  of  the  town  at  his  fingers'  ends ;  and  pos- 
sessed, moreover,  that  pleasant  art  of  saying  ill-natured 
things  of  the  absent,  which  those  present  always  enjoy. 
By  degrees,  too,  Mr.  Richard  Avenel  came  out;  and,  as 
the  whisper  had  circulated  round  the  table  that  ho  was 
X.  Y.,  he  was  listened  to  with  a  profound  respect,  which 
greatly  elevated  his  spirits.  Nay,  when  the  wit  tried  once 
to  show  him  up  or  mystify  him,  Dick  answered  with  a  bluff 
spirit,  that,  though  very  coarse,  was  found  so  humorous 
by  Lord  Spendquick  and  other  gentlemen  similarly  situated 
in  the  money-market,  that  they  turned  the  laugh  against  the 
wit,  and  silenced  him  for  the  rest  of  the  night— a  circum- 
stance which  made  the  party  go  off  mucrh  more  pleasantly. 
After  dinner,  the  conversation,  quite  that  of  single  men, 
easy  and  dehonnaire,  glanced  from  the  turf,  and  the  ballet, 
and  the  last  scandal,  towards  politics;  for  the  times  wen* 
such  that  politics  were  discussed  everywhere,  and  three  of 
the  young  lords  were  county  members. 

Randal  said  little,  but,  as  was  his  wont,  listened  atten- 
tively; and  he  was  aghast  to  find  how  general  was  the  be- 
lief that  the  Government  was  doomed.  Out  of  regard  to 
him,  and  with  that  delicacy  of  breeding  which  belongs  to  a 
certain  society,  nothing  personal  to  Egerton  was  said,  ex- 
cept by  Avenel,  who,  however,  on  blurting  out  some  rude 
expressions  respecting  that  minister,  was  instantly  checked 
by  the  Baron. 

"Spare  my  friend  and  Mr.  Leslie's  near  connection," 
said  he,  with  a  polite  but  grave  smile. 

"Oh,"  said  Avenel,  "public  men,  Avhom  we  pay,  are 
public  property — aren't  they,  my  lord?"  appealing  to 
Spendquick. 

"Certainly,"  said  Spendquick,  with  great  spirit — "pub- 
lic property,  or  why  should  we  pay  them?     There  must  be 
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ji  very  strong  motive  to  induce  us  to  do  that!  I  hate  pay- 
ing peoj)le.  In  fact,"  he  subjoined  in  an  aside,  "1  never 
do." 

**  However,"  resumed  Mr.  Avenel,  graciously,  "I  don't 
want  to  hurt  your  feelings,  Mr.  Leslie.  As  to  the  feelings 
of  our  liost,  the  Baron,  I  calculate  that  they  have  got  toler- 
ably tough  by  the  exercise  they  have  gone  through. " 

*^ Nevertheless,"  said  the  Baron,  joming  in  the  laugh 
which  any  lively  saying  by  the  supposed  X.Y.  was  sure 
to  excite — *^  nevertheless,  *love  me,  love  my  dog,' — love  me, 
love  my  Egerton." 

Randal  started,  for  his  quick  ear  and  subtle  intelligence 
caught  something  sinister  and  hostile  in  the  tones  with 
which  Levy  uttered  this  equivocal  comparison,  and  his  eye 
darted  towards  the  Baron.  But  the  Baron  had  bent  down 
his  face,  and  was  regaling  himself  upon  an  olive. 

By-and-by  the  party  rose  from  table.  The  four  young 
noblemen  had  their  engagements  elsewhere,  and  proposed 
to  separate  without  re-entering  the  drawing-room.  As,  in 
Goethe's  theory,  monads  which  have  affinities  with  each 
other  are  irresistibly  drawn  together,  so  these  gay  children 
of  pleasure  had,  by  a  common  impulse,  on  rising  from 
table,  moved  each  to  each,  and  formed  a  group  round  the 
fireplace.  Randal  stood  a  little  apart,  musing;  the  wit 
examined  the  pictures  through  his  eye-glass;  and  Mr. 
Avenel  drew  the  Baron  towards  the  sideboard,  and  there 
held  him  in  whispered  conference.  This  colloquy  did  not 
escape  the  young  gentlemen  roimd  the  fireplace;  they 
glanced  towards  each  other. 

''Settling  the  percentage  on  renewal,"  said  one,  mtio 
rare. 

"X.  Y.  does  not  seem  such  a  very  bad  fellow,"  said  an- 
other. 

"  He  looks  rich,  and  talks  rich,"  said  a  third. 

^^A  decided  independent  way  of  expressing  his  senti- 
ments; those  moneyed  men  generally  have." 

"Good  heavens!"  ejaculated  Spendquick,  who  had  been 
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keeping  his  eye  anxiously  fixed  on  the  ])air,  'Slo  h)ok; 
X.  Y.  is  actually  taking  out  his  ixx'ket-book ;  he  is  coming 
this  way.  Depend  on  it  he  has  got  onr  bills — mint*  is  duo 
to-morrow!" 

"And  mine  too^"  said  another,  edging  off.  **  Why,  it  is 
a  perfect  guet-apens,^^ 

Meanwhile,  breaking  away  from  the  Baron,  who  appeared 
anxious  to  detain  him,  and,  failing  in  that  atteni})t,  turned 
aside^  as  if  not  to  see  Dick's  movements — a  circumstance 
which  did  not  escape  the  notice  of  the  group,  and  conlirnie<l 
all  their  suspicions,  Mr.  Avenel,  with  a  serious,  thouglitful 
face,  and  a  slow  step,  approached  the  grouj).  Nor  did  the 
great  Roman  general  more  nervously  "  flutter  the  dove-cots 
in  Corioli,''  than  did  the  advance  of  the  supposed  X.  Y. 
agitate  the  bosoms  of  Lord  Si)endquiek  and  his  sympathis- 
ing friends.  Pocket-book  in  hand,  and  apparently  feeding 
for  something  formidable  within  its  mystic  recesses,  stt^)  by 
step  came  Dick  Avenel  towards  the  fireplace.  The  group 
stood  still,  fascinated  by  horror. 

"Hum,"  said  Mr.  Avenel,  clearing  his  throat. 

"I  don't  like  that  hum  at  all,"  muttered  Spendquick. 

"Proud  to  have  made  your  acquaintance,  gentlemen," 
said  Dick,  bowing. 

The  gentlemen,  thus  addressed,  bowed  low  in  return. 

"  My  friend  the  Baron  thought  this  not  exactly  the  time 

to "  Dick  stopped  a  moment;  you  might  have  knocked 

down  those  four  young  gentlemen,  though  four  finer  speci- 
mens of  humanity  no  aristocracy  in  Europe  could  produce — 
you  might  have  knocked  them  down  with  a  feather  I     "  But,  " 
renewed  Avenel,  not  finishing  his   sentence,  "  I  have  made 
it  a  rule  in  life  never  to  lose  securing  a  good  opportunity ; 
in  short,  to  make  the  most  of  the  present  moment.     And,' 
added  he,  with   a   smile  which   froze  the  blood  in  Lord 
Spendquick' s  veins,  "the  rule  has  made  me  a  very  warm 
man.     Therefore,  gentlemen,  allow  me  to  present  you  ew 
with  one  of  these"— every  hand  retreated  behind  the 
of  its  well-born  owner — when,  to  the  inexpre^axble 
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of  all,  Dick  concluded  with,  "a  little  soiree  dansante,*^  and 
extended  four  cards  of  invitation. 

"Most  happy!"  exclaimed  Spendquick.     "I  don't  dance 

in  general;    but  to  oblige  X 1  mean,  to  have  a  better 

acciuaintance,  sir,  with  j/on — I  would  dance  on  the  tight- 
rope." 

There  was  a  good-humoured,  pleasant  laugh  at  Spend- 
(juick's  enthusiasm,  and  a  general  shaking  of  hands  and 
pocketing  of  the  invitation  cards. 

**  You  don't  look  like  a  dancing  man,"  said  Avenel,  turn- 
ing to  the  wit,  who  was  plump  and  somewhat  gouty — as 
wits  who  dine  out  five  days  in  the  week  generally  are; 
"'  but  we  sliall  have  supper  at  one  o'clock." 

Infinitely  offended  and  disgusted,  the  wit  replied,  drily, 
"  that  every  hour  of  his  time  was  engaged  for  the  rest  of 
the  season,"  and,  with  a  stiff  salutation  to  the  Baron,  took 
his  departure.  The  rest,  in  good  spirits,  hurried  away  to 
their  respective  cabriolets ;  and  Leslie  was  following  them 
into  the  hall,  when  the  Baron,  catching  hold  of  him,  said, 
"  Stay,  I  want  to  talk  to  you." 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


Thk  Baron  turned  into  his  drawing-room,  and  Leslie 
followed. 

*' Pleasant  young  men,  those,"  said  Levy,  with  a  slight 
sneer,  as  he  threw  himself  into  an  easy-chair  and  stirred 
the  fire.  "  And  not  at  all  proud;  but,  to  be  sure,  they  are — 
under  great  obligations  to  me.  Yes,  they  owe  me  a  great 
deal.  Apropos,  I  have  had  a  long  talk  with  Frank  Hazel- 
dean — fine  young  man — remarkable  capacities  for  business. 
I  can  arrange  his  affairs  for  him.  I  find,  on  reference  to 
the  Will  Office,  that  you  were  quite  right;  the  Casino  prop- 
erty is  entailed  on  Frank.     He  will  have  the  fee  simple. 
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He  can  dispose  of  the  reversion  entii-ely.     So  that  there 
will  be  no  difficulty  in  our  arrangements. '^ 

"  But  I  told  you  also  that  Frank  had  scruples  al)out  bor- 
rowing on  the  event  of  his  father's  death." 

"Ay — ^you  did  so.  Filial  affection!  I  never  take  that 
into  account  in  matters  of  business.  Such  little  scruples, 
though  they  are  highly  honourable  to  human  nature,  soon 
vanish  before  the  prospect  of  the  King's  Bench.  And,  too, 
as  you  so  judiciously  remarked,  our  clever  young  friend  is 
in  love  with  Madame  di  Negra." 

"  Did  he  tell  you  that?" 

"No;  but  Madame  di  Negra  did!" 

"You  know  her?" 

"  I  know  most  people  in  good  society,  who  now  and  then 
require  a  friend  in  the  management  of  their  affairs.  An<l 
having  made  sure  of  the  fact  you  stated,  as  to  Hazeldcan's 
contingent  property  (excuse  my  prudence),  I  have  accom- 
modated Madame  di  Negra  and  bouglit  up  her  debts." 

"You  have — you  surprise  me!" 

"The  surprise  will  vanish  on  reflecrtion.  lUit  you  are 
very  new  to  the  world  yet,  my  dear  Leslie.  By  the  nay, 
I  have  had  an  interview  with  Peschiera " 

"About  his  sister's  debts?" 

"Partly.     A  man  of  the  nicest  honor  is  Peschiera." 

Aware  of  Levy's  habit  of  praising  people  for  the  (luali- 
ties  in  which,  according  to  the  judgment  of  less  penetrat- 
ing mortals,  they  were  most  deticient,  Randal  only  smiled 
at  this  eulogy,  and  waited  for  Levy  to  resume.  J^it  the 
Baron  sate  silent  and  thoughtful  for  a  minute  or  two,  and 
then  wholly  changed  the  subject. 

"  I  think  your  father  has  some  property  in shirei 

and  you  probably  can  give  me  a  little  information 
certain  estates  of  a  Mr.  Thornhill,  estates  which,  on 
ination  of  the  title-deeds,  I  find  once,  indeed,  bel 
your  family."     The  Baron  glanced  at  a  very  el        i 
randum  book. — "The  manors  of  Rood  and  Duimi 
with  sundry  farms  thereon.     Mr.  Thornhill  i 
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them — an  old  client  of  mine,  Thornhill.  He  has  applied 
to  me  on  the  matter.  Do  you  think  it  an  improvable 
property?'' 

Randal  listened  with  a  livid  cheek  and  a  throbbing  heart. 
We  have  seen  that,  if  there  was  one  ambitious  scheme  in 
his  calculation  which,  though  not  absolutely  generous  and 
heroic,  still  might  win  its  way  to  a  certain  sympathy  in  the 
imdebased  human  mind,  it  was  the  hope  to  restore  the 
fallen  fortunes  of  his  ancient  house,  and  repossess  himself 
of  the  long  alienated  lands  that  surrounded  the  dismal 
wastes  of  the  mouldering  hall.  And  now  to  hear  that  those 
lands  were  getting  into  the  inexorable  gripe  of  Levy — tears 
of  bitterness  stood  in  his  eyes. 

*' Thornhill,"  continued  Levy,  who  watched  the  young 
man's  countenance — "Thornhill  tells  me  that  that  part  of 
his  property — the  old  Leslie  lands — produces  £2,000  a 
year,  and  that  the  rental  could  be  raised.  He  would  take 
£.")(), 000  for  it — £20,000  down,  and  suffer  the  remaining 
£;)(), 000  to  lie  on  mortgage  at  four  per  cent.  It  seems  a 
very  good  purchase.     What  do  you  say?" 

''Don't  ask  me,"  said  Eandal,  stung  into  rare  honesty ; 
"  for  I  had  hoped  I  might  live  to  repossess  myself  of  that 
property." 

"Ah!  indeed.  It  would  be  a  very  great  addition  to 
your  consequence  in  the  world — not  from  the  mere  size  of 
the  estate,  but  from  its  hereditary  associations.  And  if 
you  have  any  idea  of  the  purchase — believe  me,  I'll  not 
stand  in  your  way." 

"  How  can  I  have  any  idea  of  it?" 

"  lUit  I  thought  you  said  you  had." 

"  I  understood  that  these  lands  could  not  be  sold  till  Mr. 
ThornhilPs  son  came  of  age,  and  joined  in  getting  rid  of  the 
entail." 

"  Yes,  so  Thornhill  himself  supposed,  till,  on  examining 
the  title-deeds,  I  found  he  was  under  a  mistake.  These 
lands  are  not  comprised  in  the  settlement  made  by  old  Jas- 
per Thornhill,  which  ties  up  the  rest  of  the  property.     The 
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title  will  be  perfect.  Thomhill  wants  to  settle  the  iiuitter 
at  once — losses  on  the  turf,  you  understand;  an  immediate 
purchaser  would  get  still  better  terms.  A  Sir  John  Spratt 
would  give  the  money; — but  the  addition  of  those  lands 
would  make  the  Spratt  proj^erty  of  more  conseciuence  in 
the  county  than  the  Thomhill.  So  my  client  would  rath(»r 
take  a  few  thousands  less  from  a  man  who  don't  set  up  to  be 
his  rival.    Balance  of  power  in  counties  as  well  as  nations." 

Eandal  was  silent. 

"  Well, "  said  Levy,  with  gi*eat  kindness  of  manner,  **  I 
see  I  pain  you;  and  though  I  am  what  my  very  pleasant 
guests  would  call  a  2)a)TenHy  I  comprehend  your  natural 
feelings  as  a  gentleman  of  ancient  birth,  rarcenii !  Ah, 
is  it  not  strange,  Leslie,  that  no  wealth,  no  fashion,  no  fame 
can  wipe  out  that  blot.  They  call  me  a  jmrrcfufy  and  bor- 
row my  money.  They  call  our  friend  the  wit,  2i  jjairemtf 
and  submit  to  all  his  insolence — if  they  condescend  to  re- 
gard his  birth  at  all — provided  they  can  but  get  him  to 
dinner.  They  call  the  best  debater  in  the  Parliament  of 
England  a  imrvenuj  and  will  entreat  him,  some  day  or 
other,  to  be  prime  minister,  and  ask  him  for  stars  and 
garters.  A  droll  world,  and  no  wonder  the  i>arveni(s  want 
to  upset  it." 

Eandal  had  hitherto  supposed  that  this  notorious  tuft- 
hunter — this  dandy  capitalist — this  money-lender,  whose 
whole  fortune  had  been  wrung  from  the  wants  and  follies 
of  an  aristocracy,  was  naturally  a  firm  supporter  of  things 
as  they  are — how  could  things  be  better  for  men  like  Baron 
Levy?  But  the  usurer's  burst  of  democratic  spleen  did  not 
surprise  his  precocious  and  acute  faculty  of  observation. 
He  had  before  remarked,  that  it  is  the  persons  who  fawn 
most  upon  an  aristocracy,  and  profit  the  most  by  the  fawn- 
ing, who  are  ever  at  heart  its  bitterest  disparagers.  Why 
is  this?  Because  one  full  half  of  democratic  opinion  is  made 
up  of  envy ;  and  we  can  only  envy  what  is  brought  beioie 
our  eyes,  and  what,  while  very  near  to  us,  is  still  unattain'- 
able.     No  man  envies  an  archangel. 
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"  l^ut,"  said  Levy,  thi-owing himself  back  in  his  chair,  "a 
new  order  of  things  is  commencing;  we  shall  see.  Leslie, 
it  is  lucky  for  you  that  you  did  not  enter  parliament  under 
the  government;  it  would  be  your  political  ruin  for  life." 

**  You  think,  then,  that  tlie  ministry  really  cannot  last?" 

"  Of  course  I  do ;  and  what  is  more,  I  think  that  a  min- 
istry of  the  same  principles  cannot  be  restored.  You  are 
a  young  man  of  talent  and  spirit;  your  birth  is  nothing 
compared  to  the  rank  of  the  reigning  party ;  it  would  tell, 
to  a  certain  degree,  in  a  democratic  one.  I  say,  you  should 
be  more  civil  to  Avenel ;  he  could  return  you  to  pai'liament 
at  the  next  election." 

''  The  next  election!  In  six  years!  We  have  just  had  a 
general  election." 

"  There  will  be  another  before  this  year,  or  half  of  it,  or 
perhaps  a  quarter  of  it,  is  out." 

*^  What  makes  you  think  so?" 

•^Leslie,  let  there  be  confidence  between  us;  we  can  help 
each  other.     Shall  we  be  friends?" 

"  With  all  my  heart.  !But  though  you  may  help  me,  how 
can  I  help  you?" 

''  You  have  helped  me  already  to  Frank  Hazeldean  and 
the  Casino  estate.  All  clever  men  can  help  me.  Come, 
then,  we  are  friends  j  and  what  I  say  is  secret.  You  ask 
me  why  I  think  there  will  be  a  general  election  so  soon?  I 
will  answer  you  frankly.  Of  all  the  public  men  I  ever  met 
with,  there  is  no  one  who  has  so  clear  a  vision  of  things 
immediately  before  him  as  Audley  Egerton." 

"He  has  that  character.  Not  /«r-seeing,  but  cleai*- 
sighted  to  a  certain  limit." 

"Exactly  so.  No  one  better,  therefore,  knows  public 
opinion,  and  its  immediate  ebb  and  flow." 

"Granted." 

"  Egerton,  then,  counts  on  a  general  election  within  three 
months,  and  I  have  lent  him  the  money  for  it." 

"  Lent  him  the  money?  Egerton  borrow  money  of  you — 
the  rich  Audley  Egerton!" 
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''Rich!''  repeated  Levy  in  a  tone  imi)0S8ible  to  desoribe, 
and  accompanying  the  word  with  that  movement  of  the 
middle  finger  and  thumb,  commonly  called  a  '*  snap, ''  which 
indicates  profound  contempt. 

He  said  no  more.  Randal  sate  stupified.  At  length  the 
latter  muttered,  '^  But  if  Egerton  is  really  not  rich — if  he 
lose  o£5ce,  and  without  the  hope  of  return  to  it '* 

"  If  so,  he  is  ruined !  said  Levy,  coldly  j  "  and  therefore, 
from  regard  to  you,  and  feeling  interest  in  your  future  fate, 
I  say,  Rest  no  hopes  of  fortune  or  career  ui)on  Audley 
Egerton.  Keep  your  place  for  the  present,  but  be  pre- 
pared at  the  next  election  to  stand  upon  j^opular  principles. 
Avenel  shall  return  you  to  parliament;  and  the  rest  is  with 
luck  and  energ}^  And  now,  I'll  not  detain  you  longer," 
said  Levy,  rising  and  ringing  the  bell.  The  servant  en- 
tered. 

"Is  my  carriage  here?" 

"Yes,  Baron." 

"Can  I  set  you  down  anywhere?" 

"No,  thank  you,  I  prefer  walking." 

"Adieu,  then.  And  mind  you  remember  the  soiree  dan' 
sante  at  Mrs.  AvenePs.  Randal  mechanically  shook  the 
hand  extended  to  him,  and  went  doTSTi  the  stairs. 

The  fresh  frosty  air  roused  his  intellectual  faculties, 
which  Levy's  ominous  words  had  almost  paralysed. 

And  the  first  thing  the  clever  schemer  said  to  liimself 
was  this : 

"But  what  can  be  the  man's  motive  in  what  he  said  to 
me?" 

The  next  was : 

"Egerton  ruined!     What  am  I,  then?" 

And  the  third  was : 

"And  that  fair  remnant  of  the  old  Leslie  property! 
X20,000  down— how  to  get  the  sum?  Why  should  Levy 
have  spoken  to  me  of  this?" 

And  lastly,  the  soliloquy  rounded  back;   "The  n 

motives!     His  motives!" 
2—23 
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Meanwhile,  the  Baron  threw  himself  into  his  chariot — 
the  most  comfortable  easy  chariot  you  can  possibly  conceive 
— single  man's  chariot — perfect  taste — no  married  man  ever 

had  such  a  chariot;  and  in  a  few  minutes  he  was  at 's 

hotel,  and  in  the  presence  of  Giulio  Franzini,  Count  di 
J*escliiera. 

^'  Jlon  rlier,^'  said  the  Baron,  in  very  good  French,  and 
in  a  tone  of  the  most  familiar  equality  with  the  descendant 
of  the  princes  and  heroes  of  grand  mediaeval  Italy — ^^  Mon 
rJicr,  give  me  one  of  your  excellent  cigars.  I  think  I  have 
put  all  matters  in  train." 

^'  You  have  found  out " 

"No;  not  so  fast  yet,"  said  the  Baron,  lighting  the  cigar 
extended  to  him.  *•  But  you  said  that  you  should  be  per- 
fectly contented  if  it  only  cost  you  £20,000  to  marry  off 
your  sister  (to  whom  that  sum  is  legally  due),  and  to 
marry  yourself  to  the  heiress." 

"I  did,  indeed." 

"  Then  I  have  no  doubt  I  shall  manage  both  objects  for 
that  sum,  if  Randal  Leslie  really  knows  where  the  young 
lady  is,  and  can  assist  you.  Most  promising  able  man  is 
I  vandal  Leslie — but  innocent  as  a  babe  just  born." 

"Ha,  ha!     Innocent?     Que  dlahle  f' 

"  Innocent  as  this  cigar,  mo7i  cher — strong  certainly,  but 
smoked  very  easily.     Soijez  tranquilhr^ 


CHAPTEE  XV. 


Who  has  not  seen,  who  not  admired,  that  noble  picture 
by  Daniel  Maclise,  which  refreshes  the  immortal  name  of 
my  ancestor  CaxtonI  For  myself,  while  with  national  pride 
I  heard  the  admiring  murmurs  of  the  foreigners  "V7ho  grouped 
around  it  (nothing,  indeed,  of  which  our  nation  may  be 
more  proud  had  they  seen  in  the  Crystal  Palace) — heard, 
with  no  less  a  pride  in  the  generous  nature  of  fellow-artists, 
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the  warm  applause  of  living  and  deathless  masters,  sanc- 
tioning the  enthusiasm  of  the  popular  crowd; — what  struck 
me  more  than  the  precision  of  drawing,  for  which  the  artist 
has  been  always  renowned,  and  the  just,  though  gorgeous 
affluence  of  colour  which  he  has  more  recently  acquired, 
was  the  profound  depth  of  conception,  out  of  which  this 
great  work  had  so  elaborately  arisen.  That  monk,  with 
his  scowl  towards  the  printer  and  his  back  on  the  Bible  over 
which  his  form  casts  a  shadoiv — the  whole  transition  be- 
tween the  mediaeval  Christianity  of  cell  and  cloister,  and 
the  modern  Christianity  that  rejoices  in  the  daylight,  is 
depicted  there,  in  the  shadow  that  obscures  the  Book — in 
the  scowl  that  is  fixed  upon  the  Book-diff user ; — that  som- 
bre, musing  face  of  Richard,  Duke  of  Gloucester,  with  the 
beauty  of  Napoleon,  darkened  to  the  expression  of  a  Fiend, 
looking  far  and  anxiously  into  futurity  as  if  foreseeing 
there  what  antagonism  was  about  to  be  created  to  the 
schemes  of  secret  crime  and  unrelenting  force ; — the  chival- 
rous head  of  the  accomplished  Rivers,  seen  but  in  profile, 
under  his  helmet,  as  if  the  age  when  Chivalry  must  defend 
its  noble  attributes,  in  steel,  was  already  half  passed  away : 
and,  not  least  grand  of  all,  the  rude  thews  and  sinews  of 
the  artisan  forced  into  service  on  the  type,  and  the  ray  of 
intellect,  fierce,  and  menacing  revolutions  yet  to  be,  strug- 
gling through  his  rugged  features,  and  across  his  low  knitted 
brow ; — all  this,  which  showed  how  deeply  the  idea  of  the 
discovery  in  its  good  and  its  evil,  its  saving  light  and  its 
perilous  storms,  had  sunk  into  the  artist's  soul,  charmed 
me  as  effecting  the  exact  union  between  sentiment  and  exe- 
cution, which  is  the  true  and  rare  consummation  of  the 
Ideal  in  Art.  But  observe,  while  in  these  personages  of 
the  group  are  depicted  the  deeper  and  graver  agencies  im- 
plicated in  the  bright  but  terrible  invention — observe  hi 
little  the  light  epicures  of  the  hour  heed  the  scowl  of 
monk,  or  the  restless  gesture  of  Richard,  or  the 
gleam  in  the  eyes  of  the  artisan — ^King  Ec  jrd,  1 
Poco  ciirante,  delighted  in  the  surprise  of  a  chi 
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toy ;  and  Clarence,  with  his  curious,  yet  careless,  glance — 
all  the  while  Caxton  himself,  calm,  serene,  untroubled,  in- 
tent solely  upon  the  manifestation  of  his  discovery,  and  no 
doubt  supremely  indifferent  whether  the  first  proofs  of  it 
shall  be  dedicated  to  a  Rivers  or  an  Edward,  a  Richard  or 
a  Henry,  Plantagenet  or  Tudor — 'tis  all  the  same  to  that 
comely,  gentle-looking  man.  So  is  it  ever  with  your  Ab- 
stract Science! — not  a  jot  cares  its  passionless  logic  for  the 
woe  or  weal  of  a  generation  or  two.  The  stream,  once 
emerged  from  its  source,  passes  on  into  the  great  Intellec- 
tual Sea,  smiling  over  the  wretch  that  it  drowns,  or  under 
the  keel  of  the  ship  which  it  serves  as  a  slave. 

Now,  when  about  to  commence  the  present  chapter  on 
the  Varieties  of  Life,  this  masterpiece  of  thoughtful  art 
forced  itself  on  my  recollection,  and  illustrated  what  I 
designed  to  convey.  In  the  surface  of  every  age,  it  is 
often  that  which  but  amuses,  for  the  moment,  the  ordinary 
children  of  pleasant  existence,  the  Edwards  and  the  Clar- 
ences (be  they  kings  and  dukes,  or  simplest  of  simple  sub- 
jects), which  afterwards  towers  out  as  the  great  serious 
epoch  of  the  time.  When  we  look  back  upon  human  rec- 
ords, how  the  eye  settles  upon  Writers  as  the  main  land- 
marks of  the  past!  AVe  talk  of  the  age  of  Augustus,  of 
Elizabeth,  of  Louis  XIV.,  of  Anne,  as  the  notable  eras  of 
the  world.  Why?  Because  it  is  their  writers  who  have 
made  them  so.  Intervals  between  one  age  of  authors  and 
another  lie  unnoticed,  as  the  flat  and  common  lands  of  un- 
cultured history.  And  yet,  strange  to  say,  when  these  au- 
thors are  living  amongst  us,  they  occupy  a  very  small  portion 
of  our  thoughts,  and  fill  up  but  desultory  interstices  in  the 
bitumen  and  tufo  wherefrom  we  build  up  the  Babylon  of 
our  lives!  So  it  is,  and  perhaps  so  it  should  be,  whether 
it  pleases  the  conceit  of  penmen  or  not.  Life  is  meant 
to  be  active;  and  books,  though  they  give  the  action  to 
future  generations,  administer  but  to  the  holiday  of  the 
present. 

And  so,  with  this  long  preface,  I  turn  suddenly  from  the 
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Randals  and  the  Egertons,  and  the  Levys,  Aveuels,  and 
Peschieras — from  the  plots  and  passions  of  practical  life, 
and  drop  the  reader  suddenly  into  one  of  those  obscure  re- 
treats wherein  Thought  weaves,  from  unnoticed  moments, 
a  new  link  to  the  chain  that  unites  the  ages. 

Within  a  small  room,  the  single  window  of  which  opened 
on  a  fanciful  and  fairy-like  garden,  that  has  been  before 
described,  sate  a  young  man  alone.  He  had  been  writing ; 
the  ink  was  not  dry  on  his  manuscript,  but  his  thoughts 
had  been  suddenly  interrupted  from  his  work,  and  his 
eyes,  now  lifted  from  the  letter  which  had  occasioned  that 
interruption,  sparkled  with  delight.  "He  will  come,"  ex- 
claimed the  young  man ;  "  come  here — to  the  home  which 
I  owe  to  him.  I  have  not  been  unworthy  of  his  friendship. 
And  she  " — his  breast  heaved,  but  the  joy  faded  from  his 
face.  "  Oh,  strange,  strange,  that  I  feel  sad  at  the  thought 
to  see  her  again.  See  hev — Ah  no!  my  own  comforting 
Helen — my  own  Child-angel !  Her  I  can  never  see  again ! 
The  grown  woman — that  is  not  my  Helen.  And  yet — and 
yet  (he  resumed  after  a  pause),  if  ever  she  read  the  pages 
in  which  thought  flowed  and  trembled  under  her  distant 
starry  light — if  ever  she  see  how  her  image  has  rested 
with  me,  and  feel  that,  while  others  believe  that  I 
invent,  I  have  but  remembered — will  she  not,  for  a 
moment,  be  my  own  Helen  again!  Again,  in  heart  and 
in  fancy,  stand  by  my  side  on  the  desolate  bridge — hand 
in  hand — orphans  both,  as  we  stood  in  the  days  so  sorrow- 
ful, yet,  as  I  recall  them,  so  sweet — Helen  in  England,  it 
is  a  dream!" 

He  rose,  half- consciously,  and  went  to  the  window.     T 
fountain  played  merrily  before  his  eyes,  and  t 
the  aviary  carolled  loud  to  his  ear.     "  And  in  tl 
he   murmured,  "I   saw  her  last!     And  the 
fountain  now  throws  its  spray  on  high — 
factor  and  mine  told  me  that  I  was  to  lose  / 
win — fame.     Alas!" 

At  this  time  a  woman,  whose  dress  i 
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her  mieii  and  air,  which;  though  not  without  a  certain  re- 
spectability, were  very  homely,  entered  the  room ;  and,  see- 
iii<^  the  young  man  standing  thus  thoughtfully  by  the  win- 
dow, paused.  She  was  used  to  his  habits;  and,  since  his 
success  in  life,  had  leai'ned  to  respect  them.  So  she  did 
not  disturb  his  reverie,  but  began  softly  to  arrange  the 
room — dusting,  with  the  corner  of  her  apron,  the  various 
articles  of  furniture,  putting  a  stray  chair  or  two  in  its 
right  place,  but  not  touching  a  single  paper.  Virtuous 
woman,  and  rare  as  virtuous! 

Tlie  young  man  turned  at  last,  with  a  deep,  yet  not  alto- 
gether painful  sigh: 

"  My  dear  mother,  good  day  to  you.  Ah,  you  do  well  to 
make  the  room  look  its  best.  Happy  news!  I  expect  a 
visitor!" 

"Dear  me,  Leonard,  will  he  want  lunch — or  what?" 

**  Nay,  I  think  not,  mother.  It  is  he  to  whom  we  owe 
all— *7/a'c  otia  fecit, ^  Pardon  my  Latin;  it  is  Lord  L'Es- 
trange." 

The  face  of  Mrs.  Fairfield  (the  reader  has  long  since  di- 
vined the  name)  changed  inst^itly,  and  betrayed  a  nervous 
twitch  of  all  the  muscles,  which  gave  her  a  family  likeness 
to  old  Mrs.  Avenel. 

''  Do  not  be  alarmed,  mother.     He  is  the  kindest " 

"Don't  talk  so;  I  can't  bear  it!"  cried  Mrs.  Fairfield. 

"  No  wonder  you  are  affected  by  the  recollection  of  all 
his  benefits.  But  when  once  you  have  seen  him,  you  will 
find  yourself  ever  after  at  your  ease.  And  so,  pray  smile 
and  look  as  good  as  you  are ;  for  I  am  proud  of  your  open 
honest  look  when  you  are  pleased,  mother.  And  he  must 
see  your  heart  in  your  face,  as  I  do." 

With  this,  Leonard  put  his  arm  round  the  widow's  neck 
and  kissed  her.  She  clung  to  him  fondly  for  a  moment, 
and  he  felt  her  tremble  from  head  to  foot.  Then  she  broke 
from  his  embrace,  and  hurried  out  of  the  room.  Leonard 
thought  perhaps  she  had  gone  to  improve  her  dress,  or  to 
carry  her  housewife  energies  to  the  decoration  of  the  other 
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rooms;  for  "the  house"  was  Mrs.  Fairfield's  hobby  and 
passion ;  and  now  that  she  worked  no  more,  save  for  her 
amusement,  it  was  her  main  occupation.  The  hours  she 
contrived  to  spend  daily  in  bustling  about  those  little 
rooms,  and  leaving  everything  therein  to  all  appearance 
precisely  the  same,  were  among  the  marvels  in  life  which 
the  genius  of  Leonard  had  never  comprehended.  But  she 
was  always  so  delighted  when  Mr.  Norreys  or  some  rare 
visitor  came,  and  said  (Mr.  Norreys  never  failed  to  do 
so)  :  "  How  neatly  all  is  kept  here.  What  could  Leonard 
do  without  you,  Mrs.  Fairfield?" 

And  to  Norreys'  infinite  amusement,  Mrs.  Fairfield  al- 
ways returned  the  same  answer:  "'Deed,  sir,  and  thank 
you  kindly,  but  'tis  my  belief  that  the  drawin'-room  would 
be  awful  dusty." 

Once  more  left  alone,  Leonard's  mind  returned  to  the 
state  of  reverie,  and  his  face  assumed  the  expression  that 
had  now  become  to  it  habitual.  Thus  seen,  he  was  changed 
much  since  we  last  beheld  him.  His  cheek  was  more  pale 
and  thin,  his  lips  more  firmly  compressed,  his  eye  more 
fixed  and  abstract.  You  could  detect,  if  I  may  borrow  a 
touching  French  expression,  that  "  sorrow  had  passed  by 
there."  But  the  melancholy  on  his  coimtenance  was  inef- 
fably sweet  and  serene,  and  on  his  ample  forehead  there 
was  that  power,  so  rarely  seen  in  early  youth — the  power 
that  has  conquered,  and  betrays  its  conquests  but  in  calm. 
The  period  of  doubt,  of  struggle,  of  defiance  was  gone  per- 
haps for  ever ;  genius  and  soul  were  reconciled  to  human 
life.  It  was  a  face  most  loveable;  so  gentle  and  peaceful 
in  its  character.  No  want  of  fire ;  on  the  contrary,  the  fire 
was  so  clear  and  so  steadfast,  that  it  conveyed  but  the  im- 
pression of  light.  The  candour  of  boyhood,  the  simplicity 
of  the  villager,  were  still  there — refined  by  intelligence,  but  • 
intelligence  that  seemed  to  have  traversed  through  knowl- 
edge— not  with  the  footstep,  but  the  wing — imsullied  by 
the  mire — tending  towards  the  star — seeking  through  the 
various  grades  of  Being  but  the  lovelier  forms  of  truth  and 
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goodness ;  at  home  as  should  be  the  Art  that  consummates 
the  beautiful — 

"  In  den  heitera  Rcgionen 
Wo  die  reinen  Formen  wohDen.  ^^ 

From  this  reverie  Leonard  did  not  seek  to  rouse  himself, 
till  the  bell  at  the  garden  gate  rang  loud  and  shrill ;  and 
then  starting  up  and  hurrying  into  the  hall,  his  hand  was 
grasped  in  Harley's. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


A  FULL  and  happy  hour  passed  away  in  Harley's  ques- 
tions and  Leonard's  answers}  the  dialogue  that  naturally 
ensued  between  the  two,  on  the  first  interview  after  an 
absence  of  years  so  eventful  to  the  younger  man. 

The  histoiy  of  Leonard  during  this  interval  was  almost 
solely  internal,  the  struggle  of  intellect  with  its  own  diffi- 
culties, the  wanderings  of  imagination  through  its  own  ad- 
venturous worlds. 

The  first  aim  of  Korreys,  in  preparing  the  mind  of  his 
pupil  for  its  vocation,  had  been  to  establish  the  equilibrium 
of  its  powers,  to  calm  into  harmony  the  elements  rudely 
shaken  by  the  trials  and  passions  of  the  old  hard  outer  life. 

The  theory  of  Norreys  was  briefly  this.  The  education 
of  a  superior  human  being  is  but  the  development  of  ideas 
in  one  for  the  benefit  of  others.  To  this  end,  attention 
should  be  directed — 1st,  To  the  value  of  the  ideas  collected; 
2ndly,  To  their  discipline;  3rdly,  To  their  expression. 
For  the  first,  acquirement  is  necessary ;  for  the  second,  dis- 
cipline; for  the  third,  art.  The  first  comprehends  knowl- 
edge, purely  intellectual,  whether  dei'ived  from  observation, 
memory,  reflection,  books  or  men,  Aristotle  or  Fleet  Street. 
The  second  demands  training,  not  only  intellectual,  but 

^  At  home— "In  the  serene  regions 

Where  dwell  the  pure  forms.  '* 
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moral;  the  purifyiug  and  exaltation  nl  iiiriiiv**^;  i}i«'  fomia- 
tion  of  habits;  in  whuh  method  i^  but  a  jiart  oj  a  diMnf 
and  harmonious  symmetjy — a  uniou  of  iijt«'JJ«''-t  ;iii<)  r»ii). 
science.  Ideas  of  value,  sttn-ed  by  thf-  tJjKt  jfi-o**  ■■:^ ,  jh.m- 
shalled  into  force,  and  placed  uu'ler  ;.-uidaij'-*'.  I»y  tin  •.••i- 
ond;  it  is  the  result  of  the  tLiid  to  jil.-i*-**  t}j«'jij  b*Ior'-  th*- 
world  in  the  most  attract ivf*  or  ^oiujuan'liuLr  iorrn.  'Jlii> 
may  be  done  by  actions  no  less  thajj  v.r.nl-. ;  |,iit  ihi-  ;iil:i|r 
tation  of  means  Uj  end,  th«^  jjassau''  of  i^U-a--  iioju  iJm  l.rani 
of  one  man  into  the  lives  and  souls  oJ  ;ill.  no  1*  --  in  :n  ti..n 
than  in  books,  requires  study.  Af'tif»n  li;i-.  it%  mt  ;ik  avU 
as  literature.  Here  Nor  revs  had  but  t/<  'l<-;il  willi  tli*-  rMlJ- 
iug  of  the  scholar,  the  fornjation  of  llj<-  writiT.  and  so  tit 
guide  the  perceptions  towards  iho^f  \an'ti''S  in  ll>*'  -.m1»- 
lime  and  beautiful,  tho  just  f-ojubi nation  of  wljii-li  i^  at 
once  cREATiox.  Man  binist'lf  i<  but  n  ''onjliijiation  ol  «'1<- 
ments."    He  who  conibines  in  jjnturf,  fi*'at«s  in  art. 

Such,  veiy  succinctly  and  inad'-quatfly  **:':jM»>--«'d.  •.v.i> 
the  system  ujKjn  which  Norr^ys  jijiK*'*'df'd  to  rc;4ulat»'  and 
perfect  the  great  native  j^owcrs /,[  liis  ]»ujiil;  and  ilioui^li 
the  reader  may  perhaj>s  say  that  no  sy  st'jn  laid  down  liy 
another  can  either  form  g^ijius  or  dictate  to  its  rf>u]ts.  yet 
probably  nine-t^^nths  at  least  of  thosf;  in  wliom  w**  r'-'oi^ni-so 
the  luminaries  of  our  race  havf^  ]»assed,  unconsciously  to 
themselves  Cfor  self-education  is  rarely  erniscinus  of  its 
phases),  through  each  of  these  processes.  And  no  one  who 
pauses  to  reflect  will  deny  that  according  to  this  theory, 
illustrated  by  a  man  of  vast  exporiencr,  jn-ofound  knowl- 
edge, and  ex([uisite  taste,  the,  struggles  of  genius  would 
be  infinitely  lessened,  its  vision  cleared  an<I  strengthened, 
and  the  distance  l>etwcen  effort  and  success  notably 
abridged. 

Norreys,  however,  was  far  too  deep  a  rciisonor  to  fall 
into  the  error  of  modern  teachers,  who  supposo  tliat  i 
tion  can  dispense  with  labour.     No  mind  becomes  mi 
without  rude  and  early  exercise.     Labour  sliould  be  Bi 
ous,  but  in  right  directions.     All  that  we  can  do  f 
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goodness ;  at  home  as  should  be  the  Art  that  consummates 
the  beautiful — 

*'  In  den  lieitern  Rcgioncn 
Wo  die  reinen  Formen  wohnen.  ^^ 

From  this  reverie  Leonard  did  not  seek  to  rouse  himself, 
till  the  bell  at  tlie  garden  gate  rang  loud  and  shrill ;  and 
then  starting  up  and  hurrying  into  the  hall,  his  hand  was 
grasped  in  Hai'ley's. 


CHAPTER  XYI. 


A  FULL  and  happy  hour  passed  away  in  Harley's  ques- 
tions and  Leonard's  answers}  the  dialogue  that  naturally 
ensued  between  the  two,  on  the  first  interview  after  an 
absence  of  years  so  eventful  to  the  younger  man. 

The  history  of  Leonard  during  this  interval  was  almost 
solely  internal,  the  struggle  of  intellect  with  its  own  diffi- 
culties, the  wanderings  of  imagination  through  its  own  ad- 
venturous worlds. 

The  first  aim  of  Korreys,  in  preparing  the  mind  of  his 
pupil  for  its  vocation,  had  been  to  establish  the  equilibrium 
of  its  powers,  to  calm  into  harmony  the  elements  rudely 
shaken  by  the  trials  and  passions  of  the  old  hard  outer  life. 

The  theory  of  Norreys  was  briefly  this.  The  education 
of  a  superior  human  being  is  but  the  development  of  ideas 
in  one  for  the  benefit  of  others.  To  this  end,  attention 
should  be  directed — 1st,  To  the  value  of  the  ideas  collected; 
2ndly,  To  their  discipline  j  3rdly,  To  their  expression. 
For  the  first,  acquirement  is  necessary ;  for  the  second,  dis- 
cipline; for  the  third,  art.  The  first  comprehends  knowl- 
edge, purely  intellectual,  whether  derived  from  observation, 
memory,  reflection,  books  or  men,  Aristotle  or  Fleet  Street. 
The  second  demands  training,  not  only  intellectual,  but 

^  At  home— "In  the  serene  regions 

Where  dwell  the  pure  forms.  '* 
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moral ;  the  purifying  and  exaltation  of  motives ;  the  forma- 
tion of  habits ;  in  which  method  is  but  a  part  of  a  divine 
and  harmonious  symmetry — a  union  of  intellect  and  con- 
science. Ideas  of  value,  stored  by  the  first  process ;  mar- 
shalled into  force,  and  placed  under  guidance,  by  the  sec- 
ond ;  it  is  the  result  of  the  third  to  place  them  before  the 
world  in  the  most  attractive  or  commanding  form.  This 
may  be  done  by  actions  no  less  than  words;  but  the  adap- 
tation of  means  to  end,  the  passage  of  ideas  from  the  brain 
of  one  man  into  the  lives  and  souls  of  all,  no  less  in  action 
than  in  books,  requires  study.  Action  has  its  art  as  well 
as  literature.  Here  Norreys  had  but  to  deal  with  the  call- 
ing of  the  scholar,  the  formation  of  the  writer,  and  so  to 
guide  the  perceptions  towards  those  varieties  in  the  sub- 
lime and  beautiful,  the  just  combination  of  which  is  at 
once  CREATION.  Man  himself  is  but  a  combination  of  ele- 
ments. ■    He  who  combines  in  nature,  creates  in  art. 

Such,  very  succinctly  and  inadequately  expressed,  was 
the  system  upon  which  Norreys  proceeded  to  regulate  and 
perfect  the  great  native  powers  of  his  pupil ;  and  though 
the  reader  may  perhaps  say  that  no  system  laid  down  by 
another  can  either  form  genius  or  dictate  to  its  results,  yet 
probably  nine-tenths  at  least  of  those  in  whom  we  recognise 
the  luminaries  of  our  race  have  passed,  unconsciously  to 
themselves  (for  self -education  is  rarely  conscious  of  its 
phases),  through  each  of  these  processes.  And  no  one  who 
pauses  to  reflect  will  deny  that  according  to  this  theory, 
illustrated  by  a  man  of  vast  experience,  profound  knowl- 
edge, and  exquisite  taste,  the  struggles  of  genius  would 
be  infinitely  lessened,  its  vision  cleared  and  strengthened, 
and  the  distance  between  effort  and  success  notably 
abridged. 

Norreys,  however,  was  far  too  deep  a  reasoner  to  fall 
into  the  error  of  modern  teachers,  who  suppose  that  educa- 
tion can  dispense  with  labour.  No  mind  becomes  muscular 
without  rude  and  early  exercise.  Labour  should  be  strenu- 
ous, but  in  right  directions.     All  that  we  can  do  for  it  is 
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to  save  the  waste  of  time  in  blundering  into  needless  toils. 

The  master  had  thus  first  employed  his  neophyte  in  ar- 
ranging and  compiling  materials  for  a  great  critical  work 
in  which  Norreys  himself  was  engaged.  In  tins  stage  of 
scholastic  preparation,  Leonard  was  necessarily  led  to  the 
ac(j[uisition  of  languages,  for  wliich  he  had  great  aptitude — 
the  foundations  of  a  large  and  comprehensive  erudition  were 
solidly  constructed.  He  traced  by  the  ploughshare  the  walls 
of  the  destined  city.  Habits  of  accuracy  and  of  generalisa- 
tion became  formed  insensibly ;  and  that  precious  faculty 
which  seizes,  amidst  accumulated  materials,  those  that  serve 
the  object  for  which  they  are  explored — (that  faculty 
wliich  quadruples  all  force,  by  concentrating  it  on  one 
point) — once  roused  into  action,  gave  purpose  to  every  toil 
and  (piickness  to  each  perception.  But  Norreys  did  not 
confine  his  i)upil  solely  to  the  mute  world  of  a  library ;  he 
introduced  him  to  some  of  the  first  minds  in  arts,  science, 
and  letters — and  active  life.  "These,"  said  he,  "are  the 
living  ideas  of  the  present,  out  of  which  books  for  the 
future  will  Ix'.  written:  study  them;  and  here,  as  in  the 
volumes  of  the  past,  diligently  amass  and  deliberately 
comjiile." 

]^y  degrees  Norreys  led  on  that  young  ardent  mind  from 
the  selection  of  ideas  to  their  aesthetic  analysis — from  com- 
pilation to  criticism;  but  criticism  severe,  close,  and  logi- 
cal— a  reason  for  each  word  of  praise  or  of  blame.  Led  in 
this  stage  of  his  career  to  examine  into  the  laws  of  beauty, 
a  new  light  broke  upon  his  mind;  from  amidst  the  masses 
of  marble  he  had  piled  around  him  rose  the  vision  of  the 
statue. 

And  so,  suddenly  one  day  Norreys  said  to  him,  "I  need 
a  compiler  no  longer — maintain  yourself  by  your  own  ci*ea- 
tions.''  And  Leonard  wrote,  and  a  work  flowered  up  from 
the  seed  deep  buried,  and  the  soil  well  cleared  to  the  rays 
of  the  sun  and  the  healthful  influence  of  expanded  air. 

That  first  work  did  not  penetrate  to  a  very  wide  circle  of 
readers,  not  from  any  perceptible  fault  of  its  own — there  is 
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luck  in  these  things;  the  first  aiioiiyinoiiH  work  of  im  1111^ 
inal  genius  is  rarely  at  once  einiiiciitly  HiiccchHl'iil.     Ilitt.  tlin 
more  experienced  recognised  the  proniist;  of  tlin  UHtk.     I'tih 
lishersy  who  have  an  instinct  in  tlin  diHcovny  of  iiviiiliihin 
talent^  which  often  forestalls  tli(^  apiu'cciation  of  l.lii*  piihlir, 
volunteered   liberal   offers.      'MW;    fully    MnrrfMithilly    Hiiu 
time,"  said  Norreys;  "think  not  of  nio<li<lM  noi  ol  mI>Ih. 
Strike  at  once  at  the  common  liiiinan   ln'iirt,     i1howii\vm\ 
the  corks — swim  out  boldly.     ()n<' woni  inoic     ih'mi  wiihi 
a  page  till  you  have  walked   from  your  room  In  'riiiii|(lii 
Bar,  and,  mingling  with  men,  ami  leadini^  Mm*  Imnihiii  tiuf, 
learn  why  great  poets  have  mohtly  |mMMi'<j   tJti'ii    Iihmi  in 
cities." 

Thus  Leonard  wrote  again,  and  wok<'  om*  nioinln{{  In  llnd 
himself  famous.     So  far  as  Uie  clmnci'M  of  nil   inoliwihlonn 
dependent  on  health  will  jMTini^  pn'Mfnt  indi-|ii<ndi'nn- uml, 
with  foresight  and  economy,  tlio  ]ii'oM)M'('tM  ol  Inlmn  mnijio 
tence  were  secured. 

''And,  indeed,"  said  Ij(;oijard,  conchidini/  11  lonifi  1  lnd  ii 
simpler  narrative  than  \h  licri*.  told  "  indi'cd,  IIu'm*  Im  imnin 
chance  that  I  may  obtain  at  onri<  u  cinii  Mini,  will  Imnn  iiin 
free  for  the  rest  of  my  lif<'  l.o  Midnl,  niy  own  huli|iM  In  iind 
write  without  care  for  nMniMn'raUon.  TIiIm  In  wind.  1  iidl 
the  true  (and,  ]>(?r}ia|)H,  aluMl  tin'  ruii')  lndii|iiMnliinri(  ol 
him  who  devotes  liimHolf  to  ItM/Itm.  Nniri\VM,  hinhiM  mu-n 
iwy  boyish  plan  for  tint  improvi-nK'nl.  of  rnrtiiin  mrnddnrrv 
in  the  steam-engiij(^,  inHifii<'d  on  my  KiviiiK  Hiiiidi  limit  |,ii 
mechanics.  The  Kiudy  lliat  nun'  |iliMtmM|  nu*  Mo  fennniMy, 
now  seemed  dull;  but  I  went  \uUi  it  with  mnnl  hoiU'li  md 
the  result  is,  that  I  have,  ini|ii'oviM|  ho  fill*  on  iny  oriuiuftl 
idea,  that  my  seheme  has  met  tint  u|)pi'()lmtluu  uf  OUf 
our  most  scientific  cngincerH;  and   I  am  ui  tl 

X)atent  for  it  will  b(^  ])ur(;haHed  of  mo  upon      'm 
am  ashamed  to  name  to  you,  ho  diHproportiG      I 
seem  to  the  value  of  so  simple  a  discovery.     Mi 
am  already  rich  enough  to  have  realised  the  two 
my  heart — to  make  a  home  in  the  cottage  w 
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seen  you  and  Helen — I  mean  Miss  Digby;  and  to  invite  to 
that  home  her  who  had  sheltered  my  infancy." 

**  Your  mother,  where  is  she?    Let  me  see  her." 

Leonard  ran  out  to  call  the  widow,  but  to  his  surprise  and 
vexation,  learned  that  she  had  quitted  the  house  before 
L' Estrange  arrived. 

He  came  back  perplexed  how  to  explain  what  seemed  un- 
gratious  and  ungrateful,  and  spoke  with  hesitating  lip  and 
flushed  cheek  of  tlie  widow's  natural  timidity  and  sense  of 
her  own  homely  station.  "And  so  overpowered  is  she," 
added  Leonard,  "  by  the  recollection  of  all  that  we  owe  to 
you,  that  she  never  hears  your  name  without  agitation  or 
tears,  and  trembled  like  a  leaf  at  the  thought  of  seeing 
you." 

''Ha!"  said  Harley,  with  visible  emotion.  "Is  it  so?" 
And  he  bent  down,  shading  his  face  with  his  hand. 
*'  And, "  he  renewed,  after  a  pause,  but  not  looking  up — 
*'  and  you  ascribe  this  fear  of  seeing  me,  this  agitation  at 
my  name,  solely  to  an  exaggerated  sense  of — of  the  cir- 
cumstances attending  my  acquaintance  with  yourself?" 

"  And,  perhaps,  to  a  sort  of  shame  that  the  mother  of 
one  you  have  made  her  proud  of  is  but  a  peasant." 

''That  is  all,"  said  Harley,  earnestly,  now  looking  up 
and  fixing  eyes,  in  which  stood  tears,  upon  Leonard's  in- 
genuous brow. 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Lord,  what  else  can  it  be?  Do  not  judge 
her  harshly." 

L' Estrange  arose  abruptly,  pressed  Leonard's  hand,  mut- 
tered something  not  audible,  and  then,  drawing  his  young 
friend's  arm  in  his,  led  him  into  the  garden,  and  turned  the 
conversation  back  to  its  former  topics. 

Leonard's  heart  yearned  to  ask  after  Helen,  and  yet 
something  withheld  him  from  doing  so,  till,  seeing  Har- 
ley did  not  volunteer  to  speak  of  her,  he  could  not  resist 
his  impulse.  "And  Helen — Miss  Digby — is  she  much 
changed?" 

"  Changed,  no — yes  j  very  much. " 
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"Very  much!"  Leonard  sighed.  "I  shall  see  her 
again?" 

"Certainly,"  said  Harley,  in  a  tone  of  surprise.  "  How 
can  you  doubt  it?  And  I  reserve  to  you  the  pleasure  of 
saying  that  you  are  renowned.  You  blush;  well,  I  will 
say  that  for  you.     But  you  shall  give  her  your  books. " 

"She  has  not  yet  read  them,  then? — not  the  Itust?  The 
first  was  not  worthy  of  her  attention, ''  said  Leonard,  disap- 
pointed. 

"She  has  only  just  arrived  in  England;  and,  though 
your  books  reached  me  in  Germany,  she  was  not  then  with 
me.  When  I  have  settled  some  business  that  will  take  mo 
from  town,  I  shall  present  you  to  her  and  my  mother." 
There  was  a  certain  embarrassment  in  Harley 's  voice  as  h(» 
spoke;  and,  turning  round  abruptly,  he  exclaimed,  "But 
you  have  shown  poetry  even  here.  I  could  not  have  con- 
ceived that  so  much  beauty  coidd  be  drawn  from  what  ap- 
peared to  me  the  most  commonplace  of  all  suburban  gar- 
dens. Why,  surely,  where  that  charming  fountain  now 
plays  stood  the  rude  bench  in  which  I  read  your  verses." 

"  It  is  true ;  I  wished  to  unite  all  together  my  happiest 
associations.  I  think  I  told  you,  my  lord,  in  one  of  my 
letters,  that  I  had  owed  a  very  happy,  yet  very  stmggling 
time  in  my  boyhood  to  the  singular  kindness  and  generous 
instructions  of  a  foreigner  whom  I  served.  This  fountain 
is  copied  from  one  that  I  made  in  his  garden,  and  by  the 
margin  of  which  many  a  summer  day  I  have  sat  and  dreamt 
of  fame  and  knowledge." 

"True,  you  told  me  of  that;  and  your  foreigner  will  be 
pleased  to  hear  of  your  success,  and  no  less  so  of 
grateful  recollections.     By  the  way,  you  did  not, 
his  name." 

"Eiccabocca." 

''  Eiccabocca!    My  own  dear  and  noble  £ 
sible?    One  of  my  reasons  for  returning  to 
nected  with  him.     Tou  shall  go  down  wi 
I  meant  to  start  this  evening.'^ 
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''My  clear  Lord,"  said  Leonard,  "I  think  that  you  may 
spare  yourself  so  long  a  journey.  I  have  reason  to  suspect 
that  Signor  Ricoabocea  is  my  nearest  neighbour.  Two  days 
ago  I  was  in  the  garden,  when  suddenly  lifting  my  eyes  to 
yon  hillock  I  perceived  the  form  of  a  man  seated  amongst 
the  brushwood ;  and,  though  I  could  not  see  his  features, 
there  was  something  in  the  very  outline  of  his  figure  and 
his  peculiar  ix)sture,  that  irresistibly  reminded  me  of  Ric- 
oabocea. I  hastened  out  of  the  garden  and  ascended  the 
hill,  but  he  was  gone.  My  suspicions  were  so  strong  that 
I  caused  inquiry  to  be  made  at  the  different  shops  scattered 
about,  and  learned  that  a  family  consisting  of  a  gentleman, 
his  wife,  and  daughter,  had  lately  come  to  live  in  a  house 
that  you  nuist  have  passed  in  your  way  hither,  standing  a 
little  back  from  the  road,  surrounded  by  high  walls ;  and 
though  they  were  said  to  be  English,  yet  from  the  descrip- 
tion given  to  me  of  the  gentleman's  person  by  one  who  had 
noticed  it,  by  the  fact  of  a  foreign  servant  in  their  employ, 
and  by  the  very  name  *Richmouth,^  assigned  to  the  new- 
comers, 1  can  scarcely  doubt  that  it  is  the  family  you 
seek." 

''And  you  have  not  called  to  ascertain?" 

"  Pai'don  me,  but  the  family  so  evidently  shunning  obser- 
vation (no  one  but  the  master  himself  ever  seen  without 
the  walls),  the  adoption  of  another  name  too — led  me  to 
infer  that  Signor  Riccabocca  has  some  strong  motive  for 
concealment;  and  now,  with  my  improved  knowledge  of 
life,  and  recalling  all  the  past,  I  cannot  but  suppose  that 
Riccabocca  was  not  what  he  appeared.  Hence,  I  have  hesi- 
tated on  formally  obtruding  myself  upon  his  secrets,  what- 
ever they  be,  and  have  rather  watched  for  some  chance 
occasion  to  meet  him  in  his  walks." 

"You  did  right,  my  dear  Leonard;  but  my  reasons  for 
seeing  my  old  friend  forbid  all  scruples  of  delicacy,  and  I 
will  go  at  once  to  his  house." 

"  You  will  tell  me,  my  Lord,  if  I  am  right." 

"  I  hope  to  be  allowed  to  do  so.     Pray,  stay  at  home  till 
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I  return.  And  now,  ere  I  go,  one  question  more :  You  in- 
dulge conjectures  as  to  Kiccabocca,  because  he  has  changed 
his  name — why  have  you  dropped  your  own?" 

"I  wished  to  have  no  name,"  said  Leonard,  colouring 
deeply,  "  but  that  which  I  could  make  myself  " 

"  Proud  poet,  this  I  can  comprehend.  But  from  what 
reason  did  you  assume  the  strange  and  fantastic  name  of 
Oran?" 

The  flush  on  Leonard's  face  became  deeper.  "My 
Lord,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice,  "it  is  a  childish  fancy 
of  mine;  it  is  an  anagram." 

"Ah!" 

"At  a  time  when  my  cravings  after  knowledge  were 
likely  much  to  mislead,  and  perhaps  undo  me,  I  chanced 
on  some  poems  that  suddenly  affected  my  whole  mind,  and 
led  me  up  into  purer  air ;  and  I  was  told  that  these  poems 
were  written  in  youth,  by  one  who  had  beauty  and  genius 
— one  who  was  in  her  grave — a  relation  of  my  own,  and  her 
familiar  name  was  Nora " 

"Ah!"  again  ejaculated  Lord  L'Estrange,  and  his  arm 
pressed  heavily  upon  Leonard's. 

"So,  somehow  or  other,"  continued  the  young  author, 
falteringly,  "  I  wished  that  if  ever  I  won  to  a  poet's  fame, 
it  might  be  to  my  own  heart,  at  least,  associated  with  this 
name  of  Nora — with  her  whom  death  had  robbed  of  the 
fame  that  she  might  otherwise  have  won  —  with  her 
who " 

He  paused,  greatly  agitated. 

Harley  was  no  less  so.  But,  as  if  by  a  sudden  impulse, 
the  soldier  bent  down  his  manly  head  and  kissed  the  poet's 
brow ;  then  he  hastened  to  the  gate,  flung  himself  on  his 
horse,  and  rode  away. 
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CHAPTEK  XVn. 

LoKD  L' Estrange  did  not  proceed  at  once  to  Eicca- 
bocca's  house.  He  was  under  the  influence  of  a  remem- 
brance too  deep  and  too  strong  to  yield  easily  to  the  luke-  * 
warm  chiim  of  friendship.  He  rode  fast  and  far;  and 
impossible  it  would  be  to  define  the  feelings  that  passed 
through  a  mind  so  acutely  sensitive,  and  so  rootedly  tena- 
cious of  all  affections.  When  recalling  his  duty  to  the 
Italian,  he  once  more  struck  into  the  road  to  Norwood,  the 
slow  pace  of  his  horse  was  significant  of  his  own  exhausted 
s})iiits;  a  deep  dejection  had  succeeded  to  feverish  excite- 
ment. "  Vain  task,"  he  murmured,  "to  wean  myself  from 
the  dead!     Yet  I  am  now  betrothed  to  another;  and  she, 

with  all  her  virtues,  is  not  the  one  to "     He  stopped 

short  ill  generous  self -rebuke.  "Too  late  to  think  of  that! 
Now,  all  that  should  remain  to  me  is  to  insure  the  happi- 
ness of  the  life  to  which  I  have  pledged  my  own.     But " 

He  sighed  as  he  so  murmured.  On  reaching  the  vicinity 
of  Riccabocca's  house,  he  put  up  his  horse  at  a  little  inn, 
and  proceeded  on  foot  across  the  heathland  towards  the 
dull  square  building,  which  Leonard's  description  had  suf- 
iic^ed  to  indicate  as  the  exile's  new  home.  It  was  long  be- 
fore any  one  answered  his  summons  at  the  gate.  Not  till 
he  had  thrice  rung  did  he  hear  a  heavy  step  on  the  gravel 
walk  within;  then  the  wicket  within  the  gate  was  partially 
drawn  aside,  a  dark  eye  gleamed  out,  and  a  voice  in  imper- 
fect English  asked  who  was  there. 

"  Lord  L' Estrange;  and  if  I  am  right  as  to  the  person  I 
seek,  that  name  will  at  once  admit  me." 

The  door  flew  open  as  did  that  of  the  mystic  cavern  at 
the  sound  of  "Open,  Sesame;"  and  Giacomo,  almost  weep- 
ing with  joyous  emotion,  exclaimed,  in  Italian,  "  The  good 
Lord!  Holy  San  Giacomo!  thou  hast  heard  me  at  last! 
We  are  safe  now."  And  dropping  the  bhmderbuss  with 
which   he  had  taken  the  precaution  to  arm  himself,  he 
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lifted  Harley's  hand  to  his  lips,  in  the  affectionate  greet- 
ing familiar  to  his  countrymen. 

"And  the  Padi'one?"  asked  Harley,  as  he  entered  the 
jealous  precincts. 

"  Oh,  he  is  just  gone  outj  but  he  will  not  be  long.  You 
will  wait  for  him?" 

"  Certainly.  What  lady  is  that  I  see  at  the  far  end  of 
the  garden?" 

"  Bless  her,  it  is  our  Signorina.  I  will  run  and  tell  her 
you  are  come." 

"That  I  am  comej  but  she  cannot  know  me  even  by 
name. " 

"Ah,  Excellency,  can  you  think  so?  Many  and  many  a 
time  has  she  talked  to  me  of  you,  and  I  have  heard  her 
pray  to  the  holy  Madonna  to  bless  you,  and  in  a  voice  so 
sweet " 

"  Stay,  I  will  present  myself  to  her.  Go  into  the  house, 
and  we  will  wait  without  for  the  Padrone.  Nay,  I  need 
the  air,  my  friend."  Harley,  as  he  said  this,  broke  from 
Giacomo,  and  approached  Violante. 

The  poor  child,  in  her  solitary  walk  in  the  obscurer  parts 
of  the  dull  garden,  had  escaped  the  eye  of  Giacomo  when 
he  had  gone  forth  to  answer  the  bell ;  and  she,  unconscious 
of  the  fears  of  which  she  was  the  object,  had  felt  something 
of  a  youthful  curiosity  at  the  summons  at  the  gate,  and  the 
sight  of  a  stranger  in  close  and  friendly  conference  with  the 
imsocial  Giacomo. 

As  Harley  now  neared  her  with  that  singular  grace  of 
movement  which  belonged  to  him,  a  thrill  shot  through  her 
heart — she  knew  not  why.  She  did  not  recognise  his  like- 
ness to  the  sketch  taken  by  her  father  from  his  recollections 
of  Harley' s  early  youth.  She  did  not  guess  who  he  was; 
and  yet  she  felt  herself  colour,  aiid,  naturally  fearless 
though  she  was,  turned  away  with  a  vague  alarm. 

"Pardon  my  want  of  ceremony,  Signorina,"  said  Harley, 
in  Italian ;  "  but  I  am  so  old  a  friend  of  your  father's  that 
I  cannot  feel  as  a  stranger  to  yourself." 
2—24 
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Then  Violante  lifted  to  him  her  dark  eyes  so  intelligent 
and  so  innocent — eyes  full  of  surprise,  but  not  displeased 
surprise.  And  Harley  himself  stood  amazed,  and  almost 
abashed,  by  the  rich  and  marvellous  beauty  that  beamed 
upon  him.  "My  father's  friend,"  she  said  hesitatingly, 
"and  I  never  to  have  seen  you!" 

"Ah,  Signorina,"  said  Harley  (and  something  of  its  na- 
tive humour,  half  arch,  half  sad,  played  round  his  lip), 
"you  are  mistaken  there j  you  have  seen  me  before,  and 
you  received  me  much  more  kindly  then " 

"Signorl"  said  Violante,  more  and  more  siu*prised,  and 
with  a  yet  richer  colour  on  her  cheeks. 

Harley,  who  had  now  recovered  from  the  first  effect  of 
her  beauty,  and  who  regarded  her  as  men  of  his  years  and 
character  are  apt  to  regard  ladies  in  their  teens,  as  more 
child  than  woman,  suffered  himself  to  be  amused  by  her 
perplexity;  for  it  was  in  his  nature  that  the  graver  and 
more  mournful  he  felt  at  heart,  the  more  he  sought  to  give 
play  and  whim  to  his  spirits. 

"Indeed,  Signorina,"  said  he,  demurely,  "you  insisted 
then  on  placing  one  of  those  fair  hands  in  mine;  the  other 
(forgive  me  the  fidelity  of  my  recollections)  was  affection- 
ately thrown  aroimd  my  neck." 

"  Signor!"  again  exclaimed  Violante;  but  this  time  there 
was  anger  in  her  voice  as  well  as  surprise,  and  nothing  could 
be  more  charming  than  her  look  of  pride  and  resentment. 

Harley  smiled  again,  but  with  so  much  kindly  sweetness 
that  the  anger  vanished  at  once,  or  rather  Violante  felt 
angry  with  herself  that  she  was  no  longer  angry  with  him. 
But  she  had  looked  so  beautiful  in  her  anger,  that  Har- 
ley wished,  perhaps,  to  see  her  angry  again.  So,  compos- 
ing his  lips  from  their  propitiatory  smile,  he  resumed, 
gravely : 

"  Vour  flatterers  will  tell  you,  Signorina,  that  you  are 
much  improved  since  then,  but  I  liked  you  better  as  you 
were ;  not  but  what  I  hope  to  return  some  day  what  you 
then  so  generously  pressed  upon  me." 
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"Pressed  upon  you! — I?  Signor,  you  are  under  some 
strange  mistake." 

"Alas!  no;  but  the  female  heart  is  so  capricious  and 
fickle !  You  pressed  it  upon  me,  I  assure  you.  I  own  that 
I  was  not  loath  to  accept  it.'' 

"Pressed  it!     Pressed  what?" 

"Your  kiss,  my  child,"  said  Harley;  and  then  added, 
with  a  serious  tenderness,  "  And  I  again  say  that  I  hope 
to  return  it  some  day — when  I  see  you,  by  the  side  of 
father  and  of  husband  in  your  native  land — the  fairest 
bride  on  whom  the  skies  of  Italy  ever  smiled!  And  now, 
pardon  a  hermit  and  a  soldier  for  his  rude  jests,  and  give 
your  hand,  in  token  of  that  pardon,  to  Harley  L'Es- 
trange. " 

Violante,  who  at  the  first  words  of  his  addi*ess  had  re- 
coiled, with  a  vague  belief  that  the  stranger  was  out  of  his 
mind,  sprang  forward  as  it  closed,  and,  in  all  the  vivid  en- 
thusiasm of  her  nature,  pressed  the  hand  held  out  to  her 
with  both  her  own.  "Harley  L'Estrange — the  preserver 
of  my  father's  life!"  she  cried;  and  her  eyes  were  fixed  on 
his  with  such  evident  gratitude  and  reverence,  that  Harley 
felt  at  once  confused  and  delighted.  She  did  not  think  at 
that  instant  of  the  hero  of  her  dreams — she  thought  but  of 
him  who  had  saved  her  father.  But,  as  his  eyes  sank  be- 
fore her  own,  and  his  head,  uncovered,  bowed  over  the 
hand  he  held,  she  recognised  the  likeness  to  the  features 
on  which  she  had  so  often  gazed.  The  first  bloom  of  youth 
was  gone,  but  enough  of  youth  still  remained  to  soften  the 
lapse  of  years,  and  to  leave  to  manhood  the  attractions 
which  charm  the  eye.  Instinctively  she  withdrew  her 
hands  from  his  clasp,  and,  in  her  turn,  looked  down. 

In  this  pause  of  embarrassment  to  both,  Riccabocca  let 
himself  into  the  garden  by  his  o^vn  latch-key,  and,  startled 
to  see  a  man  by  the  side  of  Violante,  sprang  forward  with 
an  abrupt  and  angry  cry.     Harley  heard,  and  turned. 

As  if  restored  to  courage  and  self-possession  by  the  sense 
of  her  father's  presence,  Violante  again  took  the  hand  of 
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tlie  visitor.  "  Father, "  she  said,  simply,  "  it  is  he — he  is 
come  at  last."  Aud  then,  retiring  a  few  steps,  she  contem- 
plated them  both;  and  her  face  was  radiant  with  happi- 
ness— as  if  something,  long  silently  missed  and  looked  for, 
was  as  silently  found,  and  life  has  no  more  a  want,  nor  the 
heart  a  void. 


BOOK    TEI^TH, 


INITIAL  CHAPTEE. 

UPON     THIS  PACT  —  THAT    THE   WORLD    IS    STILL    MUCH    THE    SAME 

AS  IT  ALWAYS  HAS  BEEN. 

It  is  observed  by  a  very  pleasant  writer — read  now-a- 
days  only  by  the  brave  pertinacious  few  who  still  struggle 
hard  to  rescue  from  the  House  of  Pluto  the  souls  of  de- 
parted authors,  jostled  and  chased  as  those  souls  are  by  the 
noisy  footsteps  of  the  living— it  is  observed  by  the  admi- 
rable Charron,  that  "judgment  and  wisdom  is  not  only 
the  best,  but  the  happiest  portion  God  Almighty  hath  dis- 
tributed amongst  men ;  for  though  this  distribution  be  made 
with  a  very  uneven  hand,  yet  nobody  thinks  himself  stinted 
or  ill-dealt  with,  but  he  that  hath  never  so  little  is  con- 
tented in  this  respect. '^  * 

And,  certainly,  the  present  narrative  may  serve  in  no- 
table illustration  of  the  remark  so  drily  made  by  the  witty 
and  wise  preacher.  For  whether  our  friend  Riccabocca  de- 
duce theories  for  daily  life  from  the  great  folio  of  Machia- 
velli ;  or  that  promising  young  gentleman,  Mr.  Randal  Les- 
lie, interpret  the  power  of  knowledge  into  the  art  of  being 
too  knowing  for  dull  honest  folks  to  cope  with  him ;  or 
acute  Dick  Avenel  push  his  way  up  the  social  ascent  with 
a  blow  for  those  before,  and  a  kick  for  those  behind  him, 

^  TraDslation  of  Gliarron  on  Wisdom.  By  G.  Stanhope,  D.  D.  , 
late  Dean  of  CaDterbury  (1729) .  A  translation  remarkable  for  ease, 
vigour,  and  (despite  that  contempt  for  the  strict  rules  of  grammar, 
which  was  common  enough  amongst  writers  at  the  commencement 
of  the  last  century)  for  the  idiomatic  raciness  of  its  English. 
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after  the  approTcd  faahioa  of  yoor  strong  Xe#  Man;  or 
Baron  Levy — that  cynical  impersonation  of  Gold — compare 
himself  to  the  Magnetic  Eoek  in  the  Arabian  tale^  to  which 
the  nails  in  every  ship  that  approaches  the  influence  of  the 
loadstone  fly  from  the  planks,  and  a  shipwreck  per  day 
adds  its  waifs  to  the  Eoek;  questionless,  at  least,  it  is, 
that  each  of  those  personages  believes  that  Providence  has 
bestowed  on  him  an  elder  son's  inheritance  of  wisdom. 
Nor,  were  we  to  glance  towards  the  obscurer  paths  of  life, 
shotdd  we  find  good  Parson  Dale  deem  himself  worse  off 
than  the  rest  of  the  world  in  this  precioos  commodity — as, 
indeed,  he  has  signally  evinced  of  late  in  that  shrewd  gness 
of  his  touching  Professor  Moss ; — even  plain  Squire  Hazel- 
dean  takes  it  for  granted  that  he  could  teach  Audley  Eger- 
ton  a  thing  or  two  worth  knowing  in  politics;  Mr.  Stim 
thinks  that  there  is  no  branch  of  useful  lore  on  which  he 
could  not  instruct  the  Squire;  while  Sprott,  the  tinker, 
with  his  bag  full  of  tracts  and  lucifer  matches,  regards  the 
whole  framework  of  modem  society,  from  a  rick  to  a  con- 
stitution, with  the  profound  disdain  of  a  revolutionary  phi- 
losopher. Considering  that  every  individual  thus  brings 
into  the  stock  of  the  world  so  vast  a  share  of  intelligence, 
it  cannot  but  excite  our  wonder  to  find  that  Oxenstiern  is 
popularly  held  to  be  right  when  he  said,  "  See,  my  son, 
how  little  wisdom  it  requires  to  govern  States;" — that  is, 
Men !  That  so  many  millions  of  persons,  each  with  a  pro- 
found assurance  that  he  is  possessed  of  an  exalted  sagacity, 
should  concur  in  the  ascendancy  of  a  few  inferior  intellects, 
according  to  a  few  stupid,  prosy,  matter-of-fact  rules  as  old 
as  the  hills,  is  a  phenomenon  very  discreditable  to  the  spirit 
and  energy  of  the  aggregate  human  species!  It  creates  no 
surprise  that  one  sensible  watch-dog  should  control  the  move- 
ments of  a  flock  of  silly  grass-eating  sheep;  but  that  two 
or  three  grass-eating  sheep  should  give  the  law  to  whole 
flocks  of  such  mighty  sensible  watch-dogs — Diavolo  !  Dr. 
lliccabocca,  explain  thatj  if  you  can!  And  wonderfully 
strange    it    is,  that    notwithstanding    all   the    march    of 
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enlightenment,  notwithstanding  our  progressive  discov- 
eries in  the  laws  of  nature — our  railways,  steam-engines, 
animal  magnetism,  and  electro  -  biology — we  have  never 
made  any  improvement  that  is  generally  acknowledged, 
since  men  ceased  to  be  troglodytes  and  nomads,  in  the  old- 
fashioned  gamut  of  flats  and  sharps,  which  attunes  into  ir- 
regular social  jog-trot  all  the  generations  that  pass  from  the 
cradle  to  the  grave ;  still,  "  the  desire  for  something  we  have 
not "  impels  all  the  energies  that  keep  us  in  movement,  for 
good  or  for  ill,  according  to  the  checks  or  the  directions  of 
each  favourite  desire. 

A  friend  of  mine  once  said  to  a  millionnaire,  whom  he 
saw  for  ever  engaged  in  making  money  which  he  never 
seemed  to  have   any  pleasure  in  spending,  "Pray,  Mr. 

,  will  you  answer  me  one  question:  You  are  said  to 

have  two  millions,  and  you  spend  £600  a-year.  In  order 
to  rest  and  enjoy,  what  will  content  you?" 

"A  little  more,"  answered  the  millionnaire,  "That 
"little  more"  is  the  mainspring  of  civilisation.  Nobody 
ever  gets  it! 

"Philus,"  saith  a  Latin  writer,  "was  not  so  rich  as 
Laelius;  Laelius  was  not  so  rich  as  Scipio;  Scipio  was  not 
so  rich  as  Crassus ;  and  Crassus  was  not  so  rich — as  he 
wished  to  be!"  If  John  Ball  were  once  contented  Man- 
chester might  shut  up  its  mills.  It  is  the  "  little  more  " 
that  makes  a  mere  trifle  of  the  National  Debt — Long  life 
to  it! 

Still,  mend  our  law-books  as  we  will,  one  is  forced  to 
confess  that  knaves  are  often  seen  in  fine  linen,  and  honest 
men  in  the  most  shabby  old  rags;  and  still,  notwithstand- 
ing the  exceptions,  knavery  is  a  very  hazardous  game;  and 
honesty,  on  the  whole,  by  far  the  best  policy.  Still,  most 
of  the  Ten  Commandments  remain  at  the  core  of  all  the 
Pandects  and  Institutes  that  keep  our  hands  off  our  neigh- 
bours' throats,  wives,  and  pockets ;  still,  every  year  shows 
that  the  Parson's  maxim — non  quieta  movere — is  as  prudent 
for  the  JieaUb  of  communities  as  when  Apollo  recomniendeci 
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his  votaries  not  to  rake  up  a  fever  by  stirring  the  Lake 
Camarina ;  still  people,  thank  Heaven,  decline  to  reside  in 
parallelograms,  and  the  surest  token  that  we  live  under  a 
free  government  is,  when  we  are  governed  by  persons  whom 
we  have  a  full  right  to  imply,  by  our  censure  and  ridicule, 
are  blockheads  compared  to  ourselves !  Stop  that  delight- 
ful privilege,  and,  by  Jove !  sir,  there  is  neither  pleasure  nor 
honour  in  being  governed  at  all!  You  might  as  well  be — a 
Frenchman ! 


CHAPTER  TI. 


The  Italian  and  his  friend  are  closeted  together. 

"And  why  have  you  left  your  home  in shire?  and 

why  this  new  change  of  name?" 

"Peschiera  is  in  England." 

"I  know  it." 

"And  bent  on  discovering  me;  and,  it  is  said,  of  stealing 
from  me  my  child." 

"  He  has  had  the  assurance  to  lay  wagers  that  he  will 
win  the  hand  of  your  heiress.  I  know  that  too ;  and  there- 
fore I  have  come  to  England — first  to  baffle  his  design — for 
I  do  not  think  your  fears  altogether  exaggerated — and  next 
to  learn  from  you  how  to  follow  up  a  clue  which,  unless  T 
am  too  sanguine,  may  lead  to  his  ruin,  and  your  uncondi- 
tional restoration.  Listen  to  me.  You  are  aware  that, 
after  the  skirmish  with  Peschiera's  armed  hirelings  sent 
in  search  of  you,  I  received  a  polite  message  from  the  Aus- 
trian Government,  requesting  me  to  leave  its  Italian  domains. 
Now,  as  I  hold  it  the  obvious  duty  of  any  foreigner,  ad- 
mitted to  the  hospitality  of  a  state,  to  refrain  from  all  par- 
ticipation in  its  civil  disturbances,  so  I  thought  my  honour 
assailed  at  this  intimation,  and  went  at  once  to  Vienna  to 
explain  to  the  Minister  there  (to  whom  I  was  personally 
kno^vn),  that  though  I  had,  as  became  man  to  man,  aided 
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INITIAL  CHAPTER. 

UPON     Tins  FACT  —  THAT    THE   WORLD    IS    STILL    MUCH    THE    SAME 

AS  IT  ALWAYS  HAS  BEEN. 

It  is  observed  by  a  very  pleasant  writer— read  nowa- 
days only  by  the  brave  pertinacious  few  who  still  struggle 
hard  to  rescue  from  the  House  of  Pluto  the  souls  of  de- 
parted authors,  jostled  and  chased  as  those  souls  are  by  the 
noisy  footsteps  of  the  living— it  is  observed  by  the  admi- 
rable Charron,  that  "judgment  and  wisdom  is  not  only 
the  best,  but  the  happiest  portion  God  Almighty  hath  dis- 
tributed amongst  men ;  for  though  this  distribution  be  made 
with  a  very  imeven  hand,  yet  nobody  thinks  himself  stinted 
or  ill-dealt  with,  but  he  that  hath  never  so  little  is  con- 
tented in  this  respect."  * 

And,  certainly,  the  present  narrative  may  serve  in  no- 
table illustration  of  the  remark  so  drily  made  by  the  witty 
and  wise  preacher.  For  whether  our  friend  Eiccabocca  de- 
duce theories  for  daily  life  from  the  great  folio  of  Machia- 
velli ;  or  that  promising  young  gentleman,  Mr,  Randal  Les- 
lie, interpret  the  power  of  knowledge  into  the  art  of  being 
too  knowing  for  dull  honest  folks  to  cope  with  him ;  or 
acute  Dick  Avenel  push  his  way  up  the  social  ascent  with 
a  blow  for  those  before,  and  a  kick  for  those  behind  him, 

'Translation  of  Charron  on  Wisdom.  By  G.  Stanhope,  D.D., 
late  Dean  of  Canterbury  (1729).  A  translation  remarkable  for  ease, 
vigour,  and  (despite  that  contempt  for  the  strict  rules  of  grammar, 
which  was  common  enough  amongst  writers  at  the  commencement 
of  the  last  century)  for  the  idiomatic  raciness  of  its  English. 
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after  the  approved  fashion  of  your  strong  Ne*v  Man;  or 
J^aroii  Levy — that  cynical  impersonation  of  Gold — compare 
himself  to  the  Magnetic  Kock  in  the  Arabian  tale,  to  which 
the  nails  in  every  ship  that  approaches  the  inflnence  of  the 
loadstone  ily  from  the  planks,  and  a  shipwreck  per  day 
adds  its  waifs  to  the  Kock;  qnestionless,  at  least,  it  is, 
that  each  of  those  personages  believes  that  Providence  has 
bestowed  on  him  an  elder  son's  inheritance  of  wisdom. 
Nor,  were  we  to  glance  towards  the  obscnrer  paths  of  life, 
should  we  hnd  good  Parson  Dale  deem  himself  worse  off 
than  the  rest  of  the  world  in  this  precious  commodity — as, 
indeed,  he  has  signally  evinced  of  late  in  that  shrewd  gness 
of  liis  toiicliing  ]*rofessor  Moss; — even  plain  Squire  Hazel- 
dean  takes  it  for  granted  that  he  could  teach  Audley  Eger- 
ton  a  thing  or  two  worth  knowing  in  politics;  Mr.  Stim 
thinks  that  there  is  no  branch  of  useful  lore  on  which  he 
could  not  instruct  the  Squire;  while  Sprott,  the  tinkei*, 
with  his  bag  full  of  tracts  and  lucifer  matches,  regards  the 
whole  framework  of  modern  society,  from  a  rick  to  a  con- 
stitution, with  the  profound  disdain  of  a  revolutionary  phi- 
losopher. Considering  that  every  individual  thus  brings 
into  the  stock  of  the  world  so  vast  a  share  of  intelligence, 
it  cannot  but  excite  our  wonder  to  find  that  Oxenstiern  is 
popularly  held  to  be  right  when  he  said,  "See,  my  son, 
how  little  wisdom  it  requires  to  govern  States;^' — that  is. 
Men !  That  so  many  millions  of  persons,  each  with  a  pro- 
found assurance  that  he  is  possessed  of  an  exalted  sagacity, 
should  concur  in  the  ascendancy  of  a  few  inferior  intellects, 
according  to  a  few  stupid,  prosy,  matter-of-fact  rules  as  old 
as  the  hills,  is  a  phenomenon  very  discreditable  to  the  spirit 
and  energy  of  the  aggregate  lumian  species!  It  creates  no 
surprise  that  one  sensible  watch-dog  should  control  the  move- 
inonts  of  a  flock  of  silly  grass-eating  sheep;  but  that  two 
or  three  grass-eating  sheep  should  give  the  law  to  whole 
flocks  of  such  mighty  sensible  watch-dogs — Diavolo!  Dr. 
liiccabocca,  explain  fhafy  if  you  can!  And  wonderfully 
strange    it    is,   that    notwithstanding    all   the    march    of 
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enlightenment,  notwithstanding  our  progressive  discov- 
eries in  the  laws  of  nature — our  railways,  steam-engines, 
animal  magnetism,  and  electro  -  biology — we  have  never 
made  any  improvement  that  is  generally  acknowledged, 
since  men  ceased  to  be  troglodytes  and  nomads,  in  the  old- 
fashioned  gamut  of  flats  and  sharps,  which  attunes  into  ir- 
regular social  jog-trot  all  the  generations  that  pass  from  the 
cradle  to  the  grave ;  still,  "  the  desire  for  something  we  have 
not "  impels  all  the  energies  that  keep  us  in  movement,  for 
good  or  for  ill,  according  to  the  checks  or  the  directions  of 
each  favourite  desire. 

A  friend  of  mine  once  said  to  a  millionnaire,  whom  he 
saw  for  ever  engaged  in  making  money  which  he  never 
seemed  to  have   any  pleasure  in  spending,  "Pray,  Mr. 

,  will  you  answer  me  one  question:  You  are  said  to 

have  two  millions,  and  you  spend  £600  a-year.  In  order 
to  rest  and  enjoy,  what  will  content  you?" 

"A  little  more,"  answered  the  millionnaire,  "That 
"little  more"  is  the  mainspring  of  civilisation.  Nobody 
ever  gets  it! 

"Philus,"  saith  a  Latin  writer,  "was  not  so  rich  as 
Laelius ;  Laelius  was  not  so  rich  as  Scipio ;  Scipio  was  not 
so  rich  as  Crassus ;  and  Crassus  was  not  so  rich — as  he 
wished  to  be!"  If  John  Bull  were  once  contented  Man- 
chester might  shut  up  its  mills.  It  is  the  "  little  more  " 
that  makes  a  mere  trifle  of  the  National  Debt — Long  life 
to  it! 

Still,  mend  our  law-books  as  we  will,  one  is  forced  to 
confess  that  knaves  are  often  seen  in  fine  linen,  and  honest 
men  in  the  most  shabby  old  rags;  and  still,  notwithstand- 
ing the  exceptions,  knavery  is  a  very  hazardous  game;  and 
honesty,  on  the  whole,  by  far  the  best  policy.  Still,  most 
of  the  Ten  Commandments  remain  at  the  core  of  all  the 
Pandects  and  Institutes  that  keep  our  hands  off  our  neigh- 
bours' throats,  wives,  and  pockets ;  still,  every  year  shows 
that  the  Parson's  maxim — non  qtiieta  movere — is  as  prudent' 
for  the  health  of  commiinitieg  as  when  Apollo  recommended 
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his  votaries  not  to  rake  up  a  fever  by  stirring  the  Lake 
Camarina ;  still  people,  thank  Heaven,  decline  to  reside  in 
parallelograms,  and  the  surest  token  that  we  live  under  a 
free  government  is,  when  we  are  governed  by  persons  whom 
we  have  a  full  right  to  imply,  by  our  censure  and  ridicule, 
are  blockheads  compared  to  ourselves !  Stop  that  delight- 
ful privilege,  and,  by  Jove !  sir,  there  is  neither  pleasure  nor 
honour  in  being  governed  at  all !  You  might  as  well  be — a 
Frenchman ! 


CHAPTER  TI. 


The  Italian  and  his  friend  are  closeted  together. 

^' And  why  have  you  left  your  home  in shire?  and 

why  this  new  change  of  name?" 

"Peschiera  is  in  England." 

^^Iknowit." 

''And  bent  on  discovering  me;  and,  it  is  said,  of  stealing 
from  me  my  child." 

"  He  has  had  the  assurance  to  lay  wagers  that  he  will 
win  the  hand  of  your  heiress.  I  know  that  too;  and  there- 
fore I  have  come  to  England — first  to  baffle  his  design — for 
I  do  not  think  your  fears  altogether  exaggerated — and  next 
to  learn  from  you  how  to  follow  up  a  clue  which,  unless  I 
am  too  sanguine,  may  lead  to  his  ruin,  and  your  uncondi- 
tional restoration.  Listen  to  me.  You  are  aware  that, 
after  the  skirmish  with  Peschiera's  armed  hirelings  sent 
in  search  of  you,  I  received  a  polite  message  from  the  Aus- 
trian Government,  requesting  me  to  leave  its  Italian  domains. 
Now,  as  i  hold  it  the  obvious  duty  of  any  foreigner,  ad- 
mitted to  the  hospitality  of  a  state,  to  refrain  from  all  par- 
ticipation in  its  civil  disturbances,  so  I  thought  my  honour 
assailed  at  this  intimation,  and  went  at  once  to  Vienna  to 
explain  to  the  Minister  there  (to  whom  I  was  personally 
known),  tliat  though  I  had,  as  became  man  to  man,  aided 
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to  protect  a  refugee,  who  had  taken  shelter  under  my  roof, 
from  the  infuriated  soldiers  at  the  command  of  his  private 
foe,  I  had  not  only  not  shared  in  any  attempt  at  revolt,  but 
dissuaded,  as  far  as  I  could,  my  Italian  friends  from  their 
enterprise;  and  that  because,  without  discussing  its  merits, 
I  believed,  as  a  military  man  and  a  cool  spectator,  the  en- 
terprise could  only  terminate  in  fruitless  bloodshed.  I  was 
enabled  to  establish  my  explanation  by  satisfactory  proof; 
and  my  acquaintance  with  the  Minister  assumed  something 
of  the  character  of  friendship.  I  was  then  in  a  position  to 
advocate  your  cause,  and  to  state  your  original  reluctance 
to  enter  into  the  plots  of  the  insurgents.  I  admitted  freely 
that  you  had  such  natural  desire  for  the  independence  of 
your  native  land,  that,  had  the  standard  of  Italy  been  boldly 
hoisted  by  its  legitimate  chiefs,  or  at  the  common  uprising 
of  its  whole  people,  you  would  have  been  found  in  the  van, 
amidst  the  ranks  of  your  countrymen;  but  I  maintained 
that  you  would  never  have  shared  in  a  conspiracy  frantic  in 
itself,  and  defiled  by  the  lawless  schemes  and  sordid  ambi- 
tion of  its  main  projectors,  had  you  not  been  betrayed  and 
decoyed  into  it  by  the  misrepresentations  and  domestic 
treachery  of  your  kinsman — the  very  man  who  denounced 
you.  Unfortunately,  of  this  statement  I  had  no  proof  but 
your  own  word.  I  made,  however,  so  far  an  impression  in 
your  favour,  and,  it  may  be,  against  the  traitor,  that  your 
property  was  not  confiscated  to  the  state,  nor  handed  over, 
upon  the  plea  of  your  civil  death,  to  your  kinsman." 

^^How! — I  do  not  understand.     Peschiera  has  the  prop- 
erty?" 

"  He  holds  the  revenues  but  of  one  half  upon  pleasure, 
and  they  would  be  withdrawn,  could  I  succeed  in  establish- 
ing the  case  that  exists  against  him.  I  was  forbidden  before 
to  mention  this  to  you ;  the  Minister,  not  inexcusably,  sub- 
mitted you  to  the  probation  of  unconditional  exile.  Your 
grace  might  depend  upon  your  own  forbearance  from  fur- 
ther conspiracies — forgive  the  word.  I  need  not  say  I  v 
permitted  to  return  to  Jjombardy.     I  found,  on  my  arri' 
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that — that  your  unhappy  wife  had  been  to  my  house,  and 
exhibited  great  despair  at  hearing  of  my  departure. " 

Ixiccabocea  knit  his  dark  brows,  and  breathed  hard. 

*'  I  did  not  judge  it  necessary  to  acquaint  you  with  this 
e iron m stance,  nor  did  it  much  affect  me.  I  believed  in  her 
guilt — and  what  could  now  avail  her  remorse,  if  remorse 
she  felt?  Shortly  afterwards,  I  heard  that  she  was  no 
more." 

"  Yes,"  muttered  Kiccabocca,  "  she  died  in  the  same  year 
that  I  left  Italy.  It  must  be  a  strong  reason  that  can  ex- 
cuse a  friend  for  reminding  me  even  that  she  once  lived!" 

"  I  come  at  once  to  that  reason,"  said  L'Estrange,  gently. 
"  This  autumn  I  was  roaming  through  Switzerland,  and,  in 
one  of  my  pedestrian  excursions  amidst  the  mountains,  I 
met  with  an  accident,  which  confined  me  for  some  days  to 
a  sofa  at  a  little  inn  in  an  obscure  village.  My  hostess  waa 
an  Italian ;  and,  as  I  had  left  my  servant  at  a  town  at  some 
distance,  I  required  her  attention  till  I  could  write  to  him 
to  eonie  to  me.  I  was  thankful  for  her  cares,  and  amused 
by  her  Italian  babble.  We  became  very  good  friends.  She 
told  me  she  had  been  servant  to  a  lady  of  great  rank,  who 
had  died  in  Switzerland ;  and  that,  being  enriched  by  the 
generosity  of  her  mistress,  she  had  married  a  Swiss  inn- 
keeper, and  his  people  had  become  hers.  My  servant  ar- 
rived, and  my  hostess  learned  my  name,  which  she  did  not 
know  before.  She  came  into  my  room  greatly  agitated. 
In  brief,  this  woman  had  been  servant  to  your  wife.  She 
had  accompanied  her  to  my  villa,  and  known  of  her  anx- 
iety to  see  me,  as  your  friend.  The  government  had  as- 
signed to  your  wife  your  palace  at  Milan,  with  a  competent 
income.  She  had  refused  to  accept  of  either.  Failing  to 
see  me,  she  had  set  off  towards  England,  resolved  upon 
seeing  yourself;  for  the  journals  had  stated  that  to  Eng- 
land you  had  escaped." 

'*  She  dared — shameless !  And  see,  but  a  moment  before, 
I  had  forgotten  all  but  her  grave  in  a  foreign  soil — and 
these  tears  had  forgiven  her,"  murmured  the  Italian, 
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"  Let  them  forgive  her  still, "  said  Harley,  with  all  his 
exquisite  sweetness  of  look  and  tone.  "  I  resume.  On  en- 
tering Switzerland  your  wife's  health,  which  you  know  was 
always  delicate,  gave  way.  To  fatigue  and  anxiety  suc- 
ceeded fever,  and  delirium  ensued.  She  had  taken  with  her 
but  this  one  female  attendant — the  sole  one  she  could  trust 
— on  leaving  home.  She  suspected  Peschiera  to  have 
bribed  her  household.  In  the  presence  of  this  woman  she 
raved  of  her  innocence — in  accents  of  terror  and  aversion, 
denounced  your  kinsman — and  called  on  you  to  vindicate 
her  name  and  your  own. " 

"Ravings  indeed!  Poor  Paulina!"  groaned  Riccabocca, 
covering  his  face  with  both  hands. 

"  But  in  her  delirium  there  w^ere  lucid  intervals.     In  one 
of  these  she  rose,  in  spite  of  all  her  servant  could  do  to 
restrain  her,  took  from  her  desk  several  letters,  and  read- 
ing them  over,  exclaimed  piteously,  *  But  how  to  get  them 
to  him? — whom  to  trust?     And  his  friend  is  gone!'     Then 
an  idea  seemed  suddenly  to  flash  upon  her,  for  she  uttered 
a  joyous  exclamation,  sate  down,  and  wrote  long  and  rap- 
idly, enclosed  what  she  wrote  with  all  the  letters,  in  one 
packet,  which  she  sealed  carefully,  and  bade  her  servant 
carry  to  the  post,  with  many  injunctions  to  take  it  with 
her  own  hand,  and  pay  the  charge  on  it.     *  For  oh!'  said 
she  (I  repeat  the  words  as  my  informant  told  them  to  me) 
— *for  oh!  this  is  my  sole  chance  to  prove  to  my  husband 
that,  though  I  have  erred,  I  am  not  the  guilty  thing  he 
believes  me ;  the  sole  chance,  too,  to  redeem  my  error,  and 
restore,  perhaps,  to  my  husband  his  country,  to  my  child 
her  heritage.'     The  servant  took  the  letter  to  the  p      ; 
when  she  returned,  her  lady  was  asleep,  with  a  smile 
her  face.     But  from  that  sleep,  she  woke  again 
and  before  the  next  morning  her  soul  had  fled. 
Riccabocca  lifted  one  hand  from  his  face  and  g 
ley's  arm,  as  if  mutely  beseeching  him  to     i 
of  the  man  struggled  hard  with  his  pride  and 
and  it  Avas  long  before  Harley  could  lead 
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worldly  prospects  which  this  last  communication  from  his 
wife  might  open  to  his  ruined  fortunes.  Not,  indeed,  till 
Jlicoabocea  had  persuaded  himself,  and  half  persuaded 
JIailey  (for  strong,  indeed,  was  all  presumption  of  guilt 
against  the  dead),  that  his  wife's  protestations  of  innocence 
from  all  but  error  had  been  but  ravings. 

"  Be  this  as  it  may, "  said  Harley,  "  there  seems  every 
reason  to  suppose  that  the  letters  enclosed  were  Peschiera's 
correspondence,  and  that,  if  so,  these  would  establish  the 
proof  of  his  influence  over  your  wife,  and  of  his  perfidious 
machinations  against  yourself.  I  resolved,  before  coming 
hither,  to  go  round  by  Vienna.  There  I  heard,  with  dis- 
may, that  Feschiera  had  not  only  obtained  the  imperial 
sanction  to  demand  your  daughter's  hand,  but  had  boasted 
to  his  profligate  circle  that  he  should  succeed;  and  he  was 
actually  on  his  road  to  England.  I  saw  at  once  that  could 
this  design,  by  any  fraud  or  artifice,  be  successful  with 
Violante  (for  of  your  consent,  I  need  not  say,  I  did  not 
dream),  the  discovery  of  the  packet,  whatever  its  contents, 
would  be  useless;  Peschiera's  end  would  be  secured.  I 
saw  also  that  his  success  would  suffice  for  ever  to  clear  his 
name ;  for  his  success  must  imply  your  consent  (it  would 
be  to  disgrace  your  daughter,  to  assert  that  she  had  mar- 
ried without  it),  and  your  consent  would  be  his  acquittal. 
I  saw,  too,  with  alarm,  that  to  all  means  for  the  accom- 
plishment of  his  project  he  would  be  urged  by  despair;  for 
his  debts  are  great,  and  his  character  nothing  but  new 
wealth  can  support.  I  knew  that  he  was  able,  bold,  de- 
termined, and  that  he  had  taken  with  him  a  large  supply 
of  money  borrowed  upon  usury ; — in  a  word,  I  trembled  for 
you  both.  I  have  now  seen  your  daughter,  and  I  tremble 
no  more.  Accomplished  seducer  as  Peschiera  boasts  him- 
self, the  first  look  upon  her  face  so  sweet,  yet  so  noble, 
convinced  me  that  she  is  proof  against  a  legion  of  Peschieras. 
Now,  then,  return  we  to  this  all-important  subject — to  this 
packet.  It  never  reached  you.  Long  years  have  passed 
since  then.     Does  it  exist  still?    Into  whose  hands  would 
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it  have  fallen?  Try  to  summon  up  all  your  recollections. 
The  servant  could  not  remember  the  name  of  the  person  to 
whom  it  was  addressed ;  she  only  insisted  that  the  name 
began  with  a  B,  that  it  was  directed  to  England,  and  that 
to  England  she  accordingly  paid  the  postage.  Whom  then, 
with  a  name  that  begins  with  B,vOr  (in  case  the  servant's 
memory  here  misled  her)  whom  did  you  or  your  wife 
know,  during  your  visit  to  England,  with  sufficient  inti- 
macy to  make  it  probable  that  she  would  select  such  a  person 
for  her  confidant?" 

"I  cannot  conceive,"  said  Eiccabocca,  shaking  his  head. 
"  We  came  to  England  shortly  after  our  marriage.  Paulina 
was  affected  by  the  climate.  She  spoke  not  a  word  of  Eng- 
lish, and  indeed  not  even  French,  as  might  have  been 
expected  from  her  birth,  for  her  father  was  poor,  and  thor- 
oughly Italian.  She  refused  all  society.  I  went,  it  is 
true,  somewhat  into  the  London  world — enough  to  induce 
me  to  shrink  from  the  contrast  that  my  second  visit  as  a 
beggared  refugee  would  have  made  to  the  reception  I  met 
with  on  my  first — but  I  formed  no  intimate  friendships. 
I  recall  no  one  whom  she  could  have  written  to  as  intimate 
with  me." 

"But,"  persisted  Harley,  "think  again.  Was  there  no 
lady  well  acquainted  with  Italian,  and  with  whom,  per- 
haps, for  that  very  reason,  your  wife  became  familiar?" 

"  Ah,  it  is  true.  There  was  one  old  lady  of  retired  hab- 
its, but  who  had  been  much  in  Italy.  Lady — Lady — I 
remember — Lady  Jane  Horton." 

"  Horton  —  Lady   Jane ! "    exclaimed    Harley ;    "  again ; 
thrice  in  one  day — is  this  wound  never  to  scar  over?'^ 
Then,  noting  Riccabocca's  look  of  surprise,  he  said:  "Ex- 
cuse me,  my  friend ;  I  listen  to  you  with  renewed  inters 
Lady  Jane  was  a  distant  relation  of  my  own;  she  ju 
me,  perhaps,  harshly — and  I  have  some  painful 
tions  with  her  name ;  but  she  was  a  woman  of  n 
tues.     Your  wife  knew  her?" 

"Not,  however,  intimately — still  better 
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else  in  London,  l^ut  Paulina  would  not  have  written  to 
her ;  she  knew  that  Lady  Jane  had  died  shortly  after  her 
own  departure  from  England.  I  myself  was  summoned 
back  to  Italy  on  pressing  business;  she  was  too  unwell  to 
journey  with  me  as  rapidly  as  I  was  obliged  to  travel ;  in- 
deed, illness  detained  her  several  weeks  in  England.  In 
this  interval  she  might  have  made  acquaintances.  Ah,  now 
I  see;  I  guess.  You  say  the  name  began  with  B.  Pau- 
lina, in  my  absence,  engaged  a  companion — a  Mrs.  Ber- 
tram. This  lady  accompanied  her  abroad.  Paulina  be- 
came excessively  attached  to  her,  she  knew  Italian  so  well. 
jVIrs.  Bertram  left  her  on  the  road,  and  returned  to  England, 
for  some  private  affairs  of  her  own.  I  forget  why  or  where- 
fore ;  if,  indeed,  I  ever  asked  or  learned.  Paulina  missed 
her  sadly,  often  talked  of  her,  wondered  why  she  never 
heard  from  her.  Ko  doubt  it  was  to  this  Mrs.  Bertram 
that  she  wrote!" 

"  And  you  don't  know  the  lady's  friends,  or  address?" 

"No." 

"  Nor  who  recommended  her  to  your  wife?" 

"No." 

"Probably  Lady  Jane  Horton?" 

"  It  may  be  so.     Very  likely." 

"  I  will  follow  up  this  track,  slight  as  it  is." 

"  But  if  Mrs.  Bertram  received  the  communication,  how 
comes  it  that  it  never  reached  myself — 0  fool  that  I  am, 
how  should  it!  I,  who  guarded  so  carefully  my  incog- 
nito!" 

"True.  This  your  wife  could  not  foresee;  she  would 
naturally  imagine  that  your  residence  in  England  would 
be  easily  discovered.  But  many  years  must  have  passed 
since  your  wife  lost  sight  of  this  Mrs.  Bertram,  if  their  ac- 
([uaintance  was  made  so  soon  after  your  marriage;  and  now 
it  is  a  long  time  to  retrace — before  even  your  Violante  was 
born." 

"Alas!  yes.  I  lost  two  fair  sons  in  the  interval.  Vio- 
lante was  born  to  me  as  the  child  of  sorrow." 
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"And  to  make  sorrow  lovely!  liow  beautiful  she  is!" 

The  father  smiled  proudly. 

"  Where,  in  the  loftiest  houses  of  Europe,  find  a  husband 
worthy  of  such  a  priza?" 

"  You  forget  that  I  am  still  an  exile — she  still  dowerless. 
You  forget  that  I  am  pursued  by  Peschiera ;  that  I  would 
rather  see  her  a  beggar's  wife  —  than  —  Pah,  the  very 
thought  maddens  me,  it  is  so  foul.  Cor^m  dl  Bacco !  I 
have  been  glad  to  find  her  a  husband  already." 

"Already!     Then  that  young  man  spoke  truly?" 

"What  young  man?" 

"  Randal  Leslie.  How !  You  know  him?"  Here  a  brief 
explanation  followed.  Harley  heard  with  attentive  ear, 
and  marked  vexation,  the  particulars  of  Riccabocca's  con- 
nection and  implied  engagement  with  Leslie. 

"  There  is  something  veiy  suspicious  to  me  in  all  this, " 
said  he.  "  Why  should  this  young  man  have  so  sounded 
me  as  to  Violante's  chance  of  losing  fortune  if  she  married 
an  Englishman?" 

"Did  he?  Oh,  pooh!  Excuse  him.  It  was  but  his  nat- 
ural wish  to  seem  ignorant  of  all  about  me.  He  did  not 
know  enough  of  my  intimacy  with  you  to  betray  my  secret. " 

"  But  he  knew  enough  of  it — must  have  known  enough 
to  have  made  it  right  that  he  should  tell  you  I  was  in  Eng- 
land.    He  does  not  seem  to  have  done  so." 

"No — that  is  strange — yet  scarcely  strange;  for,  when 
we  last  met,  his  head  was  full  of  other  things — love  and 
marriage.     Basta  !  youth  will  be  youth. " 

"He  has  no  youth  left  in  him!"  exclaimed  Harler 
sionately.     "I  doubt  if  he  ever  had  any.     He  i« 
those  men  who  come  into  the  world  with  the 
centenarian.     You  and  I  never  shall  be  as  old- 
in  long  clothes.     Ah,  you  may  laugh;   but 
wrong  in  my  instincts.     I  disliked  him  at 
eye,  his  smile,  his  voice,  his  very  foe        >. 
in  you  to  countenance  such  a  mar:      le; 
chance  of  your  restoration." 
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*'  Hetter  tliat  tliaii  infringe  my  word  once  passed.^' 

*'Xo,  no,  exclaimed  Harleyj  "your  word  is  not  passed — 
it  shall  not  be  passed.  Nay,  never  look  so  piteously  at  me. 
At  all  events,  pause  till  we  know  more  of  this  young  man. 
If  he  be  worthy  of  her  without  a  dower,  why,  then,  let  him 
lose  you  your  heritage.     I  shall  have  no  more  to  say." 

"But  why  lose  me  my  heritage?  There  is  no  law  in 
Austria  which  can  dictate  to  a  father  what  husband  to 
choose  for  his  daughter." 

*'  Certainly  not.  But  you  are  out  of  the  i^ale  of  law  itself 
just  at  present;  and  it  would  surely  be  a  reason  for  state 
l)olicy  to  withhold  your  pardon,  and  it  would  be  to  the  loss 
of  that  favour  with  your  own  countrymen,  which  would  now 
make  that  pardon  so  popular,  if  it  were*  known  that  the 
representative  of  your  name  were  debased  by  your  daugh- 
ter's alliance  with  an  English  adventurer — a  clerk  in  a  pub- 
lic office !  O  sage  in  theory,  why  are  you  such  a  simpleton 
in  action?" 

Nothing  moved  by  this  taunt,  Eiccabocca  rubbed  his 
hands,  and  then  stretched  them  comfortably  over  the  fire. 

"My  friend,"  said  he,  "the  representation  of  my  name 
would  pass  to  my  son." 

"  But  you  have  no  son?" 

*'  Hush!  I  am  going  to  have  one;  my  Jemima  informed 
me  of  it  yesterday  morning;  and  it  was  upon  that  informa- 
tion that  I  resolved  to  speak  to  Leslie.  Am  I  a  simpleton 
now?" 

"  Going  to  have  a  son, "  repeated  Harley,  looking  very 
bewildered;  "how  do  you  know  it  is  to  be  a  son?" 

"  Physiologists  are  agreed,"  said  the  sage,  positively, 
"  that  where  the  husband  is  much  older  than  the  wife,  and 
there  has  been  a  long  interval  without  children  before  she 
condescends  to  increase  the  population  of  the  world — she 
(that  is,  it  is  at  least  as  nine  to  four) — she  brings  into  the 
world  a  male.  I  consider  that  point,  therefore,  settled,  ac- 
cording to  the  calculations  of  statisticians  and  the  researches 
of  naturalists." 
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Harley  could  not  help  laughing,  though  he  was  still  angry 
and  disturbed. 

"  The  same  man  as  ever;  always  the  fool  of  philosophy.'^ 

"  Cospetto  !"  said  Riccabocca.  "  I  am  rather  the  philos- 
opher of  fools.  And  talking  of  that,  shall  I  present  you 
to  my  Jemima?" 

"  Yes ;  but  in  turn  I  must  present  you  to  one  who  re- 
members with  gratitude  your  kindness,  and  whom  your 
philosophy,  for  a  wonder,  has  not  ruined.  Some  time  or 
other  you  must  explain  that  to  me.  Excuse  me  for  a  mo- 
ment; I  will  go  for  him." 

"For  him; — for  whom?  In  my  position  I  must  be  cau- 
tious; and " 

"  I  will  answer  for  his  faith  and  discretion.  Meanwhile 
order  dinner,  and  let  me  and  my  friend  stay  to  share  it." 

"Dinner?  Corpo  di  Bacco ! — not  that  Bacchus  can  help 
us  here.     What  will  Jemima  say?" 

"  Henpecked  man,  settle  that  with  your  connubial  tyrant. 
But  dinner  it  must  be." 

I  leave  the  reader  to  imagine  the  delight  of  Leonard  at 
seeing  once  more  Riccabocca  unchanged  and  Violante  so 
improved;  and  the  kind  Jemima  too.  And  their  wonder 
at  him  and  his  history,  his  books  and  his  fame.  He  nar- 
rated his  struggles  and  adventures  with  a  simplicity  that 
removed  from  a  story  so  personal  the  character  of  egotism. 
But  when  he  came  to  speak  of  Helen,  he  was  brief  and 
reserved. 

Violante  would  have  questioned  more  closely;  but,  to 
Leonard's  relief,  Harley  interposed. 

"  You  shall  see  her  whom  he  speaks  of  before  long,  and 
question  her  yourself." 

With  these  words,  Harley  turned  the  young  man's  narra- 
tive into  new  directions ;  and  Leonard's  words  again  flowed 
freely.  Thus  the  evening  passed  away  happily  to  all  save 
Kiccabocca.  For  the  thought  of  his  dead  wife  rose  ever 
and  anon  before  the  exile ;  but  when  it  did,  and  became 
too  painful,  he  crept  nearer  to  Jemima,  and  looked  in  her 
2—25 
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He  took  Leonard's  arm,  and  walked  with  him  to  the  inn 
where  he  had  left  his  horse.  Leonard  spoke  of  Violante 
with  enthusiasm.     Harley  was  silent. 


CHAPTER  III. 


The  next  day  a  somewhat  old-fashioned,  but  exceedingly 
patrician  equipage  stopped  at  Riccabocca's  garden-gate. 
Giacomo,  who,  from  a  bedroom  window,  had  caught  sight 
of  its  winding  towards  the  house,  was  seized  with  unde- 
finable  terror  when  he  beheld  it  pause  before  their  walls, 
and  heard  the  shrill  summons  at  the  portal.  He  rushed 
into  his  master's  presence,  and  implored  him  not  to  stir — 
not  to  allow  any  one  to  give  ingress  to  the  enemies  the  ma- 
chine might  disgorge.  "I  have  heard,"  said  he,  "how  a 
town  in  Italy — I  think  it  was  Bologna — was  once  taken  and 
given  to  the  sword,  by  incautiously  admitting  a  wooden 
horse  full  of  the  troops  of  Barbarossa  and  all  manner  of 
bombs  and  Congreve  rockets." 

"  The  story  is  differently  told  in  Virgil, "  quoth  Ricca- 
bocca,  peeping  out  of  the  window.  "Nevertheless,  the 
machine  looks  very  large  and  suspicious;  unloose  Pom- 
pey." 

*' Father,"  said  Violante,  colouring,  "it  is  your  friend, 
Lord  L' Estrange;  I  hear  his  voice." 

"Are  you  sure?" 

"Quite.     How  can  I  be  mistaken?" 

"Go,  then,  Giacomo;  but  take  Pompey  with  thee — and 
give  the  alarm,  if  we  are  deceived." 

But  Violante  was  right;  and  in  a  few  moments  Lord 
L'Estrange  was  seen  walking  up  the  garden,  and  giving 
the  arm  to  two  ladies. 

"Ah,"  said  Riccabocca,  composing  his  dressing-robe 
round  him,  "go,  my  child,  and  summon  Jemima.  Man 
to  man;  but,  for  Heaven's  sake,  woman  to  woman." 
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simple  face,  and  pressed  her  cordial  hand.  And  yet  the 
monster  had  implied  to  Harley  that  his  comforter  was  a 
fool — so  she  was,  to  love  so  contemptible  a  slanderer  of 
herself,  and  her  sex. 

Violante  was  in  a  state  of  blissful  excitement;  she  could 
not  analyse  her  own  joy.  But  her  conversation  was  chiefly 
with  Leonard;  and  the  most  silent  of  all  was  Harley.  He 
sate  listening  to  Leonard's  warm,  yet  unpretending  elo- 
quence— that  eloquence  which  flows  so  naturally  from  ge- 
nius when  thoroughly  at  its  ease,  and  not  chilled  back  on 
itself  by  hard,  unsympathising  hearers — listened,  yet  more 
charmed,  to  the  sentiments  less  profound,  yet  no  less  ear- 
nest— sentiments  so  feminine,  yet  so  noble,  with  which  Vio- 
lante's  fresh  virgin  heart  responded  to  the  poet's  kindling 
soul.  Those  sentiments  of  hers  were  so  unlike  all  he  heard 
in  the  common  world — so  akin  to  himself  in  his  gone  youth! 
Occasionally — at  some  high  thought  of  her  own,  or  some 
lofty  line  from  Italian  song,  that  she  cited  with  lighted 
eyes,  and  in  melodious  accents — occasionally  he  reared  his 
knightly  head,  and  his  lip  quivered,  as  if  he  had  heard  the 
sound  of  a  trumpet.  The  inertness  of  long  years  was 
shaken.  The  Heroic,  that  lay  deep  beneath  all  the  hu- 
mours of  his  temperament,  was  reached,  appealed  to;  and 
stirred  within  him,  rousing  up  all  the  bright  associations 
connected  with  it,  and  long  dormant.  When  he  arose  to 
take  leave,  surprised  at  the  lateness  of  the  hour^  Harley 
said,  in  a  tone  that  bespoke  the  sincerity  of  the  compli- 
ment, "  I  thank  you  for  the  happiest  hours  I  have  known 
for  years."  His  eye  dwelt  on  Violante  as  he  spoke.  But 
timidity  returned  to  her  with  his  words — at  his  look;  and 
it  was  no  longer  the  inspired  muse,  but  the  bashful  girl 
that  stood  before  him. 

"And  when  shall  I  see  you  again?"  asked  Riccabocca, 
disconsolately,  following  his  guest  to  the  door. 

"When?  Why,  of  course,  to-morrow.  Adieu!  my 
friend.  No  wonder  you  have  borne  your  exile  so  pa- 
tiently,-—with  such  a  child!" 
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He  took  Leonard's  arm,  and  walked  with  him  to  the  inn 
where  he  had  left  his  horse.  Leonard  spoke  of  Violante 
with  enthusiasm.     Harley  was  silent. 


CHAPTER  III. 


The  next  day  a  somewhat  old-fashioned,  but  exceedingly 
patrician  equipage  stopped  at  Riccabocca's  garden-gate. 
Giacomo,  who,  from  a  bedroom  window,  had  caught  sight 
of  its  winding  towards  the  house,  was  seized  with  unde- 
finable  terror  when  he  beheld  it  pause  before  their  walls, 
and  heard  the  shrill  summons  at  the  portal.  He  rushed 
into  his  master's  presence,  and  implored  him  not  to  stir — 
not  to  allow  any  one  to  give  ingress  to  the  enemies  the  ma- 
chine might  disgorge.  "I  have  heard,"  said  he,  "how  a 
town  in  Italy — I  think  it  was  Bologna — was  once  taken  and 
given  to  the  sword,  by  incautiously  admitting  a  wooden 
horse  full  of  the  troops  of  Barbarossa  and  all  manner  of 
bombs  and  Congreve  rockets." 

**  The  story  is  differently  told  in  Virgil, "  quoth  Ricca- 
bocca,  peeping  out  of  the  window.  "Nevertheless,  the 
machine  looks  very  large  and  suspicious  j  unloose  Pom- 
pey." 

"Father,"  said  Violante,  colouring,  "it  is  your  friend, 
Lord  L' Estrange;  I  hear  his  voice." 

"Are  you  sure?" 

"Quite.     How  can  I  be  mistaken?" 

"Go,  then,  Giacomo;  but  take  Pompey  with  thee— and 
give  the  alarm,  if  we  are  deceived. " 

But  Violante  was  right;  and  in  a  few  moments  Lord 
L'Estrange  was  seen  walking  up  the  garden,  and  giving 
the  arm  to  two  ladies. 

"Ah,"  said  Riccabocca,  composing  his  dressing-robe 
round  him,  "go,  my  child,  and  summon  Jemima.  Man 
to  man;  but,  for  Heaven's  sake,  woman  to  woman." 
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llarley  had  brought  his  mother  and  Helen,  in  compli- 
ment to  the  ladies  of  his  friend's  household. 

The  proud  Countess  knew  that  she  was  in  the  presence 
of  Adversity,  and  her  salute  to  liiccabocca  was  only  less 
respectful  than  that  with  which  she  would  have  rendered 
homage  to  her  sovereign.  But  Eiccabocca,  always  gallant 
to  the  sex  that  he  pretended  to  despise,  was  not  to  be  out- 
done in  ceremony ;  and  the  bow  which  replied  to  the  curt- 
sey would  have  edified  the  rising  generation,  and  delighted 
such  surviving  relics  of  the  old  Court  breeding  as  may  linger 
yet  amidst  the  gloomy  pomp  of  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain. 
These  dues  paid  to  etiquette,  the  Countess  briefly  intro- 
duced Helen  as  Miss  Digby,  and  seated  herself  near  the 
exile.  In  a  few  moments  the  two  elder  personages  became 
(piite  at  home  with  each  other ;  and,  really,  perhaps  Ricca- 
boeca  had  never,  since  we  have  known  him,  showed  to  such 
advantage  as  by  the  side,  of  his  polished,  but  somewhat  for- 
mal visitor.  Both  had  lived  so  little  with  our  modem,  ill- 
bred  age !  They  took  out  their  manners  of  a  former  race, 
with  a  sort  of  pride  in  airing  once  more  such  fine  lace  and 
superb  brocade.  Riccabocca  gave  truce  to  the  shrewd  but 
homely  wisdom  of  his  proverbs — perhaps  he  remembered 
that  Lord  Chesterfield  denounces  proverbs  as  vulgar; — and 
gaunt  though  his  figure,  and  far  from  elegant  though  his 
dressing-robe,  there  was  that  about  him  which  spoke  unde- 
niably of  the  fjrand  seigneur — of  one  to  whom  a  Marquis 
de  Dangeau  would  have  offered  a  fauteuil  by  the  side  of 
the  Rohans  and  Montmorencies. 

iMeanwhile  Helen  and  Harley  seated  themselves  a  little 
apart,  and  were  both  silent — the  first,  from  timidity;  the 
second,  from  abstraction.  At  length  the  door  opened^  and 
Harley  suddenly  sprang  to  his  feet — Violante  and  Jemima 
entered.  Lady  Lansmere's  eyes  first  rested  on  the  daugh- 
ter, and  she  could  scarcely  refrain  from  an  exclamation  of 
admiring  surprise;  but  then,  when  she  caught  sight  of  Mrs. 
Riccabocca' s  somewhat  humble,  yet  not  obsequious  mien — 
looking  a  little  shy,  a  little  homely,  yet  still  thoroughly  a 
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gentlewoman  (though  of  your  plain,  rural  kind  of  that 
genus) — she  turned  from  the  daughter,  and  with  the  savoir 
vivre  of  the  fine  old  school,  paid  her  first  respects  to  the 
wife;  respects  literally,  for  her  manner  implied  respect, — 
but  it  was  more  kind,  simple,  and  cordial  than  the  respect 
she  had  shown  to  Eiccabocca; — as  the  sage  himself  had 
said,  here  "  it  was  Woman  to  Woman."  And  then  she  took 
Violante's  hand  in  both  hers,  and  gazed  on  her  as  if  she 
could  not  resist  the  pleasure  of  contemplating  so  much 
beauty.  "  My  son, "  she  said,  softly,  and  with  a  half  sigh 
— "  my  son  in  vain  told  me  not  to  be  surprised.  This  is 
the  first  time  I  have  ever  known  reality  exceed  descrip- 
tion!" 

Violante's  blush  here  made  her  still  more  beautiful;  and 
as  the  Countess  returned  to  Eiccabocca,  she  stole  gently  to 
Helen's  side. 

"  Miss  Digby,  my  ward, "  said  Harley,  pointedly,  observ- 
ing that  his  mother  had  neglected  her  duty  of  presenting 
Helen  to  the  ladies.  He  then  reseated  himself,  and  con- 
versed with  Mrs.  Eiccabocca;  but  his  bright,  quick  eye 
glanced  over  at  the  two  girls.  They  were  about  the  same 
age — and  youth  was  all  that,  to  the  superficial  eye,  they 
seemed  to  have  in  common.  A  greater  contrast  could  not 
well  be  conceived ;  and  what  is  strange,  both  gained  by  it. 
Violante's  brilliant  loveliness  seemed  yet  more  dazzling, 
and  Helen' s  fair,  gentle  face  yet  more  winning.  Neither 
had  mixed  much  with  girls  of  her  own  age;  each  took  to 
the  other  at  first  sight.  Violante,  as  the  less  shy,  began 
the  conversation. 

"You  are  his  ward — Lord  L' Estrange' s?" 

"Yes." 

"Perhaps  you  came  with  him  from  Italy?" 

"  No,  not  exactly.  But  I  have  been  in  Italy  for  some 
years." 

"  Ah !  you  regret — nay,  I  am  foolish — ^you  return  to  your 
native  land.  But  the  skies  in  Italy  are  so  blue — here  it 
seems  as  if  nature  wanted  colours." 
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**  Lord  L'Estrange  says  that  you  were  very  young  when 
you  left  Italy;  you  remember  it  well.  He,  too,  prefers 
Italy  to  England." 

**He!     Impossible!" 

"  Why  impossible,  fair  sceptic?"  cried  Harley,  interrupt- 
ing himself  in  the  midst  of  a  speech  to  Jemima. 

Violante  had  not  dreamed  that  she  could  be  overheard — 
she  was  speaking  low;  but,  though  visibly  embarrassed, 
she  answered,  distinctly ; 

"  Because  in  England  there  is  the  noblest  career  for 
noble  minds." 

Harley  was  startled,  and  replied,  with  a  slight  sigh: 
**At  your  age  I  should  have  said  as  you  do.  But  this 
England  of  ours  is  so  crowded  with  noble  minds,  that 
they  only  jostle  each  other,  and  the  career  is  one  cloud  of 
dust. " 

"  So,  I  have  read,  seems  a  battle  to  a  common  soldier, 
but  not  to  the  chief." 

'*  You  have  read  good  descriptions  of  battles,  I  see." 

Mrs.  Riccabocca,  who  thought  this  remark  a  taunt  upon 
her  step-daughter's  studies,  hastened  to  Violante' s  relief. 

**  Her  papa  made  her  read  the  history  of  Italy,  and  I 
believe  that  is  full  of  battles." 

Harley. — "All  history  is,  and  all  women  are  fond  of 
war  and  of  warriors.     I  wonder  why?" 

Violante  (turning  to  Helen,  and  in  a  very  low  voice, 
resolved  that  Harley  should  not  hear  this  time). — "We 
can  guess  why — can  we  not?" 

IIakley  (hearing  every  word,  as  if  it  had  been  spoken 
in  St.  Paul's  Whispering  Gallery). — "If  you  can  guess, 
Helen,  pray  tell  me." 

Helen  (shaking  her  pretty  head,  and  answering,  with  a 
livelier  smile  than  usual). — "But  I  am  not  fond  of  war 
and  warriors." 

Harley  to  Violante. — "Then  I  must  appeal  at  once  to 
you,  self -convicted  Bellona  that  you  are.  Is  it  from  the 
cruelty  natural  to  the  female  disposition?" 
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Viol  ANTE  (with  a  sweet  musical  laugh). — "From  two 
propensities  still  more  natural  to  it." 

Harley. — "  You  puzzle  me:  what  can  they  be?" 

Viol  ANTE. — "Pity  and  admiration;  we  pity  the  weak 
and  admire  the  brave." 

Harley  inclined  his  head,  and  was  silent. 

Lady  Lansmere  had  suspended  her  conversation  with 
Eiccabocca  to  listen  to  this  dialogue.  "Charming!"  she 
cried.  "  You  have  explained  what  has  often  perplexed  me. 
Ah,  Harley,  I  am  glad  to  see  that  your  satire  is  foiled : 
you  have  no  reply  to  that." 

"No;  I  willingly  own  myself  defeated,  too  glad  to  claim 
the  Signorina's  pity,  since  my  cavalry  sword  hangs  on  the 
wall,  and  I  can  have  no  longer  a  professional  pretence  to 
her  admiration." 

He  then  rose,  and  glanced  towards  the  window.  "  But 
I  see  a  more  formidable  disputant  for  my  conqueror  to  en- 
counter is  coming  into  the  field — one  whose  profession  it  is 
to  substitute  some  other  romance  for  that  of  camp  and 
siege. " 

"  Our  friend  Leonard, "  said  Eiccabocca,  turning  his  eye 
also  towards  the  window.  "True;  as  Quevedo  says,  wit- 
tily, *Ever  since  there  has  been  so  great  a  demand  for 
type,  there  has  been  much  less  lead  to  spare  for  cannon- 
balls.  ' " 

Here  Leonard  entered.  Harley  had  sent  Lady  Lans- 
mere's  footman  to  him  with  a  note,  that  prepared  him  to 
meet  Helen.  As  he  came  into  the  room,  Harley  took  him 
by  the  hand  and  led  him  to  Lady  Lansmere. 

"  The  friend  of  whom  I  spoke. '  Welcome  him  now  for 
my  sake,  ever  after  for  his  own ;"  and  then,  scarcely  allow- 
ing time  for  the  Countess's  elegant  and  gracious  response, 
he  drew  Leonard  towards  Helen.  "Children,"  said  he, 
with  a  touching  voice,  that  thrilled  through  the  hearts  of 
both,  "  go  and  seat  yourselves  yonder,  and  talk  together  of 
the  past.  Signorina,  I  invite  you  to  renewed  discussion 
upon  the  abstruse  metaphysicpl  subject  you  have  started} 
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let  us  see  if  we  cannot  find  gentler  sources  for  pity  and  ad- 
miration than  war  and  warriors."  He  took  Violante  aside 
to  the  window.  "  You  remember  that  Leonard,  in  telling 
you  his  history  last  night,  spoke,  you  thought,  rather  too 
briefly  of  the  little  girl  who  had  been  his  companion  in  the 
rudest  time  of  his  trials.  When  you  would  have  questioned 
more,  I  interrupted  you,  and  said,  *You  should  see  her 
shortly,  and  question  her  yourself.'  And  now  what  think 
you  of  Helen  Digby?  Hush,  speak  low.  But  her  ears  are 
not  so  sharp  as  mine." 

Violante. — "Ah!  that  is  the  fair  creature  whom  Leon- 
ard called  his  child-angel?  What  a  lovely  innocent  face! 
— the  angel  is  there  still." 

Ha  RLE Y  (pleased  both  at  the  praise  and  with  her  who 
gave  it). — "You  think  so;  and  you  are  right.  Helen  is 
not  communicative.  But  fine  natures  are  like  fine  poems — 
a  glance  at  the  first  two  lines  suffices  for  a  guess  into  the 
beauty  that  waits  you  if  you  read  on." 

Violante  gazed  on  Leonard  and  Helen  as  they  sat  apai-t. 
Leonard  was  the  speaker,  Helen  the  listener;  and  though 
the  former  had,  in  his  narrative  the  night  before,  been  in- 
deed brief  as  to  the  episode  in  his  life  connected  with  the 
orphan,  enough  had  been  said  to  interest  Violante  in  the 
pathos  of  their  former  position  towards  each  other,  and  in 
the  happiness  they  must  feel  in  their  meeting  again — sepa- 
rated for  years  on  the  wide  sea  of  life,  now  both  saved  from 
the  storm  and  shipwreck.  The  tears  came  into  her  eyes. 
"  True, "  she  said,  very  softly,  "  there  is  more  here  to  move 
pity  and  admiration  than  in "     She  paused. 

Harley. — "Complete  the  sentence.  Are  you  ashamed 
to  retract?     Eie  on  your  pride  and  obstinacy." 

Violante. — "No;  but  even  here  there  have  been  war 
and  heroism — the  war  of  genius  with  adversity,  and  hero- 
ism in  the  comforter  who  shared  it  and  consoled.  Ah! 
wherever  pity  and  admiration  are  both  felt,  something 
nobler  than  mere  sorrow  must  have  gone  before ;  the  heroio 
must  exist." 
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''  Helen  does  not  know  what  the  word  heroic  means, " 
said  Harlcy,  rather  sadly ;  "  you  must  teach  her. " 

"Is  it  possible,"  thought  he  as  he  spoke,  "that  a  Randal 
Leslie  could  have  charmed  this  grand  creature?  No  *  He- 
roic,' surely,  in  that  sleek  young  placeman."  "Your  fa- 
ther," he  said  aloud,  and  fixing  his  eyes  on  her  face,  "sees 
much,  he  tells  me,  of  a  young  man  about  Leonard's  age,  as 
to  date ;  but  I  never  estimate  the  age  of  men  by  the  parish 
register ;  and  1  should  speak  of  that  so-called  young  man 
as  a  contemporary  of  my  great-grandfather  ;-^-I  mean  Mr. 
Randal  Leslie.     Do  you  like  him?" 

"Like  him?"  said  Violante,  slowly,  and  as  if  sounding 
her  own  mind. — "Like  him — yes." 

"Why?"  asked  Harley,  with  dry  and  curt  indignation. 

"  His  visits  seem  to  please  my  dear  father.  Certainly  I 
like  him." 

"  Hum.     He  professes  to  like  you,  I  suppose?" 

Violante  laughed  unsuspiciously.  She  had  half  a  mind 
to  reply,  "  Is  that  so  strange?"  But  her  respect  for  Har- 
ley stopped  her.  The  words  would  have  seemed  to  her 
pert. 

"  I  am  told  he  is  clever, "  resumed  Harley. 

"Oh,  certainly." 

"  And  he  is  rather  handsome.  But  I  like  Leonard' s  face 
better." 

"  Better — that  is  not  the  word.  Leonard's  face  is  as  that 
of  one  who  has  gazed  so  often  upon  Heaven ;  and  Mr.  Les- 
lie's —  there  is  neither  sunlight  nor  starlight  reflected 
there." 

"My  dear  Violante!"  exclaimed  Harley,  overjoyed;  and 
he  pressed  her  hand. 

The  blood  rushed  over  the  girl's  cheek  and  brow;  her 
hand  trembled  in  his.  But  Harley' s  familiar  exclamation 
might  have  come  from  a  father's  lips. 

At  this  moment  Helen  softly  approached  them,  and  look- 
ing timidly  into  her  guardian' s  face,  said :  "  Leonard's  mother 
is  with  him :  he  asks  me  to  call  and  see  her.     May  I?" 
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**  May  you !  A  pretty  notion  the  Signorina  must  form  of 
your  enslaved  state  of  pupilage,  when  she  hears  you  ask 
that  question.     Of  course  you  may." 

'*  Will  you  come  with  us?" 

llarley  looked  embarrassed.  He  thought  of  the  widow's 
aj^itation  at  his  name  5  of  tliat  desire  to  shun  him,  which 
Leonard  luid  confessed,  and  of  wliich  he  thought  he  divined 
the  cause.  And  so  divining,  he  too  shrank  from  such  a 
meeting. 

''  Another  time,  tlien,"  said  he,  after  a  pause. 

Jlelen  looked  disappointed,  but  said  no  more. 

Violante  was  surprised  at  this  ungracious  answer.  She 
would  have  blamed  it  as  unfeeling  in  another.  But  all  that 
ilarley  did  was  right  in  her  eyes. 

''Cannot  I  go  with  Miss  Digby?"  said  she,  "and  my 
mother  will  go  too.  We  both  know  Mrs.  Fairfield.  We 
shall  be  so  pleased  to  see  her  again." 

"So  be  it,"  said  Harley;  "I  will  wait  here  with  your 
father  till  you  come  back.  Oh,  as  to  my  mother,  she  will 
excuse  the — excuse  Madame  liiccabocca,  and  you  too.  See 
how  charmed  she  is  with  your  father.  1  must  stay  to  watch 
over  the  conjugal  interests  of  initie,'^ 

i^ut  Mrs.  Iviccabocca  had  too  nmch  good  old  country 
breeding  to  leave  the  Countess;  and  Harley  was  forced 
himself  to  appeal  to  Lady  Lansmere.  When  he  had  ex- 
plained the  case  in  point,  the  Countess  rose  and  said : 

''  But  I  will  call  myself,  with  Miss  Digby." 

''No,"  said  Harley,  gravely,  but  in  a  whisper.  "No — I 
would  rather  not.     I  will  explain  later." 

"Then,"  said  the  countess  aloud,  after  a  glance  of  sur- 
prise at  her  son,  "  I  must  insist  on  your  performing  this 
visit,  my  dear  madam,  and  you,  Signorina.  In  truth,  I 
have  something  to  say  confidentially  to " 

"To  me,"  interrupted  Kiccabocca.  "Ah,  Madame  la 
Cojutesse,  you  restore  me  to  five-and-twenty.  Go,  quick 
— O  jealous  and  injured  wife;  go,  both  of  you,  quick 5  and 
you.  too,  Harley," 
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"Nay/'  said  Lady  Lansmere,  in  the  same  tone,  "Harley 
must  stay,  for  my  design  is  not  at  present  upon  destroying 
your  matrimonial  happiness,  whatever  it  may  be  later.  It 
is  a  design  so  innocent  that  my  son  will  be  a  partner 
in  it." 

Here  the  Countess  put  her  lips  to  Harley's  ear,  and 
whispered.  He  received  her  communication  in  attentive 
silence;  but  when  she  had  done,  pressed  her  hand,  and 
bowed  his  head,  as  if  in  assent  to  a  proposal. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  three  ladies  and  Leonard  were  on 
their  road  to  the  neighbouring  cottage. 

Violante,  with  her  usual  delicate  intuition,  thought  that 
Leonard  and  Helen  must  have  much  to  say  to  each  other; 
and  (ignorant,  as  Leonard  himself  was,  of  Helen's  engage- 
ment to  Harley)  began  already,  in  the  romance  natural  to 
her  age,  to  predict  for  them  happy  and  united  days  in  the 
future.  So  she  took  her  stepmother's  arm,  and  left  Helen 
and  Leonard  to  follow. 

"I  wonder,"  she  said,  musingly,  "how  Miss  Digby  be- 
came Lord  L' Estrange' s  ward.  I  hope  she  is  not  very 
rich,  nor  very  high-born." 

"  La,  my  love, "  said  the  good  Jemima,  "  that  is  not  like 
you;  you  are  not  envious  of  her,  poor  girl?" 

"  Envious !  Dear  mamma,  what  a  word !  But  don't  you 
think  Leonard  and  Miss  Digby  seem  born  for  each  other? 
And  then  the  recollections  of  their  childhood — the  thoughts 
of  childhood  are  so  deep,  and  its  memories  so  strangely 
soft!"  The  long  lashes  drooped  over  Violante's  musing 
eyes  as  she  spoke.  "And  therefore,"  she  said,  after  a 
pause — "therefore  I, hoped  that  Miss  Digby  might  not  be 
very  rich  nor  very  high-born." 

"I  understand  you  now,  Violante,"  exclaimed  Jemima, 
her  own  early  passion  for  match-making  instantly  return- 
ing to  her;  "for  as  Leonard,  however  clever  and  distin- 
guished, is  still  the  son  of  Mark  Fairfield,  the  carpenter,  it 
would  spoil  all  if  Miss  Digby  was,  as  you  say,  rich  and 
high-born.     I  agree  with  you — a  very  pretty  match — a  very 


396  MY  NOVEL; 

pretty  match,  indeed.     I  wish  dear  Mrs.  Dale  were  here 
now — she  is  so  clever  in  settling  such  matters." 

M(*anwhile  Leonard  and  Helen  walked  side  by  side  a  few 
])aces  in  the  rear.  He  had  not  offered  her  his  arm.  They 
liad  been  silent  hitlierto  since  they  left  Riccabocca's  house. 

Helen  now  spoke  first.  In  similar  cases  it  is  generally 
the  woman,  be  she  ever  so  timid,  who  does  speak  first. 
And  here  Helen  was  the  bolder;  for  Leonard  did  not  dis- 
guise from  himself  the  nature  of  his  feelings,  and  Helen 
was  engaged  to  another ;  and  her  pure  heart  was  fortified 
by  the  trust  reposed  in  it. 

"  And  have  you  ever  heard  more  of  the  good  Dr.  Morgan, 
who  had  powders  against  sorrow,  and  who  meant  to  be  so 
kind  to  us — though,"  she  added,  colouring,  "we  did  not 
think  so  then?" 

''He  took  my  ehild-angel  from  me,"  said  Leonard,  with 
visible  emotion ;  "  and  if  she  had  not  returned,  where  and 
what  should  1  be  now?  But  I  have  forgiven  him.  No,  I 
have  never  met  him  since." 

^' And  that  terrible  Mr.  Burley?" 

"Poor,  poor  Burley!  He,  too,  is  vanished  out  of  my 
present  life.  I  have  made  many  inquiries  after  him;  all  I 
can  hear  is  that  he  went  abroad,  supposed  as  a  correspond- 
ent to  some  journal.  I  should  like  so  much  to  see  him 
again,  now  that  perhaps  I  could  help  him  as  he  helped 
me." 

"  Helped  you — ah!" 

Leonard  smiled  with  a  beating  heart,  as  he  saw  again  the 
dear  prudent,  warning  look,  and  involuntarily  drew  closer 
to  Helen.  She  seemed  more  restored  to  him  and  to  her 
former  self. 

''  Helped  me  much  by  his  instructions ;  more,,  perhaps, 
by  his  very  faults.  You  cannot  guess,  Helen, — I  beg  par- 
don, Miss  Digby — but  I  forgot  that  we  are  no  longer  chil- 
dren :  you  cannot  guess  how  much  we  men,  and  more  than 
all,  perhaps,  we  writers  whose  task  it  is  to  unravel  the  web 
of  human  a(;tions,  owe  even  to  our  own  past  errors;  and  if 
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we  learned  nothing  by  the  errors  of  others,  we  should  be 
dull  indeed.  We  must  know  where  the  roads  divide,  and 
have  marked  where  they  lead  to,  before  we  can  erect  our 
sign-post ;  and  books  are  the  sign-posts  in  human  life. " 

"Books!  and  I  have  not  yet  read  yours.  And  Lord 
L'Estrange  tells  me  you  are  famous  now.  Yet  you  remem- 
ber me  still — the  poor  orphan  child,  whom  you  first  saw 
weeping  at  her  father' s  grave,  and  with  whom  you  burdened 
your  own  young  life,  over-burdened  already.  No,  still  call 
me  Helen — you  must  always  be  to  me — a  brother !  Lord 
L'Estrange  feels  that ;  he  said  so  to  me  when  he  told  me 
that  we  were  to  meet  again.  He  is  so  generous,  so  noble. 
Brother!"  cried  Helen,  suddenly,  and  extending  her  hand, 
with  a  sweet  but  sublime  look  in  her  gentle  face — "  brother, 
we  will  never  forfeit  his  esteem ;  we  will  both  do  our  best 
to  repay  him!     Will  we  not? — say  so!" 

Leonard  felt  overpowered  by  contending  and  unanalysed 
emotions.  Touched  almost  to  tears  by  the  affectionate  ad- 
dress— thrilled  by  the  hand  that  pressed  his  own — and  yet 
with  a  vague  fear,  a  consciousness  that  something  more 
than  the  words  themselves  was  implied — something  that 
checked  all  hope.  And  this  word  "brother,"  once  so  pre- 
cious and  so  dear,  why  did  he  shrink  from  it  now? — why 
could  he  not  too  say  the  sweet  word  "  sister"  ? 

"  She  is  above  me  now  and  evermore !"  he  thought, 
mournfully;  and  the  tones  of  his  voice,  when  he  spoke 
again,  were  changed.  The  appeal  to  renewed  intimacy  but 
made  him  more  distant;  and  to  that  appeal  itself  he  made 
no  direct  answer ;  for  Mrs.  Riccabocca,  now,  turning  round, 
and  pointing  to  the  cottage  which  came  in  view,  with  its 
picturesque  gable-ends,  cried  out : 

"  But  is  that  your  house,  Leonard?  I  never  saw  any- 
thing so  pretty." 

"  You  do  not  remember  it  then, "  said  Leonard  to  Helen, 
in  accents  of  melancholy  reproach — "there  where  I  saw 
you  last !  I  doubted  whether  to  keep  it  exactly  as  it  was, 
and  I  said,  *No!  the  association  is  not  changed  because  we 
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try  to  surround  it  with  whatever  beauty  we  can  create ;  the 
dearer  the  association,  the  more  the  Beautiful  becomes  to 
it  natural.'  Terhaps  you  don't  understand  this — perhaps 
it  is  only  we  poor  poets  who  do." 

*'I  understand  it,'*  said  Helen,  gently.  She  looked  wist- 
fully at  the  cottage. 

**  So  cliangcHl — I  have  so  often  pictured  it  to  myself — 
never,  never  like  this;  yet  I  loved  it,  commonplace  as  it 
was  to  my  recollection ;  and  the  garret,  and  the  tree  in  the 
carpenter's  yard." 

She  did  not  give  these  thoughts  utterance.  And  they 
now  entered  the  garden. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


Mks.  Fairfield  was  a  proud  woman  when  she  received 
j\[rs.  Riccabocca  and  Violante  in  her  grand  house;  for  a 
grand  house  to  her  was  that  cottage  to  which  her  boy  Lenny 
had  brought  her  home.  Proud,  indeed,  ever  was  Widow 
Fairfield ;  but  she  thought  then  in  her  secret  heart,  that  if 
ever  she  could  receive  in  the  di'awing-room  of  that  grand 
house  the  great  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  who  had  so  lectured  her 
for  refusing  to  live  any  longer  in  the  humble  tenement 
rented  of  the  Squire,  the  cup  of  human  bliss  would  be 
filled,  and  she  could  contentedly  die  of  the  pride  of  it.  She 
(lid  not  much  notice  Helen — her  attention  was  too  absorbed 
by  the  ladies  who  renewed  their  old  acquaintance  with  her, 
and  she  carried  them  all  over  the  house,  yea,  into  the  very 
kitchen ;  and  so,  somehow  or  other  there  was  a  short  time 
when  Helen  and  Leonard  found  themselves  alone.  It  was 
in  the  study.  Helen  had  unconsciously  seated  herself  in 
Leonard's  own  chair,  and  she  was  gazing  with  anxious  and 
w  istful  interest  on  the  scattered  papers,  looking  so  disor- 
derly (though,  in  truth,  in  that  disorder  there  was  method, 
but  method  only  known  to  the  owner),  and  at  the  venerable 
well-worn  books,  in  all  languages,  lying  on  the  floor,  on 
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the  chairs — anywhere.  I  must  confess  that  Helen's  first 
tidy  womanlike  idea  was  a  great  desire  to  arrange  the  lit- 
ter. "Poor  Leonard,"  she  thought  to  herself — "the  rest 
of  the  house  so  neat,  but  no  one  to  take  care  of  his  own 
room  and  of  him!" 

As  if  he  divined  her  thought,  Leonard  smiled  and  said, 
"  It  would  be  a  cruel  kindness  to  the  spider,  if  the  gentlest 
hand  in  the  world  tried  to  set  its  cobweb  to  rights." 
Helen. — "  You  were  not  quite  so  bad  in  the  old  days." 
Leonard. — "Yet  even  then,  you  were  obliged  to  take 
care  of  the  money.     I  have  more  books  now,  and  more 
money.     My  present  housekeeper  lets  me  take  care  of  the 
books,  but  she  is  less  indulgent  as  to  the  money." 
Helen  (archly). — "Are  you  as  absent  as  ever?" 
Leonard. — "  Much  more  so,  I  fear.     The  habit  is  incor- 
rigible. Miss  Digby " 

Helen. — "Not  Miss  Digby — sister,  if  you  like." 
Leonard  (evading  the  word  that  implied  so  forbidden  an 
affinity). — "  Helen,  will  you  grant  me  a  favoui*?  Your  eyes 
and  your  smile  say  ^yes.'  Will  you  lay  aside,  for  one  min- 
ute, your  shawl  and  bonnet?  What!  can  you  be  surprised 
that  I  ask  it?  Can  you  not  understand  that  I  wish  for  one 
minute  to  think  that  you  are  at  home  again  under  this 
roof?" 

Helen  cast  down  her  eyes,  and  seemed  troubled;  th^n 
she  raised  them,  with  a  soft  angelic  candour  in  their  dove- 
like blue,  and,  as  if  in  shelter  from  all  thoughts  of  more 
warm  affection,  again  murmured  ^^ brother ^^^  and  did  ,as  he 
asked  her. 

So  there  she  sate,  amongst  the  dull  books,  by  his  table, 
near  the  open  window — her  fair  hair  parted  on  her  fore- 
head— looking  so  good,  so  calm,  so  happy !  Leonard  won- 
dered at  his  own  self-command.  His  heart  yearned  to  her 
with  such  inexpressible  love — his  lips  so  longed  to  murmur : 
"Ah,  as  now  so  could  it  be  for  ever!  Is  the  home  too 
mean?"  But  that  word  "brother"  was  as  a  talisman  be- 
tween her  and  him. 
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Vet  she*  looked  so  at  home — perhaps  so  at  home  she  felt! 
— moni  certiiinly  than  she  had  yet  learned  to  do  in  that 
stifY  stately  house  in  which  she  was  soon  to  have  a  daugh- 
ter's rights.  Was  she  suddenly  made  aware  of  this — that 
she  so  suddenly  arose — and  with  a  look  of  alarm  and  dis- 
tress on  her  fjice 

'*  r>iit— we  are  keeping  Lady  Lansraere  too  long,'' she 
said,  falteringly.  "  We  must  go  now,"  and  she  hastily 
took  up  her  shawl  and  bonnet. 

Just  tlu»n  Mrs.  Fairfield  entered  with  the  visitors,  and 
lH»j,'au  making  excuses  for  inattention  to  Miss  Digby,  whose 
identity  with  Leonard's  child-angel  she  had  not  yet  learned. 

Helen  received  these  apologies  with  her  usual  sweetness. 
*'>Jiiy,''  she  said,  "your  son  and  I  are  such  old  friends, 
how  could  you  stand  on  ceremony  with  me?" 

"Old  friends!"  Mrs.  Fairfield  stai-ed  amazed,  and  then 
surveyed  the  fair  speaker  more  curiously  than  she  had  yet 
done.  '* Pretty  nice  spoken  thing,"  thought  the  widow; 
'*as  nice  spok(Mi  tis  Miss  Violante,  and  humbler-looking 
like, — though,  as  to  dress,  I  never  see  anything  so  elegant 
out  of  a  ])icter." 

Helen  now  appropriated  Mrs.  Eiccabocca's  arm;  and, 
after  a  kind  leave-taking  with  the  widow,  the  ladies  re- 
turned towards  Kiccabocca' s  house. 

Mrs.  Fairfield,  however,  ran  after  them  with  Leonard's 
hat  and  gloves,  which  he  had  forgotten. 

"'Deed,  boy,"  she  said,  kindly,  yet  scoldingly,  ^'but 
tliere'd  be  no  more  fine  books,  if  the  Lord  had  not  fixed 
your  head  on  your  shoulders.  You  would  not  think  itj 
nuirni,"  she  added  to  Mrs.  Riccabocca,  "but  sin'  he  has 
left  you,  he's  not  the  cute  lad  he  was;  very  helpless  at 
times,  marm!" 

Helen  could  not  resist  turning  round,  and  looking  at 
Leonard,  with  a  sly  smile. 

The  widow  saw  the  smile,  and  catching  Leonard  by  the 
arm,  whispered,  "But,  where  before  have  you  seen  that 
pretty  young  lady?     Old  friends?" 
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"  Ah,  mother, "  said  Leonard,  sadly,  "  it  is  a  long  tale ; 
you  have  heard  the  beginning — who  can  guess  the  end?" 
and  he  escaped.  But  Helen  still  leant  on  the  arm  of  Mrs. 
Riccabocca,  and,  in  the  walk  back,  it  seemed  to  Leonard  as 
if  the  winter  had  resettled  in  the  sky. 

Yet  he  was  by  the  side  of  Violante,  and  she  spoke  to  him 
with  such  praise  of  Helen !  Alas !  it  is  not  always  so  sweet 
as  folks  say,  to  hear  the  praises  of  one  we  love.  Sometimes 
those  praises  seem  to  ask  ironically,  "  And  what  right  hast 
thou  to  hope  because  thou  lovest?    All  love  Aen"" 


CHAPTER  V. 


No  sooner  had  Lady  Lansmere  found  herself  alone  with 
Riccabocca  and  Harley,  than  she  laid  her  hand  on  the 
exile's  arm,  and,  addressing  him  by  a  title  she  had  not 
before  given  him,  and  from  which  he  appeared  to  shrink 
nervously,  said :  "  Harley,  in  bringing  me  to  visit  you,  was 
forced  to  reveal  to  me  your  incognito,  for  I  should  have 
discovered  it.  You  may  not  remember  me,  in  spite  of  your 
gallantry.  But  I  mixed  more  in  the  world  than  I  do  now, 
during  your  first  visit  to  England,  and  once  sate  next  to 
you  at  dinner  at  Carlton  House.  Nay,  no  compliments, 
but  listen  to  me.  Harley  tells  me  you  have  cause  for  some 
alarm  respecting  the  designs  of  an  audacious  and  unprin- 
cipled adventurer,  I  may  call  him ;  for  adventurers  are  of 
all  ranks.  Suffer  your  daughter  to  come  to  me,  on  a  visit, 
as  long  as  you  please.  With  me,  at  least,  she  will  be  safe ; 
and  if  you  too,  and  the " 

"Stop,  my  dear  madam,"  interrupted  Riccabocca,  with 
great  vivacity,  "your  kindness  overpowers  me.  I  thank 
you  most  gratefully  for  your  invitation  to  my  child; 
but " 

"Nay,"  in  his  turn  interrupted  Harley,  "no  buts.  I 
was  not  aware  of  my  mother's  intention  when  she  entered 
2—26 
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this  room.  But  since  she  whispered  it  to  me,  I  have  re- 
flected on  it,  and  am  convinced  that  it  is  but  a  prudent  pre- 
caution. Your  retreat  is  known  to  Mr.  Leslie — he  is  known 
to  Peschiera.  Grant  that  no  indiscretion  of  Mr.  Leslie's 
betray  the  secret;  still  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  the 
Count  guesses  Randal's  acquaintance  ^nth  you.  Audley 
Egerton  this  morning  told  me  he  had  gathered  that,  not 
from  the  young  man  himself,  but  from  questions  put  to 
himself  by  Madame  di  Niegra;  and  Peschiera  might,  and 
would  set  spies  to  track  Leslie  to  every  house  that  he  visits — 
might  and  would,  still  more  naturally,  set  spies  to  track 
myself.  Were  this  man  an  Englishman,  I  should  laugh  at 
his  machinations ;  but  he  is  an  Italian,  and  has  been  a  con- 
spirator. What  he  could  do  I  know  not;  but  an  assassin 
can  penetrate  into  a  camp,  and  a  traitor  can  creep  through 
closed  walls  to  one's  hearth.  With  my  mother,  Violante 
must  be  safe ;  that  jjovl  cannot  oppose.  And  why  not  come 
yourself?" 

Riccabocca  had  no  reply  to  these  arguments,  so  far  as  they 
affected  Violante ;  indeed,  they  awakened  the  almost  super- 
stitious terror  with  which  he  regarded  his  enemy,  and  he 
consented  at  once  that  Violante  should  accept  the  invitation 
proffered.     But  he  refused  it  for  himself  and  Jemima. 

**To  say  truth,"  said  he,  simply,  "I  made  a  secret  vow, 
on  re-entering  England,  that  I  would  associate  with  none 
who  knew  the  rank  I  had  formerly  held  in  my  own  land« 
I  felt  that  all  my  philosophy  was  needed,  to  reconcile  and 
habituate  myself  to  my  altered  circumstances.  In  order  to 
find  in  my  present  existence,  however  humble,  those  bless- 
ings which  make  all  life  noble — dignity  and  peace — it  was 
necessary  for  poor,  weak  human  nature,  wholly  to  dismiss 
the  past.  It  would  unsettle  me  sadly  could  I  come  to  your 
house,  renew  awhile,  in  your  kindness  and  respect — nay, 
in  the  very  atmosphere  of  your  society — the  sense  of  what 
I  have  been;  and  then  (should  the  more  than  doubtful 
chance  of  recall  from  my  exile  fail  me)  to  awake,  and  find 
myself  for  the  rest  of  life  what  I  am.     And  though,  were 
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I  alone,  I  might  trust  myself  perhaps  to  the  danger — yet 
my  wife ;  she  is  happy  and  contented  now ;  would  she  be 
so,  if  you  had  once  spoiled  her  for  the  simple  position  of 
Dr.  Riccabocca's  wife?  Should  I  not  have  to  listen  to  re- 
grets, and  hopes,  and  fears  that  would  prick  sharp  through 
my  thin  cloak  of  philosophy?  Even  as  it  is,  since  in  a  mo- 
ment of  weakness  I  confided  my  secret  to  her,  I  have  had 
*my  rank'  thrown  at  me — with  a  careless  hand,  it  is  true-^- 
but  it  hits  hard  nevertheless.  No  stone  hui'ts  like  one  taken 
from  the  ruins  of  one's  own  home;  and  the  grander  the 
home,  why,  the  heavier  the  stone !  Protect,  dear  madam — 
protect  my  daughter,  since  her  father  doubts  his  own  power 
to  do  so.     But — ask  no  more." 

Riccabocca  was  immovable  here.  And  the  matter  was 
settled  as  he  decided,  it  being  agreed  that  Violante  should 
be  still  styled  but  the  daughter  of  Dr.  Riccabocca. 

"  And  now,  one  word  more,"  said  Harley.  "  Do  not  con- 
fide to  Mr.  Leslie  these  arrangements ;  do  not  let  him  know 
where  Violante  is  placed — at  least,  until  I  authorise  such 
confidence  in  him.  It  is  sufficient  excuse,  that  it  is  no  use 
to  know  unless  he  called  to  see  her,  and  his  movements,  as  I 
said  before,  may  be  watched.  You  can  give  the  same  rea- 
son to  suspend  his  visits  to  yourself.  Suffer  me,  mean- 
while, to  mature  my  judgment  on  this  young  man.  In  the 
mean  while,  also,  I  think  that  I  shall  have  means  of  ascer- 
taining the  real  nature  of  Peschiera's  schemes.  His  sister 
has  sought  to  know  me;  I  will  give  her  the  occasion.  I 
have  heard  some  things  of  her  in  my  last  residence  abroad, 
which  make  me  believe  that  she  cannot  be  wholly  the 
Count's  tool  in  any  schemes  nakedly  villanous;  that  she 
has  some  finer  qualities  in  her  than  I  once  supposed ;  and 
that  she  can  be  won  from  his  influence.  It  is  a  state  of 
war;  we  will  carry  it  into  the  enemy's  camp.  You  will 
promise  me,  then,  to  refrain  from  all  further  confidence  in 
Mr.  Leslie." 

"For  the  present,  yes,"  said  Riccabocca,  reluctantly. 

"  Do  not  even  say  that  you  have  seen  me,  unless  he  first 
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tell  you  that  I  am  in  England,  and  wish  to  learn  your 
residence.  I  will  give  him  full  occasion  to  do  so.  Pish  I 
don't  hesitate;  you  know  your  own  proverb: 

'Bocdm  chiusa,  cd  occhio  apcrto 
Noil  fecc  luai  dissuu  dcserto. ' 

*The  closed  mouth  and  the  open  eye,'  &c." 

"That's  very  true,"  said  the  Doctor,  much  struck. 
**Veiy  true.  ^ In  hnoclm  chiusa  non  c'etitrano  niosc/ie.^ 
()ii(»  can't  swallow  flies  if  one  keeps  one's  mouth  shut. 
Corjfo  fil  Jiaav!  that's  very  true  indeed." 


CHAPTER  W. 


VroLANTK  and  Jemima  were  both  greatly  surprised,  as 
the  reader  may  suppose,  when  they  heard,  on  their  return, 
the  arrangements  already  made  for  the  former.  The  Coun- 
tess insisted  on  taking  her  at  once,  and  Riccabocca  briefly 
said,  "Certainly,  the  sooner  the  better."  Violante  was 
stunned  and  bewildered.  Jemima  hastened  to  make  up 
a  little  bundle  of  things  necessary,  with  many  a  woman's 
sigh  that  the  poor  wardrobe  contained  so  few  things  befit- 
ting. Hut  among  the  clothes  she  slipped  a  purse,  contain- 
ing the  savings  of  months,  perhaps  of  years,  and  with  it  a 
few  affectionate  lines,  begging  Violante  to  ask  the  Coantess 
to  buy  her  all  that  was  proper  for  her  father's  child. 
There  is  always  something  hurried  and  uncomfortable  in 
the  abrupt  and  unexpected  withdrawal  of  any  member  from 
a  (juiet  household.  The  small  party  broke  into  still  smaller 
knots.  Violante  hung  on  her  father,  and  listened  vaguely 
to  his  not  very  lucid  explanations.  The  Coimtess  ap- 
proached  Leonard,  and,  according  to  the  usual  mode  with 
persons  of  quality  addressing  young  authors,  complimented 
him  highly  on  the  books  she  had  not  read,  but  which  her 
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son  assured  her  were  so  remarkable.  She  was  a  little  anx- 
ious to  know-  where  Harley  had  first  met  with  Mr.  Oran, 
whom  he  called  his  friend;  but  she  was  too  high-bred  to 
inquire,  or  to  express  any  wonder  that  rank  should  be 
friends  with  genius.  She  took  it  for  granted  that  they  had 
formed  their  acquaintance  abroad. 

Harley  conversed  with  Helen. — "You  are  not  sorry  that 
Violante  is  coming  to  us?  She  will  be  just  such  a  compan- 
ion for  you  as  I  could  desire;  of  your  own  years  too." 

Helen  (ingenuously). — "It  is  hard  to  think  I  am  not 
younger  than  she  is." 

Harley. — "Why,  my  dear  Helen?" 

Helen "  She  is  so  brilliant.     She  talks  so  beautifully. 

And  I '' 

Harley. — "And  you  want  but  the  habit  of  ^talking,  to 
do  justice  to  your  own  beautiful  thoughts." 

Helen  looked  at  him  gratefully,  but  shook  her  head.  It 
was  a  common  trick  of  hers,  and  always  when  she  was 
praised. 

At  last  the  preparations  were  made — the  farewell  was 
said.  Violante  was  in  the  carriage  by  Lady  Lansmere's 
side.  Slowly  moved  on  the  stately  equipage  with  its  four 
horses  and  trim  postilions,  heraldic  badges  on  their 
shoulders,  in  the  style  rarely  seen  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
the  metropolis,  and  now  fast  vanishing  even  amidst  distant 
coimties. 

Riccabgcca,  Jemima,  and  Jackeymo  continued  to  gaze 
after  it  from  the  gate. 

"She  is  gone,"  said  Jackeymo,  brushing  his  eyes  with 
his  coat-sleeve.     "  But  it  is  a  load  off  one's  mind." 

"And  another  load  on  one's  heart,"  murmured  Ricca- 
bocca.  "Don't  cry,  Jemima;  it  may  be  bad  for  you,  and 
bad  for  hivi  that  is  to  come.  It  is  astonishing  how  the 
humours  of  the  mother  may  affect  the  unborn.  I  should 
not  like  to  have  a  son  who  has  a  more  than  usual  propen- 
sity to  tears." 

The  poor  philosopher  tried  to  smile ;  but  it  was  a  bad 
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att(Miipt.  He  went  slowly  in,  anil  shut  himself  with  his 
books,  l^iit  he  could  not  read.  His  whole  mind  was  un- 
si>ttled.  And  though,  like  all  parents,  he  had  been  aiix- 
i()\is  to  rid  himself  of  a  beloved  daughter  for  life,  now  that 
she  was  gone  but  for  a  while,  a  string  seemed  broken  in 
the  Music  of  Home. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

Thk  evening  of  the  same  day,  as  Egerton,  who  was  to 
cntei-tain  a  large  party  at  dinner,  was  changing  his  dresSy 
Harloy  walked  into  his  room. 

Egerton  dismissed  his  valet  by  a  sign,  and  eontinaed  his 
toilet. 

"  Excuse  me,  my  dear  Harley,  I  have  only  ten  minutes 
to  give  you.  I  expect  one  of  the  royal  dukes,  and  punctu- 
ality is  the  stern  virtue  of  men  of  business,  and  the  graceful 
courtesy  of  i)rinces." 

Harh^y  had  usually  a  jest  for  his  friend's  aphorisms;  but 
li(^  had  none  now.  He  laid  his  hand  kindly  on  Egerton's 
shoulder :  **  Before  I  speak  of  my  business,  tell  me  how 
you  are — l)etterV 

"  Better — nay,  I  am  always  well.  Pooh  I  I  may  look  a 
little;  tired — years  of  toil  will  tell  on  the  countenance.  But 
that  matters  little:  the  period  of  life  has  passed  with  me 
when  one  cares  how  one  looks  in  the  glass." 

As  he  spoke,  Egerton  completed  his  dress,  and  came  to 
the  hearth,  standing  there,  erect  and  dignified  as  usual, 
still  far  handsomer  than  many  a  younger  man,  and  with  a 
form  that  seemcnl  to  have  ample  vigour  to  support  for  many 
a  year  the  sad  and  glorious  burthen  of  power. 

"  So  now  to  your  business,  Harley." 

"In  the  first  place,  I  want  you  to  present  me,  at  the 
earliest  opportunity,  to  Madame  di  Negra.  You  say  she 
wished  to  know  me." 
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**  Are  you  serious?" 

"Yes." 

"  Well,  then,  she  receives  this  evening.  I  did  not  mean 
to  go;  but  when  my  party  breaks  up " 

"  You  can  call  for  me  at  *The  Travellers.'     Do!" 

"  Next — you  knew  Lady  Jane  Horton  better  even  than  I 
did,  at  least  in  the  last  year  of  her  life."  Harley  sighed, 
and  Egerton  turned  and  stirred  the  fire. 

"  Pray,  did  you  ever  see  at  her  house,  or  hear  her  speak 
of,  a  Mrs.  Bertram?" 

"Of  whom?"  said  Egerton,  in  a  hollow  voice,  his  face 
still  turned  towards  the  fire. 

"  A  Mrs.  Bertram ;  but  Heavens !  my  dear  fellow,  what 
is  the  matter?     Are  you  ill?" 

"A  spasm  at  the  heart,  that  is  all — don't  ring — I  shall 

be  better  presently — go  on  talking.     Mrs. why  do  you 

ask?" 

"  Why  ?  I  have  hardly  time  to  explain ;  but  I  am,  as  I 
told  you,  resolved  on  righting  my  old  Italian  friend,  if 
Heaven  will  help  me,  as  it  ever  does  help  the  just  when 
they  bestir  themselves ;  and  this  Mrs.  Bertram  is  mixed  up 
in  my  friend's  affairs." 

"  His?     How  is  that  possible?" 

Harley  rapidly  and  succinctly  explained.  Audley  lis- 
tened attentively,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  floor,  and  still 
seeming  to  labour  under  great  difficulty  of  breathing. 

At  last  he  answered,  "  I  remember  something  of  this 
Mrs. — Mrs. — Bertram.  But  your  inquiries  after  her  would 
be  useless.  I  think  I  have  heard  that  she  is  long  since 
dead ;  nay,  I  am  sure  of  it." 

"Dead! — that  is  most  unfortunate.  But  do  you  know 
any  of  her  relations  or  friends?  Can  you  suggest  any  mode 
of  tracing  this  packet,  if  it  came  to  her  hands?" 

"No." 

"  And  Lady  Jane  had  scarcely  any  friend  that  I  remem- 
ber, except  my  mother,  and  she  knows  nothing  of  this  Mrs. 
Bertram.     How  unlucky !     I  think  I  shall  advertise.     Yet, 
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no.  I  could  only  distinguish  this  Mrs.  Bertram  from  any 
otli(*i'  of  the  same  name,  by  stating  with  whom  she  had 
gone  abroad,  and  that  would  catch  the  attention  of  Pes- 
chiera,  and  set  him  to  counterwork  us." 

*•  And  what  avails  it?"  said  Egerton.  "  She  whom  you 
se(*k  is  no  more — no  more!"  He  paused,  and  went  on  rap- 
idly: ''Tht'  packet  did  not  arrive  in  England  till  years 
aft<T  her  death — was  no  doubt  returned  to  the  post-ofiSce — 
is  destroyed  long  ago." 

Ilarley  looked  very  much  disappointed.  Egerton  went 
on  in  a  sort  of  set  mechanical  voice,  as  if  not  thinking  of 
what  he  said,  but  speaking  from  the  dry  piactical  mode  of 
reas(ming  which  was  habitual  to  him,  and  by  which  the 
man  of  the  world  destroys  the  hopes  of  an  enthusiast 
Then  starting  up  at  the  sound  of  the  first  thundering  knock 
at  the  street  door,  he  said,  *'  Hark!  you  must  excuse  me." 

**  I  leave  you,  my  dear  Audley.  But  I  must  again  ask — 
Are  you  better  now?" 

"Much,  much — quite  well.  I  will  call  for  you — ^prob- 
ably between  eleven  and  twelve." 


CHAPTEE  VIII. 


If  any  one  could  be  more  surprised  at  seeing  Lord 
L' Estrange  at  the  house  of  Madame  di  Negra  that  even- 
ing than  the  fair  hostess  herself,  it  was  Kandal  Leslie. 
Something  instinctively  told  him  that  this  visit  threatened 
interference  with  whatever  might  be  his  ultimate  projects 
in  regard  to  Kiccabocca  and  Violante.  But  Randal  Leslie 
was  not  one  of  those  who  shrink  from  an  intellectual  coin- 
bat.  On  the  contrary,  he  was  too  confident  of  his  powers 
of  intrigue,  not  to  take  a  delight  in  their  exercise.  He 
could  not  conceive  that  the  indolent  Harley  could  be  a 
match  for  his  own  restless  activity  and  dogged  persever- 
ance.    But  in  a  very  few  moments  fear  crept  on  him.     No 
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man  of  his  day  could  produce  a  more  brilliant  effect  than 
Lord  L'Estrange,  when  he  deigned  to  desire  it.  Without 
much  pretence  to  that  personal  beauty  which  strikes  at 
first  sight,  he  still  retained  all  the  charm  of  countenance, 
and  all  the  grace  of  manner,  which  had  made  him  in  boy- 
hood the  spoiled  darling  of  society.  Madame  di  Negra  had 
collected  but  a  small  circle  round  her,  still  it  was  of  the 
elite  of  the  great  world;  not,  indeed,  those  more  precise 
and  reserved  dames  de  chateau^  whom  the  lighter  and  easier 
of  the  fair  dispensers  of  fashion  ridicule  as  prudes;  but 
nevertheless,  ladies  were  there,  as  unblemished  in  reputa- 
tion, as  high  in  rank,  flirts  and  coquettes,  perhaps — noth- 
ing more;  in  short,  "charming  women" — the  gay  butter- 
flies that  hover  over  the  stiff  parterre.  And  there  were 
ambassadors  and  ministers,  and  wits  and  brilliant  de- 
baters, and  first-rate  dandies  (dandies,  when  first-rate,  are 
generally  very  agreeable  men) .  Amongst  all  these  various 
persons,  Harley,  so  long  a  stranger  to  the  London  world, 
seemed  to  make  himself  at  home  with  the  ease  of  an  Alci- 
biades.  Many  of  the  less  juvenile  ladies  remembered  him 
and  rushed  to  claim  his  acquaintance,  with  nods  and  becks, 
and  wreathed  smiles.  He  had  ready  compliment  for  each. 
And  few  indeed  were  there,  men  or  women,  for  whom 
Harley  L' Estrange  had  not  appropriate  attraction.  Distin- 
guished reputation  as  soldier  and  scholar  for  the  grave; 
whim  and  pleasantry  for  the  gay;  novelty  for  the  sated; 
and  for  the  more  vulgar  natures  was  he  not  Lord  L' Es- 
trange, unmarried,  possessed  already  of  a  large  independ- 
ence, and  heir  to  an  ancient  earldom,  and  some  fifty  thou- 
sands a  year? 

Not  till  he  had  succeeded  in  the  general  effect — which,  it 
must  be  owned,  he  did  his  best  to  create — did  Harley  seri- 
ously and  especially  devote  himself  to  his  hostess.  And 
then  he  seated  himself  by  her  side ;  and,  as  if  in  compli- 
ment to  both,  less  pressing  admirers  insensibly  slipped 
away  and  edged  off. 

Frank  Hazeldean  was  the  last  to  quit  his  ground  behind 
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MaduiiH'  (li  Negra's  chair;  but  when  he  found  that  the  two 
began  to  talk  in  Italian,  iuul  he  could  not  understand  a  word 
they  said,  he  too — fancying,  poor  fellow,  that  he  looked 
foolish,  and  cursing  his  Eton  education  that  had  neglected, 
for  languages  spoken  by  the  dead,  of  which  he  had  learned 
litth*,  those  still  in  use  among  the  living,  of  which  he  had 
h'arned  nought  —retreated  towai'ds  Randal,  and  asked  wist- 
fully :  **  Pray,  what  age  should  you  say  L'Estrange  was? 
He*  nuist  l)e  devilish  old,  in  spite  of  his  looks.  Why,  he 
was  at  Waterloo!" 

**  He  is  young  enough  to  be  a  terrible  rival,"  answered 
Randal,  with  artful  truth. 

Frank  turned  i)ale,  and  began  to  meditate  dreadful  blood- 
thirsty thoughts,  of  which  hair-triggers  and  Lord's  Cricket- 
ground  formed  the  staple. 

Certainly  there  was  apparent  ground  for  a  lover's  jeal- 
ousy. For  llarley  and  Beatrice  now  conversed  in  a  low 
ton(»,  Jind  r>eatrice  seemed  agitated,  and  Harley  earnest. 
Randal  himself  grew  more  and  more  perplexed.  Was  Lord 
L'Kstrange  really  enamoured  of  the  Marchesa?  If  so,  fare- 
well to  all  hopes  of  Frank's  marriage  with  her  I  Or  was  he 
merely  j)laying  a  part  in  Riccabocca's  interest;  pretending 
to  1)0  the  lover,  in  order  to  obtain  an  influence  over  her 
mind,  rule  her  through  her  ambition,  and  secure  an  ally 
against  her  brother?  Was  this  Jinesse  compatible  wifli 
KandaPs  notions  of  Harley's  character?  Was  it  consist- 
ent with  that  chivalric  and  soldierly  spirit  of  honour  which 
the  frank  nobleman  affected,  to  make  love  to  a  woman  in 
mere  ruse  dc  yiievre?  Could  mere  friendship  for  Bicca- 
bocca  be  a  sufficient  inducement  to  a  man  who,  whatever 
his  weaknesses  or  his  errors,  seemed  to  wear  on  his  very 
fore]i(»ad  a  soul  above  deceit,  to  stoop  to  paltry  means,  even 
for  a  worthy  (»nd?  At  this  question,  a  new  thought  flashed 
upon  Randal — might  not  Lord  L'Estrange  have  speculated 
himself  upon  winning  Violante? — would  not  that  account 
for  all  the  exertions  he  had  made  on  behalf  of  her  inheri- 
tance at  the  court  of  Vienna — exertions  of  which  Peschiera 
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and  Beatrice  had  both  complained?  Those  objections  which 
the  Austrian  government  might  take  to  Violante's  marriage 
with  some  obscure  Englishman  would  probably  not  exist 
against  a  man  like  Harley  L' Estrange,  whose  family  not 
only  belonged  to  the  highest  aristocracy  of  England,  but 
had  always  supported  opinions  in  vogue  amongst  the  lead- 
ing governments  of  Europe.  Harley  himself,  it  is  true,  had 
never  taken  part  in  politics,  but  his  notions  were,  no  doubt, 
those  of  a  high-born  soldier,  who  had  fought,  in  alliance 
with  Austria,  for  the  restoration  of  the  Bourbons.  And 
this  immense  wealth, — which  Violante  might  lose,  if  she 
married  one  like  Randal  himself — her  marriage  with  the 
heir  of  the  Lansmeres  might  actually  tend  only  to  secure. 
Could  Harley,  with  all  his  own  expectations,  be  indifferent 
to  such  a  prize? — and  no  doubt  he  had  learned  Violante' s 
rare  beauty  in  his  correspondence  with  Riccabocca. 

Thus  considered,  it  seemed  natural  to  Randal's  estimate 
of  human  nature,  that  Harley 's  more  prudish  scruples  of 
honour,  as  regards  what  is  due  to  women,  could  not  resist 
a  temptation  so  strong.  Mere  friendship  was  not  a  motive 
powerful  enough  to  shake  them,  but  ambition  was. 

While  Randal  was  thus  cogitating,  Frank  thus  suffering, 
and  many  a  whisper,  in  comment  on  the  evident  flirtation 
between  the  beautiful  hostess  and  the  accomplished  guest, 
reached  the  ears  both  of  the  brooding  schemer  and  the  jeal- 
ous lover,  the  conversation  between  the  two  objects  of  re- 
mark and  gossip  had  taken  a  new  turn.  Indeed,  Beatrice 
had  made  an  effort  to  change  it. 

*^It  is  long,  my  Lord,"  said  she,  still  speaking  Italian, 
"  since  I  have  heard  sentiments  like  those  you  address  to 
me ;  and  if  I  do  not  feel  myself  wholly  unwortTiy  of  them, 
it  is^from  the  pleasure  I  have  felt  in  reading  sentiments 
equally  foreign  to  the  language  of  the  world  in  which  I 
live. "  She  took  a  book  from  the  table  as  she  spoke :  "  Have 
you  seen  this  work?" 

"  Harley  glanced  at  the  title-page.  "  To  be  sure  I  have, 
and  I  know  the  author." 
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**  I  envy  yoii  that  honour.  I  should  so  like  also  to  know 
one  who  has  discovered  to  me  deeps  in  my  own  heart  which 
1  had  never  explored." 

'*  Charnung  Marohesa,  if  the  book  has  done  this^  believe  me 
that  I  have  paid  you  no  false  compliment — formed  no  over- 
Hatter  in^^  estimate  of  your  nature ;  for  the  charm  of  the  work 
is  1)ut  in  its  simple  api)eal  to  good  and  generous  emotions, 
and  it  can  charm  none  in  whom  those  emotions  exist  not  I'' 

*'  Nay,  that  cannot  be  true,  or  why  is  it  so  popular?" 

**  l)ccausc  jjfood  and  generous  emotions  are  more  common  to 
tlie  human  lieart  than  we  are  aware  of  till  the  appeal  comes." 

'*  Don't  ask  nie  to  think  tliat!  I  have  found  the  world 
so  ])ase." 

**  Pardon  me  a  rude  question;  but  what  do  you  know  of 
the  worhl?" 

1  Beatrice  looked  iirst  in  surpiise  at  Harley,  then  glanced 
round  the  room  with  significant  irony. 

**  As  1  tliought;  you  call  this  little  room  *the  world.' 
He  it  so.  I  will  venture  to  say,  that  if  the  people  in  this 
room  were  suddenly  converted  into  an  audience  before  a 
sta;.((s  and  you  were  as  consummate  in  the  actor's  art  as 
you  are  in  all  others  that  please  and  command " 

"  And  were  to  deliver  a  speech  full  of  sordid  and  base 
Hcntiiucnts,  you  would  be  hissed.  But  let  any  other  wom- 
an, witli  half  your  x>owers,  arise  and  utter  sentiments 
sweet  and  woniaidy,  or  honest  and  lofty — and  applause 
would  flow  from  every  lip,  and  tears  rush  to  many  a  worldly 
(^ye.  The  true  proof  of  the  inherent  nobleness  of  our  com- 
mon nature  is  in  the  sympathy  it  betrays  with  what  is  noble 
wli(»rev<'i*  crowds  are  collected.  Never  believe  the  world  is 
base;  if  it  were  so,  no  society  could  hold  together  for  a 
day.  lUit  you  Avould  know  the  author  of  this  book?  I  will 
bring  him  to  you." 

"Do." 

"And  now,"  said  ITarley,  rising,  and  with  his  candid, 
winning  smile,  "  do  you  think  we  shall  ever  be  friends?" 
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"You  have  startled  me  so,  that  I  can  scarcely  answer. 
But  why  would  you  be  friends  with  me?" 

"  Because  you  need  a  friend.     You  have  none?" 

"Strange  flatterer!"  said  Beatrice,  smiling,  though  veiy 
sadly;  and  looking  up,  her  eye  caught  Randal's. 

"  Pooh !"  said  Harley,  "  you  are  too  penetrating  to  believe 
that  you  inspire  friendship  there.  Ah,  do  you  suppose 
that,  all  the  while  I  have  been  conversing  with  you,  I  have 
not  noticed  the  watchful  gaze  of  Mr.  Randal  Leslie?  What 
tie  can  possibly  connect  you  together  I  know  not  yet;  but 
I  soon  shall." 

"  Indeed !  you  talk  like  one  of  the  old  Council  of  Venice. 
You  try  hard  to  make  me  fear  you,"  said  Beatrice,  seeking 
to  escape  from  the  graver  kind  of  impression  Harley  had 
made  on  her,  by  the  affectation,  partly  of  coquetry,  partly 
of  levity. 

"  And  I,  "said  L'Estrange,  calmly,  "  tell  you  already,  that 
I  fear  you  no  more."  He  bowed,  and  passed  through  the 
crowd  to  rejoin  Audley,  who  was  seated  in  a  corner  whis- 
pering with  some  of  his  political  colleagues.  Before  Har- 
ley reached  the  minister,  he  found  himself  close  to  Randal 
and  young  Hazeldean. 

He  bowed  to  the  first,  and  extended  his  hand  to  the  last. 
Randal  felt  the  distinction,  and  his  sullen,  bitter  pride  was 
deeply  galled — a  feeling  of  hate  towards  Harley  passed 
into  his  mind.  He  was  pleased  to  see  the  cold  hesitation 
with  which  Frank  just  touched  the  hand  offered  to  him. 
But  Randal  had  not  been  the  only  person  whose  watch  upon 
Beatrice  the  keen-eyed  Harley  had  noticed.  Harley  had 
seen  the  angry  looks  of  Frank  Hazeldean,  and  divined  the 
cause.  So  he  smiled  forgivingly  at  the  slight  he  had  re- 
ceived. 

"You  are  like  me,  Mr.  Hazeldean,"  said  he.  "You 
think  something  of  the  heart  should  go  with  all  courtesy 
that  bespeaks  friendship — 

*  The  hand  of  Douglas  is  his  own,  *  ** 
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II ore  Harley  drew  aside  Randal.  ''Mr.  Leslie,  a  word 
with  vou.  If  I  wished  to  know  the  retreat  of  Dr.  Bicca- 
Ixxca,  in  order  to  render  him  a  great  service,  would  you 
conlide  to  iiio  that  secret?" 

'*  Tliat  woman  has  let  out  her  suspicions  that  I  know  the 
exile's  retreat"  thought  Kandal;  and  with  quick  presence 
of  iiiind  he  replied  at  once: 

*'  My  Lord,  yonder  stands  a  connection  of  Dr.  Ricca- 
l)occa\s.  Mr.  Hazeldean  is  surely  the  person  to  whom  you 
should  address  this  inquiry." 

'*  Not  so,  Mr.  Leslie;  for  I  suspect  that  he  cannot  answer 
it,  and  tliat  you  can.  Well,  I  will  ask  something  that  it 
s(*ein.s  to  luo  you  may  grant  without  hesitation.  Should 
you  K<*e  Dr.  RiceabocH'a,  tell  him  that  I  am  in  England,  and 
so  leav(»  it  to  him  to  communicate  with  me  or  not;  but  per- 
haps you  luive  alretuly  done  so?" 

**  Lord  L' Estrange,"  said  Randal,  bowing  low,  with 
])ointcd  formality,  "excuse  me  if  I  decline  either  to  dis- 
claim or  acquiesce  in  the  knowledge  you  impute  to  me.  If 
I  am  iU'Cjuainted  with  jmy  secret  intrusted  to  me  by  Dr. 
liiccabocca,  it  is  for  me  to  use  my  own  discretion  how  best 
to  guard  it.  And  for  the  rest,  after  the  Scotch  earl,  whose 
words  your  lordship  has  quoted,  refused  to  touch  the  hand 
of  Marinion,  Douglas  could  scarcely  have  called  Marmion 
back  iu  order  to  give  him — a  message!" 

Ilarley  was  not  i)repared  for  this  tone  in  Mr.  Egerton's 
jn'dfef/Vj  and  his  own  gallant  nature  was  rather  pleased  than 
irritated  hy  a  liaughtiness  that  at  least  seemed  to  bespeak 
independence  of  spirit.  Nevertheless,  L'Estrange's  sua- 
])icions  of  Randal  were  too  strong  to  be  easily  set  aside, 
and  therefore  he  replied,  civilly,  but  with  covert  taunt: 

^'  I  suljmit  to  your  rebuke,  Mr.  Leslie,  though  I  meant 
not  the  olfence  you  would  ascribe  to  me.  I  regret  my  im- 
lucky  quotation  yet  the  more,  since  the  wit  of  your  retort 
has  ()])liged  you  to  identify  yourself  with  Marmion,  who^ 
though  a  clever  and  brave  fellow,  was  an  uncommonly — 
tricky  one."     And  so  Harley,  certainly  having  the  best  of 


OR,  VARIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  LIFE.  415 

it,  moved  on,  and  joined  Egerton,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
more  both  left  the  room. 

"What  was  L'Estrange  saying  to  you?"  asked  Frank. 
"  Something  about  Beatrice,  I  am  sure. " 

"  No ;  only  quoting  poetry. " 

"  Then  what  made  you  look  so  angry,  my  dear  fellow? 
I  know  it  was  your  kind  feeling  for  me.  As  you  say,  he 
is  a  formidable  rival.  But  that  can't  be  his  own  hair.  Do 
you  think  he  wears  a  toupet  ?  I  am  sure  he  was  praising 
Beatrice.  He  is  evidently  very  much  smitten  with  her. 
But  I  don't  think  she  is  a  woman  to  be  caught  by  mere 
rank  and  fortune!     Do  you?     Why  can't  you  speak?" 

"  If  you  do  not  get  her  consent  soon,  1  think  she  is  lost 
to  you,"  said  Randal,  slowly;  and  before  Frank  could 
recover  his  dismay,  glided  from  the  house. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


Viol  ante's  first  evening  at  the  Lansmeres  had  passed 
more  happily  to  her  than  the  first  evening  under  the  same 
roof  had  done  to  Helen.  True  that  she  missed  her  father 
much — Jemima  somewhat;  but  she  so  identified  her  fa- 
ther's cause  with  Harley,  that  she  had  a  sort  of  vague  feel- 
ing that  it  was  to  promote  that  cause  that  she  was  on  this 
visit  to  Harley' s  parents.  And  the  Countess,  it  must  be 
owned,  was  more  emphatically  cordial  to  her  than  she  had 
ever  yet  been  to  Captain  Digby's  orphan.  But  perhaps  the 
real  difference  in  the  heart  of  either  girl  was  this,  that 
Helen  felt  awe  of  Lady  Lansmere,  and  Violante  felt  only 
love'  for  Lord  L' Estrange' s  mother.  Violante,  too,  was  one 
of  those  persons  whom  a  reserved  and  formal  person,  like 
the  Countess,  "  can  get  on  with, "  as  the  phrase  goes.  Not 
so  poor  little  Helen — so  shy  herself,  and  so  hard  to  coax 
into  more  than  gentle  monosyllables.     And  Lady  Lang- 
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incro's  favourito  talk  was  always  of  Harley.  Helen  had 
listened  to  such  talk  with  respect  and  interest.  Violante 
listened  to  it  with  inquisitive  eagerness — with  blushing 
delight.  The  mother's  heart  noticed  the  distinction  be- 
tween the  two,  and  no  wonder  that  that  heart  moved  more 
to  Violante  than  to  Helen.  Lord  Lansmere,  too,  like  most 
jjfentlenien  of  his  age,  clumped  all  young  ladies  together  as 
a  harmless,  amiable,  but  singularly  stupid  class  of  the 
genus  Petticoat^  meant  to  look  pretty,  play  the  piano,  and 
talk  to  each  other  alx>ut  frwks  and  sweethearts.  There- 
fore this  animated  dazzling  creature,  with  her  infinite  va- 
riety of  look  and  play  of  mind,  took  him  by  surprise, 
charmed  him  into  attention,  and  warmed  him  into  gal- 
lantry. Helen  sate  in  her  quiet  corner,  at  her  work,  some- 
times listening  with  almost  mournful,  though  certainly 
unenvious,  admiration  at  Violante' s  vivid,  yet  ever  uncon- 
scious, elociuence  of  word  and  thought — sometimes  plunged 
deep  into  her  own  secret  meditations.  And  all  the  while 
the  work  went  on  the  same,  under  the  small,  noiseless  fin- 
gers. This  was  one  of  Helen's  liabits  that  irritated  the 
nerves  of  Lady  Lansmere.  She  despised  young  ladies  who 
were  fond  of  work.  She  did  not  comprehend  how  often  it 
is  the  resource  of  the  sweet  womanly  mind,  not  from  want 
of  thought,  but  from  the  silence  and  the  depth  of  it.  Vio- 
lante was  surprised,  and  perhaps  disappointed,  that  Harley 
had  h*lt  the  house  before  dinner,  and  did  not  return  aU  the 
evening.  But  Lady  Lansmere,  in  making  excuse  for  his 
absence,  on  the  plea  of  engagements,  found  so  good  an 
opportunity  to  talk  of  his  ways  in  general — of  his  rare 
]>i()miso  in  boyhood — of  her  regret  at  the  inaction  of  his 
maturity — of  her  hope  to  see  him  yet  do  justice  to  his 
natural  powers,  that  Violante  almost  ceased  to  miss  him. 

And  when  Lady  Lansmere  conducted  her  to  her  room, 
and,  kissing  her  cheek  tenderly,  said,  "  But  you  are  just  the 
person  Harley  admires — just  the  person  to  rouse  him  from 
melancholy  dreams,  of  which  his  wild  humours  are  now 
but  the  vain  disguise  " — Violante  crossed  her  arms  on  her 
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bosom,  and    her  bright  eyes,  deepened    into  tenderness, 
seemed  to  ask,  "He  melancholy — and  why?" 

On  leaving  Violaute's  room,  Lady  Lansmere  paused  be-- 
fore  the  door  of  Helen's;  and,  after  musing  a  little  while, 
entered  softly. 

Helen  had  dismissed  her  maid ;  and,  at  the  moment  Lady 
Lansmere  entered,  she  was  kneeling  at  the  foot  of  the  bed, 
her  hands  clasped  before  her  face. 

Her  form,  thus  seen,  looked  so  youthful  and  child-like— 
the  ^attitude  itself  was  so  holy  and  so  touching,  that  the 
proud  and  cold  expression  on  Lady  Lansmere' s  face 
changed.  She  shaded  the  light  involuntarily,  and  seated 
herself  in  silence  that  she  might  not  disturb  the  act  of 
prayer. 

When  Helen  rose,  she  was  startled  to  see  the  Countess 
seated  by  the  lire;  and  hastily  drew  her  hand  across  her 
eyes.     She  had  been  weeping. 

Lady  Lansmere  did  not,  however,  turn  to  observe  those 
traces  of  tears,  which  Helen  feared  were  too  visible.  The 
Countess  was  too  absorbed  in  her  own  thoughts;  and  as 
Helen  timidly  approached,  she  said — still  with  her  eyes  on 
the  clear  low  fire :  ''  I  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  Digby,  for  my 
intrusion;  but  my  son  has  left  it  to  me  to  prepare  Lord 
Lansmere  to  learn  the  offer  you  have  done  Harley  the  hon- 
our to  accept.  I  have  not  yet  spoken  to  my  lord;  it  may 
be  days  before  I  find  a  fitting  occasion  to  do  so ;  meanwhile 
I  feel  assured  that  your  sense  of  propriety  will  make  you 
agree  with  me  that  it. is  due  to  Lord  L'Estrange's  father, 
that  strangers  should  not  learn  arrangements  of  such  mo- 
ment in  his  family,  before  his  own  consent  be  obtained." 

Here  the  Countess  came  to  a  full  pause ;  and  poor  Helen, 
finding  herself  called  upon  for  some  reply  to  this  chilling 
speech,  stammered  out,  scarce  audibly : 

"  Certainly,  madam,  I  never  dreamed  of " 

"That  is  right,  my  dear,"  interrupted  Lady  Lansmere, 
rising  suddenly,  and  as  if  greatly  relieved.     "  I  could  not 
doubt  your  superiority  to  ordinary  girls  of  your  age,  with 
2—27 
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wlioiu  these  matters  »iro  never  secret  for  a  moment.  There- 
l()rt\  of  course,  you  will  not  mention,  at  present,  what  has 
jKissed  Ix'tween  you  and  llarley,  to  any  of  the  friends  with 
whom  you  may  correspond/' 

"  I  have  no  correspondents — no  friends,  Lady  Lans- 
mere,"  said  Helen,  deprecatingly,  and  trying  hard  not  to 
crv. 

'•  1  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,  my  dear;  young  ladies  never 
should  have.  Friends,  especially  friends  who  correspond, 
are  the  worst  enemies  they  can  have.  Good-night,  Miss 
Dij^by.  I  need  not  add,  by  the  way,  that  though  we  are 
bound  to  show  all  kindness  to  this  young  Italian  lady,  still 
she  is  wholly  unconnecttnl  with  our  family;  and  you  will 
be  as  prudent  with  her  as  you  would  have  been  with  your 
correspondents — had  you  had  the  misfortune  to  have  any." 

Lady  Lansmere  said  the  last  words  with  a  smile,  and 
left  an  ungenial  kiss  (the  stepmother's  kiss)  on  Helen's 
bended  brow.  She  then  left  the  room,  and  Helen  sate  on 
the  seat  vacated  by  the  stately  unloving  form,  and  again  cov- 
ered her  face  with  her  hands,  and  again  wept.  But  when 
she  rose  at  last,  and  the  light  fell  upon  her  face,  that  soft 
fac(*  was  sad  indeed,  but  serene — serene,  as  with  some  in- 
ward sense  of  duty — sad,  as  with  the  resignation  which  ac- 
cepts ])atience  instead  of  hope. 


ClIAl^TER  X. 


TiiK  next  morning  llarley  appeared  at  breakfast.  He 
was  in  gay  spirits,  and  conversed  more  freely  with  Violante 
than  he  had  yet  don(\  lie  seemed  to  amuse  himself  by 
attacking  all  she  said,  and  provoking  to  argument.  Violante 
w;is  naturally  a  very  earnest  i)erson;  whether  grave  or  gay, 
she  s]K)ke  with  luM*  heart  on  her  lips,  and  her  soul  in  her 
(\yes.  She  did  not  yet  comprehend  the  light  vein  of  Har- 
ley's  irony,  so  she  grew  piijued  and  chafed;  and  she  was 
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so  lovely  in  anger;  it  so  brightened  her  beauty  and  ani- 
mated her  words,  that  no  wonder  Harley  thus  maliciously 
teased  her.  But  what  perhaps,  she  liked  still  less  than  the 
teasing — though  she  could  not  tell  why — was  the  kind  of 
familiarity  that  Harley  assumed  with  her — a  familiarity  as 
if  he  had  known  her  all  her  life — that  of  a  good-humoured 
elder  brother,  or  a  bachelor  imcle.  To  Helen,  on  the  con- 
trary, when  he  did  not  address  her  apart,  his  manner  was 
more  respectful.  He  did  not  call  her  by  her  Christian 
name,  as  he  did  Violante,  but  "Miss  Digby,'^  and  softened 
his  tone  and  inclined  his  head  when  he  spoke  to  her.  Nor 
did  he  presume  to  jest  at  the  very  few  and  brief  sentences 
he  drew  from  Helen,  but  rather  listened  to  them  with  defer- 
ence, and  invariably  honoured  them  with  approval.  After 
breakfast  he  asked  Violante  to  play  or  sing;  and  when  she 
frankly  owned  how  little  she  had  cultivated  those  accom- 
plishments, he  persuaded  Helen  to  sit  down  to  the  piano, 
and  stood  by  her  side  while  she  did  so,  turning  over  the 
leaves  of  her  music-book  with  the  ready  devotion  of  an  ad- 
miring amateur.  Helen  always  played  well,  but  less  well 
than  usual  that  day,  for  her  generous  nature  felt  abashed. 
It  was  as  if  she  were  showing  off  to  mortify  Violante.  But 
Violante,  on  the  other  hand,  was  so  passionately  fond 
of  music  that  she  had  no  feeling  left  for  the  sense  of  her 
own  inferiority.  Yet  she  sighed  when  Helen  rose,  and 
Harley  thanked  Miss  Digby  for  the  delight  she  had  given 
him. 

The  day  was  fine.  Lady  Lansmere  proposed  to  walk  in 
the  garden.  While  the  ladies  went  up-stairs  for  their 
shawls  and  bonnets,  Harley  lighted  his  cigar,  and  stept 
from  the  window  upon  the  lawn.  Lady  Lansmere  joined 
him  before  the  girls  came  out. 

"Harley,"  said  she,  taking  his  arm,  "what  a  charming 
companion  you  have  introduced  to  us !  I  never  met  with 
any  that  both  pleased  and  delighted  me  like  this  dear  Vio- 
lante. Most  girls  who  possess  some  power  of  conversation, 
and  who  have  dared  to  think  for  themselves,  are  so  pe- 
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(huitio,  or  so  masciiline;  hut  she  is  always  so  simple,  and 
always  still  the  girl.      Ah,  Harley!" 

"  Why  that  sigh,  my  dear  mother?" 

"  I  was  thinking  how  exactly  she  would  have  suited  you 

how  proud  I  shoidd  liave  been  of  such  a  daughter-in- 
law  -  and  how  hai>i)y  you  would  have  been  with  such  a 
Wile. 

llarloy  started.  **Tut,''  said  he,  peevishly,  "she  is  a 
nicrt*  cliild;  you  forg(»t  my  years." 

••  Why,"  said  Lady  Lansmere,  surprised,  "Helen  is  quite 
as  vt)uug  as  Viohmte." 

*•  In  thites — yes.  l^ut  Helen's  character  is  so  staid; — 
what  it  is  now  it  will  be  evor;  and  Helen,  from  gratitude, 
rt^spoct,  or  pity,  condescends  to  accept  the  ruins  of  my 
heart; — while  this  bright  Italian  has  the  soul  of  a  Juliet, 
and  would  expect  in  a  husband  all  the  passion  of  a  Romeo. 
Nay,  mother,  hush.  Do  you  forget  that  I  am  engaged — 
and  of  niv  own  free  will  and  choice?  Poor  dear  Helen! 
A])ropos,  have  you  spoken  to  my  father,  as  you  undertook 

to  (h)?" 

"  Not  yet.  I  must  seize  the  right  moment.  You  know 
tluit  my  lord  requires  management." 

''  My  dear  mother,  that  female  notion  of  managing  us 
men  costs  you  ladies  a  great  waste  of  time,  and  occasions 
us  a  great  deal  of  sorrow.  Men  are  easily  managed  by 
])lain  truth.  //>  are  brought  up  to  respect  it,  strangQ  as  it 
may  set»m  to  you!" 

Lady  Lansmere  smiled  with  the  air  of  superior  wisdom, 
and  the  ex])erience  of  an  accomplished  wife.  "  Leave  it  to 
m(^  llarley,  and  rely  on  my  lord's  consent." 

llarley  knew  that  Lady  Lansmere  always  succeeded  in 
obtaining  her  way  with  his  father;  and  he  felt  that  the 
Earl  might  naturally  be  disappointed  in  such  an  alliance, 
and,  without  due  propitiation,  evince  that  disappointment 
in  his  manner  to  Helen.  Harley  was  bound  to  save  her 
from  all  chance  of  such  humiliation.  He  did  not  wish  her 
to  think  that  she  was  not  welcomed  into  his  family;  there-- 
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fore  he  said,  "  I  resign  myself  to  your  promise  and  your 
diplomacy.  Meanwhile,  as  you  love  me,  be  kind  to  my 
betrothed." 

"Am  I  not  so?" 

"  Hem.  Are  you  as  kind  as  if  she  were  the  great  heiress 
you  believe  Violante  to  be?" 

"  Is  it, "  answered  LadyLansmere,  evading  the  question — 
"  is  it  because  one  is  an  heiress  and  the  other  is  not  that 
you  make  so  marked  a  difference  in  your  own  manner  to 
the  two ;  treating  Violante  as  a  spoilt  child,  and  Miss  Digby 
as " 

"  The  destined  wife  of  Lord  L'Estrange,  and  the  daugh- 
ter-in-law of  Lady  Lansmere — ^yes." 

The  Countess  suppressed  an  impatient  exclamation  that 
rose  to  her  lips,  for  Harley's  brow  wore  that  serious  aspect 
which  it  rarely  assumed  save  when  he  was  in  those  moods 
in  which  men  must  be  soothed,  not  resisted.  And  after  a 
pause  he  went  on :  "I  am  going  to  leave  you  to-day.  I 
have  engaged  apartments  at  the  Clarendon.  I  intend  to 
gratify  your  wish,  so  often  expressed,  that  I  should  enjoy 
what  are  called  the  pleasures  of  my  rank,  and  the  privi- 
leges of  single-blessedness — celebrate  my  adieu  to  celibacy, 
and  blaze  once  more,  with  the  splendour  of  a  setting  sun, 
upon  Hyde  Park  and  May  Fair." 

"  You  are  a  positive  enigma.  Leave  our  house,  just 
when  you  are  betrothed  to  its  inmate!  Is  that  the  natural 
conduct  of  a  lover?" 

"  How  can  your  woman  eyes  be  so  dull,  and  your  woman 
heart  so  obtuse?"  answered  Harley,  half  laughing,  half 
scolding.  "  Can  you  not  guess  that  I  wish  that  Helen  and 
myself  should  both  lose  the  association  of  mere  ward  and 
guardian ;  that  the  very  familiarity  of  our  intercourse  under 
the  same  roof  almost  forbids  us  to  be  lovers ;  that  we  lose 
the  joy  to  meet,  and  the  pang  to  part?  Don't  you  remem- 
ber the  story  of  the  Frenchman,  who  for  twenty  years  loved 
a  lady,  and  never  missed  passing  his  evenings  at  her  house? 
She  became  a  widow.     *1  wish  you  joy,'  cried  his  friend; 
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*you  may  now  marry  the  woman  you  have  so  long  adored.' 
*Alas,'  said  the  poor  Frenchman,  profoundly  dejected;  *and 
if  so,  where  shall  I  spend  my  evenings?'" 

Here  Violante  and  Helen  were  seen  in  the  garden,  walk- 
ing affectionately  arm  in  arm. 

"  1  don't  perceive  the  point  of  your  witty,  heai*tless  anec- 
dote," said  Lady  Lansniere,  obstinately.  "Settle  that, 
however,  with  Miss  Digby.  But,  to  leave  the  very  day 
after  your  friend's  daughter  comes  as  a  guest! — what  will 
she  think  of  it?" 

Lord  L' Estrange  looked  steadfastly  at  his  mother. 
**  Does  it  matter  much  what  she  thinks  of  me? — of  a  man 
engaged  to  another ;  and  old  enough  to  be " 

"  I  wish  to  heaven  you  would  not  talk  of  your  age,  Har- 
ley ;  it  is  a  reflection  upon  mine ;  and  I  never  saw  you  look 
so  well  nor  so  handsome."  With  that  she  drew  him  on 
towards  the  young  ladies;  and  taking  Helen's  arm,  asked 
her,  aside,  "  If  she  knew  that  Lord  L'Estrange  had  engaged 
rooms  at  the  Clarendon;  and  if  she  understood  why?"  As 
while  she  said  this  she  moved  on,  Harley  was  left  by  Vio- 
lante's  side. 

"  You  will  be  very  dull  here,  I  fear,  my  poor  child," 
said  he. 

"  Dull !  ]^ut  why  wUl  you  call  me  child ?  Am  I  so  very — 
very  child-like?" 

"  Certainly  you  are  to  me — a  mere  infant.  Have  I  not 
seen  you  one;  have  I  not  held  you  in  my  arms?" 

Violante. — "  But  that  was  a  long  time  ago!" 

Harley. — "True.  But  if  years  have  not  stood  still  for 
you,  they  have  not  been  stationary  for  me.  There  is  the 
same  difference  between  us  now  that  there  was  then.  And, 
therefore,  permit  me  still  to  call  you  child,  and  as  child  to 
treat  you. " 

Violante. — "  I  will  do  no  such  thing.  Do  you  know  that 
I  always  thought  I  was  good-tempered  till  this  morning." 

Harley. — "  And  what  undeceived  you?  Did  you  break 
your  doll?" 
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Viol  ANTE  (with  an  indignant  flash  from  her  dark  eyes). 
— "There! — again! — you  delight  in  provoking  me!" 

Harley. — "  It  ivas  the  doll,  then.  Don't  cry  j  I  will  get 
you  another." 

Violante  plucked  her  arm  from  him,  and  walked  away 
towards  the  Countess  in  speechless  scorn.  Harley's  brow 
contracted,  in  thought  and  gloom.  He  stood  still  for  a 
moment  or  so,  and  then  joined  the  ladies. 

"  I  am  trespassing  sadly  on  your  morning ;  but  I  wait  for 
a  visitor  whom  I  sent  to  before  you  were  up.  He  is  to  be 
here  at  twelve.  With  your  permission,  I  will  dine  with 
you  to-morrow,  and  you  will  invite  him  to  meet  me." 

"Certainly.  And  who  is  your  friend?  I  guess — the 
young  author?" 

"  Leonard  Fairfield, "  cried  Violante,  who  had  conquered, 
or  felt  ashamed,  of  her  short-lived  anger. 

"Fairfield!"  repeated  Lady  Lansmere.  "I  thought, 
Harley,  you  said  the  name  was  Oran." 

"He  has  assumed  the  latter  name.  He  is  the  son  of 
Mark  Fairfield,  who  married  an  Avenel.  Did  you  recog- 
nise no  family  likeness? — none  in  those  eyes — mother?" 
said  Harley,  sinking  his  voice  into  a  whisper. 

"No,"  answered  the  Countess,  falteringly. 

Harley,  observing  that  Violante  was  now  speaking  to 
Helen  about  Leonard,  and  that  neither  was  listening  to 
him,  resumed  in  the  same  low  tone,  "  And  his  mother — 
Nora's  sister, — shrank  from  seeing  me!  That  is  the  rea- 
son why  I  wished  you  not  to  call.  She  has  not  told  the 
young  man  why  she  shrank  from  seeing  me ;  nor  have  I 
explained  it  to  him  as  yet.     Perhaps  I  never  shall." 

"Indeed,  dearest  Harley,"  said  the  Countess,  with  great 
gentleness,  "  I  wish  you  too  much  to  forget  the  folly — well, 
I  will  not  say  that  word — the  sorrows  of  your  boyhood,  not 
to  hope  that  you  will  rather  strive  against  such  painful 
memories  than  renew  them  by  unnecessary  confidence  to 
any  one ;  least  of  all  to  the  relation  of " 

"Enough! — don't  name  her;  the  very  name  pains  me. 
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And  as  to  confidence,  there  are  but  two  persons  in  the 
world  to  wlioni  I  ever  bare  the  old  wounds — yourself  and 
E^crton.  Let  this  pass.  Ha! — a  ring  at  the  bell — that  is 
he!"' 


CHAPTER  XL 

TiEONARD  entered  on  the  scene,  and  joined  the  party  in 
the  j^'arden.  The  Countess,  perhaps  to  please  her  son,  was 
more  than  civil — she  was  markedly  kind  to  him.  She  no- 
ticed him  more  attentively  than  she  had  hitherto  done; 
and,  with  all  her  prejudices  of  birth,  was  struck  to  find  the 
son  of  !Mark  Fairfield  the  carpenter  so  thoroughly  the  gen- 
tleman. He  might  not  have  the  exact  tone  and  phrase  by 
which  Convention  stereotypes  those  born  and  schooled  in 
a  certain  world ;  but  the  aristocrats  of  Nature  can  dispense 
w^ith  such  trite  minutite.  And  Leonard  had  lived,  of  late 
at  least,  in  the  best  society  that  exists,  for  the  polish  of 
language  and  the  refinement  of  manners, — the  society  in 
which  the  most  graceful  ideas  are  clothed  in  the  most 
graceful  forms — the  society  which  really,  though  indirectly, 
gives  the  law  to  courts — the  society  of  the  most  classic  au- 
thors, in  the  various  ages  in  which  literature  has  flowered 
forth  from  civilisation.  And  if  there  was  something  in  the 
exquisite  sweetness  of  Leonard's  voice,  look,  and  manner, 
which  the  Countess  acknowledged  to  attain  that  perfection 
in  high  breeding,  which,  under  the  name  of  "suavity," 
steals  its  way  into  the  heart,  so  her  interest  in  him  was 
aroused  by  a  certain  subdued  melancholy  which  is  rarely 
without  distinction,  and  never  without  charm.  He  and 
Helen  exchanged  but  few  words.  There  was  but  one  occa- 
sion in  which  they  could  have  spoken  apart,  and  Helen 
herself  contrived  to  elude  it.  His  face  brightened  at  Lady 
Lansmere's  cordial  invitation,  and  he  glanced  at  Helen  as 
he  accepted  it;  but  her  eye  did  not  meet  his  own. 

"  And  now, "  said  Harley,.  whistling  to  Nero,  whom  his 
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ward  was  silently  caressing,  "  I  must  take  Leonard  away. 
Adieu!  all  of  you,  till  to-morrow  at  dinner.  Miss  Vio- 
lante,  is  the  doll  to  have  blue  eyes  or  black?" 

Violante  turned  her  own  black  eyes  in  mute  appeal  to 
Lady  Lansmere,  and  nestled  to  that  lady's  side  as  if  in 
refuge  from  unworthy  insult. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


"Let  the  carriage  go  to  the  Clarendon,"  said  Harley  to 
his  servant ;  "  I  and  Mr.  Oran  will  walk  to  town.  Leon- 
ard, I  think  you  would  rejoice  at  an  occasion  to  serve  your 
old  friends.  Dr.  Riccabocca  and  his  daughter?" 

"  Serve  them!  Oh  yes."  And  there  instantly  returned  to 
Leonard  the  recollection  of  Violante' s  words  when,  on  leav- 
ing his  quiet  village,  he  had  sighed  to  part  from  all  those 
he  loved;  and  the  little  dark-eyed  girl  had  said  proudly, 
yet  consolingly,  "  But  to  serve  those  you  love !"  He  turned 
to  L' Estrange,  with  beaming,  inquisitive  eyes. 

"I  said  to  our  friend,"  resumed  Harley,  "that  I  would 
vouch  for  your  honour  as  my  own.  I  am  about  to  prove 
my  words,  and  to  confide  the  secrets  which  your  penetra- 
tion has  indeed  divined; — our  friend  is  not  what  he  seems." 
Harley  then  briefly  related  to  Leonard  the  particulars  of 
the  exile's  history,  the  rank  he  had  held  in  his  native  land, 
the  manner  in  which,  partly  through  the  misrepresentations 
of  a  kinsman  he  had  trusted,  partly  through  the  influence 
of  a  wife  he  had  loved,  he  had  been  drawn  into  schemes 
which  he  believed  bounded  to  the  emancipation  of  Italy 
from  a  foreign  yoke  by  the  united  exertions  of  her  best  and 
bravest  sons. 

"A  noble  ambition,"  interrupted  Leonard,  manfully. 
"And  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  I  should  not  have  thought 
that  you  would  speak  of  it  in  a  tone  that  implies  blame. " 

"The  ambition  in  itself  was  noble,"  answered  Harley. 
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''  But  the  cause  to  which  it  was  devoted  became  defiled  in 
its  (lark  channel  through  Secret  Societies.  It  is  the  mis- 
fortune of  all  miscellaneous  political  combinations^  that 
with  the  i)urest  motives  of  their  more  generous  members 
are  ever  mixed  the  most  sordid  interests,  and  the  fiercest 
passions  of  mean  confederates.  When  those  combinations 
act  openly,  and  in  daylight,  under  the  eye  of  Public  Opin- 
ion, the  healthier  elements  usually  prevail ;  where  they  are 
shrouded  in  mystery — where  they  are  subjected  to  no  cen- 
sor in  the  discussion  of  the  impartial  and  dispassionate — 
where  chiefs  working  in  the  dark  exact  blind  obedience, 
and  every  man  who  is  at  war  with  law  is  at  once  admitted 
as  a  friend  of  freedom — the  history  of  the  world  tells  us 
that  patriotism  soon  passes  away.  Where  all  is  in  public, 
public  virtue,  by  the  natural  sympathies  of  the  common 
mind,  and  by  the  wholesome  control  of  shame,  is  likely  to 
obtain  ascendancy ;  where  all  is  in  private,  and  shame  is 
but  for  him  who  refuses  the  abnegation  of  his  conscience, 
each  man  seeks  the  indulgence  of  his  private  vice.  And 
hence,  in  Secret  Societies  (from  which  may  yet  proceed 
great  danger  to  all  Europe),  we  find  but  foul  and  hateful 
Eleusinia,  affording  pretexts  to  the  ambition  of  the  great, 
to  the  license  of  the  penniless,  to  the  passions  of  the  re- 
vengeful, to  the  anarchy  of  the  ignorant.  In  a  word,  the 
societies  of  these  Italian  Carbonari  did  but  engender 
schemes  in  which  the  abler  chiefs  disguised  new  forms  of 
despotism,  and  in  which  the  revolutionary  many  looked 
forward  to  the  overthrow  of  all  the  institutions  that  stand 
between  Law  and  Chaos.  Naturally,  therefore''  (added 
L' Estrange,  drily),  "  when  their  schemes  wxre  detected, 
and  the  conspiracy  foiled,  it  was  for  the  silly,  honest  men 
entrapped  into  the  league  to  suffer — the  leaders  turned 
king's  evidence,  and  the  common  mercenaries  became — 
banditti."  Harley  then  proceeded  to  state  that  it  was 
just  when  the  sol-disant  Riccabocca  had  discovered  the 
true  nature  and  ulterior  views  of  the  conspirators  he  had 
joined,  and  actually  withdrawn  from  their  coimcils,  that  he 
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was  denounced  by  the  kinsman  who  had  duped  him  into 
the  enterprise,  and  who  now  profited  by  his  treason.  Har- 
ley  next  spoke  of  the  packet  despatched  by  Riccabocca's 
dying  wife,  as  it  was  supposed,  to  Mrs.  Bertram ;  and  of 
the  hopes  he  founded  on  the  contents  of  that  packet,  if  dis- 
covered. He  then  referred  to  the  design  which  had  brought 
Peschiera  to  England — a  design  which  that  personage  had 
avowed  with  such  effrontery  to  his  companions  at  Vienna, 
that  he  had  publicly  laid  wagers  on  his  success. 

"  But  these  men  can  know  nothing  of  England — of  the 
safety  of  English  laws,"  said  Leonard,  naturally.  "We 
take  it  for  granted  that  Riccabocca,  if  I  am  still  so  to  cal] 
him,  refuses  his  consent  to  the  marriage  between  his  daugh- 
ter and  his  foe.  Where,  then,  the  danger?  This  Count, 
even  if  Violante  were  not  under  your  mother's  roof,  could 
not  get  an  opportunity  to  see  her.  He  could  not  attack 
the  house  and  carry  her  off  like  a  feudal  baron  in  the 
middle  ages." 

*'A11  this  is  very  true,"  answered  Harley.  "Yet  1  have 
found  through  life  that  we  cannot  estimate  danger  by  ex- 
ternal circumstances,  but  by  the  character  of  those  from 
whom  it  is  threatened.  This  Count  is  a  man  of  singular 
audacity,  of  no  mean  natural  talents — talents  practised  in 
every  art  of  duplicity  and  intrigue  j  one  of  those  men  whose 
boast  it  is  that  they  succeed  in  whatever  they  undertake ; 
and  he  is,  here,  urged  on  the  one  hand  by  all  that  can  whet 
the  avarice,  and  on  the  other,  by  all  that  can  give  invention 
to  despair.  Therefore,  though  I  cannot  guess  what  plan  he 
may  possibly  adopt,  I  never  doubt  that  some  plan,  formed 
with  cunning  and  pursued  with  daring,  will  be  embraced 
the  moment  he  discovers  Violante' s  retreat,  unless,  indeed, 
we  can  forestall  all  peril  by  the  restoration  of  her  father, 
and  the  detection  of  the  fraud  and  falsehood  to  whicli 
Peschiera  owes  the  fortime  he  appropriates.  Thus,  while 
we  must  prosecute  to  the  utmost  our  inquiries  for  the  miss- 
ing documents,  so  it  should  be  our  care  to  possess  our- 
selves, if  possible,  of  such  knowledge  of  the  Count's  mach- 
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illations  as  mav  enable  us  to  defeat  them.  Now,  it  was 
with  satisfaction  that  I  learned  iu  Germany  that  Peschiera's 
sister  was  in  London.  1  knew  enough  both  of  his  disposi- 
tion and  of  the  intimacy  between  himself  and  this  lady,  to 
niak(^  me  think  it  probable  he  will  seek  to  make  her  his 
instnnnent  and  accomplice,  should  he  require  one.  Pes- 
chicra  (as  you  may  suppose  by  his  audacious  wager)  is  not 
one  of  tliosc  secret  villains  who  would  cut  off  their  right 
liaiul  if  it  could  betray  the  knowledge  of  what  was  done  by 
the  left — rather  one  of  those  self-confident  vaunting  knaves 
of  liigh  animal  spirits,  and  conscience  so  obtuse  that  it 
clouds  their  intellect — who  must  have  some  one  to  whom 
they  can  boast  of  their  abilities  and  conlide  their  projects. 
And  resell iera  has  done  all  he  can  to  render  this  poor 
woman  so  wholly  dependent  on  him,  as  to  be  his  slave  and 
his  t(X)l.  lUit  I  have  learned  certain  traits  in  her  character 
that  sliow^  it  to  be  impressionable  to  good,  and  with  tenden- 
cies to  honour.  Peschiera  had  taken  advantage  of  the  ad- 
miration she  excited,  some  years  ago,  in  a  rich  young  Eng- 
lishman, to  entice  this  admirer  into  gambling,  and  sought 
to  make  his  sister  both  a  decoy  and  an  instrument  in  his 
designs  of  i)lunder.  She  did  not  encourage  the  addresses 
of  our  countryman,  but  she  warned  him  of  the  snare  laid 
for  him,  and  entreated  liim  to  leave  the  place  lest  her 
brother  should  discover  and  punish  her  honesty.  The  Eng- 
lislnnan  told  me  this  himself.  In  fine,  my  hope  of  detach- 
ing this  lady  from  Psechiera's  interests,  and  inducing  her 
to  forewarn  us  of  his  purpose,  consists  but  in  the  innocent, 
and,  I  hope,  laudable  artifice,  of  redeeming  herself — of  ap- 
l)ealing  to  and  calling  into  disused  exercise,  the  better  springs 
of  her  nature." 

Leonard  listened  with  admiration  and  some  surprise  to 
tlie  singularly  subtle  and  sagacious  insight  into  character 
which  Harley  evinced  in  the  brief  clear  strokes  by  which 
he  had  thus  depicted  Peschiera  and  Beatrice,  and  was 
struck  by  the  boldness  with  which  Harley  rested  a  whole 
system  of  action  upon  a  few  deductions  drawn  from  his 
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reasonings  on  human  motive  and  characteristic  bias.  Leon- 
ard had  not  expected  to  find  so  much  practical  acuteness  in; 
a  man  who,  however  accomplished,  usually  seemed  indiffer* 
ent,  dreamy,  and  abstracted  to  the  ordinary  things  of  life. 
But  Harley  L' Estrange  was  one  of  those  whose  powers  lie. 
dormant  till  circumstance  supplies  to  them  all  they  need 
for  activity— the  stimulant  of  a  motive. 

Harley  resumed :  "  After  a  conversation  I  had  with  the 
lady  last  night,  it  occurred  to  me  that  in  this  part  of  our 
diplomacy  you  could  render  us  essential  service.  Madame 
di  Negra — such  is  the  sister's  name — has  conceived  an  ad- 
miration for  your  genius  and  a  strong  desire  to  know  you  per- 
sonally. I  have  promised  to  present  you  to  her ;  and  I  shall 
do  so  after  a  preliminary  caution.  The  lady  is  very  hand- 
some, and  very  fascinating.  It  is  possible  that  your  heart 
and  your  senses  may  not  be  proof  against  her  attractions." 

"Oh,  do  not  fear  that!"  exclaimed  Leonard,  with  a  tone 
of  conviction  so  earnest  that  Harley  smiled. 

"  Forewarned  is  not  always  forearmed  against  the  might 
of  beauty,  my  dear  Leonard;  so  I  cannot  at  once  accept 
your  assui'ance.  But  listen  to  me!  Watch  yourself  nar- 
rowly, and  if  you  find  that  you  are  likely  to  be  captivated, 
promise,  on  your  honour,  to  retreat  at  once  from  the  field. 
I  have  no  right,  for  the  sake  of  another,  to  expose  you  to 
danger ;  and  Madame  di  Negra,  whatever  be  her  good  qual- 
ities, is  the  last  person  I  should  wish  to  see  you  in  love 
with." 

"In  love  with  her!     Impossible!" 

"Impossible  is  a  strong  word,"  returned  Harley;  "still 
I  own  fairly  (and  this  belief  alone  warrants  me  in  trusting 
you  to  her  fascinations)  that  I  do  think,  as  far  as  one  man 
can  judge  of  another,  that  she  is  not  the  woman  to  attract 
you;  and,  if  fi.lled  by  one  pure  and  generous  object  in  your 
intercourse  with  her,  you  will  see  her  with  purged  eyes. 
Still  I  claim  your  promise  as  one  of  honour." 

"I  give  it,"  said  Leonard,  positively.  "But  how  can  I 
serve  Riccabocca?    How  aid  in " 
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"Thus,''  interrupted  Harley. — "The  spell  of  your  writ- 
ing's is,  that,  unconsciously  to  ourselves,  they  maJce  us  bet- 
ter and  nobler.  And. your  writings  are  but  the  impressions 
struck  otl'  from  your  mind.  Your  conversation,  when  you 
are  aroused,  has  the  same  eifect.  And  as  you  grow  more 
familiar  with  Madame  di  Negra,  I  wish  you  to  speak  of 
your  boyhood,  your  youth.  Describe  the  exile  as  you  have 
seen  him — so  touching  amidst  his  foibles,  so  grand  amidst 
the  petty  privations  of  his  fallen  fortunes,  so  benevolent 
while  i)()ring  over  his  hateful  Maehiavelli,  so  stingless  in 
his  wisdom  of  the  serpent,  so  playfully  astute  in  his  inno- 
cence of  the  dove — I  leave  the  picture  to  your  knowledge 
of  humour  and  pathos.  Describe  Violante  brooding  over 
her  Italian  Poets,  and  filled  with  dreams  of  her  fatherland; 
describe  her  with  all  the  flashes  of  her  princely  nature, 
shining  forth  through  humble  circumstance  and  obscure 
position;  waken  in  your  listener  compassion,  respect,  ad- 
miration for  her  kindred  exiles — and  I  think  our  work  is 
(lone.  Sh(^  will  recognise  evidently  those  whom  her  brother 
seeks.  She  will  question  you  closely  where  you  met  with 
them — where  they  now  are.  Protect  that  secret;  say  at 
once  that  it  is  not  your  own.  Against  your  descriptions 
and  the  feelings  they  excite,  she  will  not  be  guarded  as 
aj^jiinst  mine.  And  there  are  other  reasons  why  your 
inthu^nci^  over  this  woman  of  mixed  nature  may  be  more 
direct  jind  elToctual  than  my  own." 

"  Nay,   I  cannot  conceive  that." 

''  ndicvn   it,  without  asking  me  to  explain,"  answered 

Ilarlry. 

Kor  he  (lid  not  judge  it  iu»cossary  to  say  to  Leonard:  "I 
am  high-born  and  wealthy  you  a  peasant's  son,  and  living 
by  your  ('xerti(MiH.  This  wonuvn  is  ambitious  and  distressed. 
She  might  have  projects  on  me  that  would  counteract  mine 
on  her.  Vou  hIh^  wo\ild  l»ut  listen  to,  and  receive,  through 
th(^  siMitinuMits  of  good  or  oT  poetical  that  are  in  her — you 
she  would  hav(*  no  inlereMl.  In  M\d»jugate,  no  motive  to 
ensnart^" 
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"And  now,"  said  Harley,  turning  the  subject,  "I  have 
another  object  in  view.  This  foolish  sage  friend  of  ours, 
in  his  bewilderment  and  fears,  has  sought  to  save  Violante 
from  one  rogue  by  promising  her  hand  to  a  man  who,  unless 
my  instincts  deceive  me,  I  suspect  much  disposed  to  be  an- 
other. Sacrifice  such  exuberance  of  life  and  spirit  to  that 
bloodless  heart,  to  that  cold  and  earthward  intellect!  By 
Heaven,  it  shall  not  be!" 

"  But  whom  can  the  exile  possibly  have  seen  of  birth  and 
fortunes  to  render  him  a  fitting  spouse  for  his  daughter? 
"Whom,  my  Lord,  except  yourself?" 

"Me!"  exclaimed  Harley,  angrily,  and  changing  colour. 
"I  worthy  of  such  a  creature?  I — with  my  habits!  I — 
silken  egotist  that  I  am !  And  you,  a  poet,  to  form  such 
an  estimate  of  one  who  might  be  the  queen  of  a  poet's 
dream !" 

"  My  Lord,  when  we  sate  the  other  night  round  Ricca- 
bocca'  s  hearth — when  I  heard  her  speak,  and  observed  you 
listen,  I  said  to  myself,  from  such  knowledge  of  human 
nature  as  comes,  we  know  not  how,  to  us  poets — I  said, 
*  Harley  L' Estrange  has  looked  long  and  wistfully  on  the 
heavens,  and  he  now  hears  the  murmur  of  the  wings  that 
can  waft  him  towards  them.'  And  then  I  sighed,  for  I 
thought  how  the  world  rules  us  all  in  spite  of  ourselves, 
and  I  said,  'What  pity  for  both,  that  the  exile's  daughter 
is  not  the  worldly  equal  of  the  peer's  son!'  And  you  too 
sighed,  as  I  thus  thought ;  and  I  fancied  that,  while  you 
listened  to  the  music  of  the  wing,  you  felt  the  iron  of  the 
chain.  But  the  exile's  daughter  is  your  equal  iii  birth,  and 
you  are  her  equal  in  heart  and  in  soul." 

"My  poor  Leonard,  you  rave,"  answered  Harley,  calmly. 
"And  if  Violante  is  not  to  be  some  young  prince's  bride, 
she  should  be  some  young  poet's." 

"Poet's!  Oh,  no!"  said  Leonard,  with  a  gentle  laugh. 
"  Poets  need  repose  where  thei/  love!" 

Harley  was  struck  by  the  answer,  and  mused  over  it  in 
silence.     "I  comprehend,"  thought  he 5  "it  is  a  new  light 
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that  (lawns  on  mo.  What  is  needed  bv  the  man  whose 
Nvhole  life  is  one  strain  after  glory — whose  soul  sinks,  in 
lati^'uo,  to  the  companionship  of  earth — is  not  the  love  of 
a  iiatiiie  like  his  own.  He  is  right — it  is  repose!  While 
I !-  it  is  true — lx)y  that  he  is,  his  intuitions  are  wiser  than 
all  my  experience!  It  is  excitement — energy — elevation, 
that  Love  should  l)estow  on  me.  But  I  have  chosen;  and, 
at  l»'a.st,  with  iiel«*n,  mv  life  will  be  calm,  and  mv  hearth 
sa(  1  ♦m1.     Let  the  rest  sleep  in  the  same  grave  as  my  youth." 

'•  Hut,*'  said  Leonard,  wishing  kindly  to  arouse  his  noble 
fritMid  from  a  reverie  which  he  felt  was  mournful,  though 
he  did  not  divine  its  true  cause — "but  you  have  not  yet 
told  uw  the  name  of  the  Signora's  suitor.     May  I  know?** 

*•  i'robably  one  you  never  heard  of.  Randal  Leslie — a 
l)lareman.     You  refused  a  place; — you  were  right.'' 

*•  IJandal  Leslie?  Heaven  forbid  I"  cried  Leonard,  re- 
vealing his  snrjjrise  at  the  name. 

*•  Amen  I     But  what  do  vou  know  of  him?" 

Lt'onard  related  the  story  of  Burley's  pamphlet. 

Harley  seemed  delighted  to  hear  his  suspicions  of  Ran- 
dal coniirmed.  **  The  paltry  pretender; — and  yet  I  &ncied 
that  he  might  be  formidable!  However,  we  must  dismiss 
him  for  the  present; — we  are  approaching  Madame  di 
Negra's  house.  Prepare  yourself,  and  remember  your 
promise.'' 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

SoMK  (lays  have  passed  by.  Leonard  and  Beatrice  di 
Negra  have  already  made  friends.  Harley  is  satisfied  with 
his  young  friend's  re^xn-t.  He  himself  has  been  actively 
occupied.  He  has  sought,  but  hitherto  in  vain,  all  trace 
of  >Irs.  Bertram;  he  has  put  that  investigation  into  the 
hands  of  his  lawver,  and  his  lawver  has  not  been  more  for- 
Innate  than  himself.  Moreover,  Harlev  has  blazed  forth 
again  in  the  London  world,  and  promises  again  cle  /aire 
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fureur ;  but  he  has  always  found  time  to  spend  some  hours 
in  the  twenty-four  at  his  father's  house.  He  has  continued 
much  the  same  tone  with  Violante,  and  she  begins  to  accus- 
tom herself  to  it,  and  reply  saucily.  His  calm  courtship  to 
Helen  flows  on  in  silence.  Leonard,  too,  has  been  a  fre- 
quent guest  at  the  Lansmeres :  all  welcome  and  like  him 
there.  Peschiera  has  not  evinced  any  sign  of  the  deadly 
machinations  ascribed  to  him.  He  goes  less  into  the  draw- 
ing-room world;  for  in  that  world  he  meets  Lord  L'Es- 
trange;  and  brilliant  and  handsome  though  Peschiera  be. 
Lord  L' Estrange,  like  Rob  Roy  Macgregor,  is  "  on  his  na- 
tive heath,"  and  has  the  decided  advantage  over  the  for- 
eigner. Peschiera,  however,  shines  in  the  clubs,  and  plays 
high.  Still  scarcely  an  evening  passes  in  which  he  and 
Baron  Levy  do  not  meet. 

Audley  Egerton  has  been  intensely  occupied  with  affairs. 
Only  seen  once  by  Harley.  Harley  then  was  about  to  de- 
liver himself  of  his  sentiments  respecting  Randal  Leslie, 
and  to  communicate  the  story  of  Burley  and  the  pamphlet. 
Egerton  stopped  him  short. 

"My  dear  Harley,  don't  try  to  set  me  against  this  young 
man.  I  wish  to  hear  nothing  in  his  disfavour.  In  the 
first  place,  it  would  not  alter  the  line  of  conduct  I  mean  to 
adopt  with  regard  to  him.  He  is  my  wife' s  kinsman ;  I 
charged  myself  with  his  career,  as  a  wish  of  hers,  and 
therefore  as  a  duty  to  myself.  In  attaching  him  so  young 
to  my  own  fate,  I  drew  him  necessarily  away  from  the  pro- 
fessions in  which  his  industry  and  talents  (for  he  has  both 
in  no  common  degree)  would  have  secured  his  fortunes; 
therefore,  be  he  bad,  be  he  good,  I  shall  try  to  provide 
for  him  as  I  best  can ;  and,  moreover,  cold  as  I  am  to  him, 
and  worldly  though  perhaps  he  be,  I  have  somehow  or  other 
conceived  an  interest  in  him — a  liking  to  him.  He  has 
been  under  my  roof,  he  is  dependent  on  me;  he  has  been 
docile  and  prudent,  and  I  am  a  lone  childless  man;  there- 
fore, spare  him,  since  in  so  doing  you  spare  me ;  and  ah^ 
Harley,  I  have  so  many  cares  on  me  now^  that — — " 
2—28 
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**  Oh,  say  no  more,  my  dear,  dear  Audley/'  cried  the  gen- 
erous friend;  "how  little  people  know  you  I" 

Audley's  hand  trembled.  Certainly  his  nerves  began  to 
show  wear  and  tear. 

Meanwhile,  the  object  of  this  dialogue — the  type  of  per- 
verted intellect — of  mind  without  heart — of  knowledge 
which  had  no  aim  but  power — was  in  a  state  of  anxious 
perturbed  gloom.  He  did  not  know  whether  wholly  to 
believe  Levy's  assurance  of  his  patron's  ruin.  He  could 
not  believe  it  when  he  saw  that  great  house  in  Grosvenor 
Square,  its  hall  crowded  with  lacqueys,  its  sideboard  blaz- 
ing with  plate;  when  no  dun  was  ever  seen  in  the  ante- 
chamber; when  not  a  tradesman  was  ever  known  to  call 
twice  for  a  bill.  He  hinted  to  Levy  the  doubts  all  these 
phenomena  suggested  to  him ;  but  the  Baron  only  smiled 
ominouslv,  and  said: 

"  True,  the  tradesmen  are  always  paid ;  but  the  Jiow  is  the 
question !  Kandal,  mon  chevj  you  are  too  innocent.  I  have 
but  two  pieces  of  advice  to  suggest,  in  the  shape  of  two 
l)ro verbs:  ^Wise  rats  run  from  a  falling  house,'  and, 
*Make  hay  while  the  sun  shines.'  Apropos,  Mr.  Avenel 
likes  you  greatly,  and  has  been  talking  of  the  borough  of 
Lansmere  for  you.  He  has  contrived  to  get  together  a 
great  interest  there.     Make  much  of  him." 

Kandal  had  indeed  been  to  Mrs.  Avenel's  soiree  dan- 
itaiite,  and  called  twice  and  found  her  at  home,  and  been 
very  bland  and  civil,  and  admired  the  children.  She  had 
two,  a  boy  and  a  girl,  very  like  their  father,  with  open 
faces  as  bold  as  brass.  And  as  all  this  had  won  Mrs. 
AvenePs  good  graces,  so  it  had  propitiated  her  husband's. 
Avenel  was  shrewd  enough  to  see  how  clever  Kandal  was. 
He  called  him  "  smart,"  and  said  "  he  would  have  got  on  in 
America, "  which  was  the  highest  praise  Dick  Avenel  ever  ac- 
corded to  any  man.  But  Dick  himself  looked  a  little  care- 
worn ;  and  this  was  the  first  year  in  which  he  had  murmured 
at  the  bills  of  his  wife's  dressmaker,  and  said,  with  an 
oath,  that "  there  was  such  a  thing  as  going  too  much  ahead." 
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Randal  had  visited  Dr.  Riccabocca,  and  found  Violante 
flown.  True  to  his  promise  to  Harley,  the  Italian  refused 
to  say  where,  and  suggested,  as  was  agreed,  that  for  the 
present  it  would  be  more  prudent  if  Eandal  suspended  his 
visits  to  himself.  Leslie,  not  liking  this  proposition,  at- 
tempted to  make  himself  still  necessary,  by  working  on 
Biccabocea's  fears  as  to  that  espionage  on  his  retreat, 
which  had  been  among  the  reasons  that  had  hurried  the 
sage  into  offering  Randal  Violante' s  hand.  But  Ricca- 
bocca had  already  learned  that  the  fancied  spy  was  but  his 
neighbour  Leonard;  and,  without  so  saying,  he  cleverly 
contrived  to  make  the  supposition  of  such  espionage  an 
additional  reason  for  the  cessation  of  Leslie's  visits.  Ran- 
dal then,  in  his  own  artful,  quiet,  roundabout  way,  had 
sought  to  find  out  if  any  communication  had  passed  be- 
tween L'Estrange  and  Riccabocca.  Brooding  over  Harley's 
words  to  him,  he  suspected  there  had  been  such  communi- 
cation, with  his  usual  penetrating  astuteness.  Riccabocca, 
here,  was  less  on  his  guard,  and  rather  parried  the  sidelong 
questions  than  denied  their  inferences. 

Randal  began  already  to  surmise  the  truth.  Where  was 
it  likely  Violante  should  go  but  to  the  Lansmeres?  This 
confirmed  his  idea  of  Harley' s  pretensions  to  her  hand. 
With  such  a  rival  what  chance  had  he?  Randal  never 
doubted  for  a  moment  that  the  pupil  of  Machiavelli  would 
"  throw  him  over,"  if  such  an  alliance  to  his  daughter  really 
presented  itself.  The  schemer  at  once  discarded  from  his 
projects  all  further  aim  on  Violante;  either  she  would  be 
poor,  and  he  would  not  have  her ;  or  she  would  be  rich,  and 
her  father  would  give  her  to  another.  As  his  heart  had 
never  been  touched  by  the  fair  Italian,  so  the  moment  her 
inheritance  became  more  doubtful,  it  gave  him  no  pang  to 
lose  her;  but  he  did  feel  very  sore  and  resentful  at  the 
thought  of  being  supplanted  by  Lord  L' Estrange, — the  man 
who  had  insulted  him. 

Neither,  as  yet,  had  Randal  made  any  way  in  his  designs 
on  Frank.     For  several  days  Madame  di  Negra  had  not 
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hvvu  at  hiiuw  either  to  himself  or  young  Hazekleau;  and 
Frank,  thougli  very  unhappy,  was  piqued  and  angry;  and 
1  vandal  suspecti'd,  and  suspected,  and  suspected,  lie  knew 
not  exactly  what,  but  that  the  devil  was  not  so  kind  to 
him  there  as  that  father  of  lies  ought  to  have  been  to  a  son 
so  dutiful.  Vet,  with  all  these  discouragements,  there  was 
in  Kanilal  Leslie  so  dogged  and  determined  a  conviction  of 
Ills  own  suc((»ss — tlu»re  was  so  great  a  tenacity  of  purpose 
under  obstacles,  and  so  vigilant  an  eye  upon  all  chances 
that  could  be  turned  to  his  favour,  that  he  never  once 
abandoned  hope,  nor  did  more  than  change  the  details  in 
liis  main  schemes.  Out  of  calculations  apparently  the  most 
far-fetchetl  and  im})robable,  he  had  constructed  a  patient 
]K)licy,  to  wliich  he  obstinately  clung.  How  far  liis  reason- 
intxs  and  jjatience  served  to  his  ends,  remains  yet  to  be 
seen.  l>ut  could  our  contempt  for  the  baseness  of  Eandal 
liimself  be  S(»i)arated  horn  the  faculties  which  he  elabo- 
ratidy  degraded  to  the  service  of  that  baseness,  one  might 
allow  that  there  was  something  one  could  scarcely  despise 
in  this  stiil  self-reliance,  this  inflexible  resolve.  Had  such 
({ualities,  aided  as  they  were  by  abilities  of  no  ordinary 
acuten<\ss,  be(*n  a])i)lied  to  objects  commonly  honest,  one 
would  hav(^  backed  llandal  Leslie  against  any  fifty  picked 
l)riz<*-men  from  the  colleges.  But  there  are  judges  of 
wei^,di1,  and  nu^tal  who  do  that  now,  especially  Baron  Levy, 
who  says  to  himself  as  he  eyes  that  pale  face  all  intellect, 
and  that  spare  form  all  nerve,  "This  is  a  man  who  must 
makf;  way  in  life;  he  is  worth  helping.'' 

I5y    the.    words   "worth    helping,"    Baron   Levy  meant 
"  worth  getting  in1,o  my  power,  that  he  may  help  me." 


CI  I  AITKIN  XIV. 

lU'T  ParliamfMit  had  met.  Kvcnts  that  belong  to  history 
had  contribnte<l  yet  morn  to  weak(»n  the  administration. 
Kandal   Leslie's  interent  becunH'  ulmorbed  in  politics;  for 
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the  stake  to  him  was  his  whole  political  career.  Should 
Audley  lose  office,  and  for  good,  Audley  could  aid  him  no 
more;  but  to  abandon  his  patron,  as  Levy  recommended, 
and  pin  himself,  in  the  hope  of  a  seat  in  Parliament,  to 
a  stranger — an  obscure  stranger,  like  Dick  Avenel — that 
was  a  policy  not  to  be  adopted  at  a  breath.  Meanwhile, 
almost  every  night,  when  the  House  met,  that  pale  face 
and  spare  form,  which  Levy  so  identified  with  shrewdness 
and  energy,  might  be  seen  amongst  the  benches  appropri- 
ated to  those  more  select  strangers  who  obtain  the  Speaker's 
order  of  admission.  There  Randal  heard  the  gi*eat  men  of 
that  day,  and  with  the  half -contemptuous  surprise  at  their 
fame,  which  is  common  enough  amongst  clever,  well-edu- 
cated young  men,  who  know  not  what  it  is  to  speak  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  He  heard  much  slovenly  English, 
much  trite  reasoning,  some  eloquent  thoughts,  and  close 
argument,  often  delivered  in  a  jerking  tone  of  voice  (popu- 
larly called  the  Parliamentary  ticaufj),  and  often  accom- 
panied by  gesticulations  that  would  have  shocked  the  man- 
ager of  a  provincial  theatre.  He  thought  how  much  better 
than  these  great  dons  (with  but  one  or  two  exceptions)  he 
himself  could  speak — with  what  more  refined  logic — with 
what  more  polished  periods — how  much  more  like  Cicero  and 
Burke!  Very  probably  he  mi^ht  have  so  spoken,  and  for 
that  very  reason  have  made  that  deadest  of  all  dead  failures 
— a  pretentious  imitation  of  Burke  and  Cicero.  One  thing, 
however,  he  was  obliged  to  own,  viz.,  that  in  a  popular 
representative  assembly  it  is  not  precisely  knowledge  which 
is  power,  or  if  knowledge,  it  is  but  the  knowledge  of  that 
particular  assembly,  and  what  will  best  take  with  it; — 
passion,  invective,  sarcasm,  bold  declamation,  shrewd  com- 
mon sense,  the  readiness  so  rarely  foimd  in  a  very  profound 
mind — he  owned  that  all  these  were  the  qualities  that  told ; 
when  a  man  who  exhibited  nothing  but  "knowledge,"  in 
the  ordinary  sense  of  the  word,  stood  an  imminent  chance 
of  being  coughed  down. 

There  at  his  left — last  but  one  in  the  row  of  the  minis- 
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ttriiil  ihit'fs — Iviindal  waU'heil  Audle^'  Elgertoiiy  his  arms 
tt)l< it'll  on  his  bifust,  liis  hat  drawn  over  bis  brows,  bis  eyes 
lix«Ml  with  steaily  c^mrage  on  whatever  speaker  in  tbe  Op- 
jM)>iiion  held  i»ossession  of  the  floor.  And  twice  Randal 
lie;ii«l  Ki^tTton  si)eak,  and  marvelled  niucb  at  tbe  effect 
that  minister  prudiiced.  For  of  those  qualities  enumerated 
alM)ve,  and  which  Kandal  had  observed  to  be  most  sure  of 
siucfss,  Aiulley  Egerton  only  exhibited  to  a  marked  degree — 
tht'  ooninion  senst*  and  the  readiness.  And  3'et,  tbough 
iMit  little  applauded  by  noisy  cheers,  no  speaker  seemed 
more  to  satisfy  friends,  and  command  respect  from  foes. 
The  true  secret  was  this,  which  Eandal  migbt  well  not 
divine,  since  that  young  person,  desjute  bis  ancient  birth, 
his  Kton  rearing,  and  his  retined  air,  was  not  one  of  !Na- 
ture's  gentlemen: — the  tiiie  secret  was,  that  Audley  Eger- 
ton  inovetl,  looked,  and  spoke  like  a  thorough  gentleman  of 
Kngland.  A  gentleman  of  more  than  average  talents  and 
of  long  experience,  speaking  his  sincere  opinions — not  a 
rhetorician  aiming  at  effect.  Moreover,  Egerton  was  a 
ronsunmuite  man  of  the  world.  He  said,  with  nervous 
simplicity,  what  his  party  desired  to  be  said,  and  put  ^vbat 
liis  op]>(ments  felt  to  be  the  strong  points  of  tbe  case. 
(.'aim  and  d^^corous,  yet  spirited  and  energetic,  with  little 
vaiicty  of  tone,  and  action  subdued  and  rare,  but  yet  sig- 
nalised by  (jarnest  vigour,  Audley  Egerton  impressed  the 
understanding  of  the  dullest,  and  pleased  the  taste  of  the 
most  fastidious. 

l>ut  onc<',  wImmi  allusions  were  made  to  a  certain  popular 
(pieslion,  on  which  the  premier  had  announced  bis  resolu- 
tion to  refuse  all  concession,  and  on  the  expediency  of 
which  it  was  announced  that  the  cabinet  was  nevertheless 
divided — and  when  such  allusions  were  coupled  with  direct 
appeals  to  Mr.  Egcrtxni,  as  "  tlu^  enlightened  member  of  a 
great  commercial  (!onstituency,"  and  with  a  flattering  doubt 
that ''that  Kight  Honourable  gentleman,  member  for  that 
great  city,  i(h*ntiiied  with  the  cause  of  the  Hurgher  class, 
could  be  so  far  behind  the  spirit  of  the  a«e  as  his  official 
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chief," — Kandal  observed  that  Egerton  drew  his  hat  still 
more  closely  over  his  brows,  and  turned  to  whisper  with 
one  of  his  colleagues.     He  could  not  be  got  up  to  speak. 

That  evening  Randal  walked  home  with  Egerton,  and 
intimated  his  surprise  that  the  minister  had  declined  what 
seemed  to  him  a  good  occasion  for  one  of  those  brief, 
weighty  replies  by  which  Audley  was  chiefly  distinguished — 
an  occasion  to  which  he  had  been  loudly  invited  by  the 
"  hears  "  of  the  House. 

"Leslie,"  answered  the  statesman,  briefly,  "I  owe  all 
my  success  in  Parliament  to  this  rule,  I  have  never  spoken 
against  my  convictions.     I  intend  to  abide  by  it  to  the  last." 

"  But  if  the  question  at  issue  comes  before  the  House, 
you  will  vote  against  it?" 

"Certainly,  I  vote  as  a  member  of  the  cabinet.  But 
since  I  am  not  leader  and  mouthpiece  of  the  party,  I  retain 
as  an  individual  the  privilege  to  speak  or  keep  silence." 

"Ah,  my  dear  Mr.  Egerton,"  exclaimed  Randal,  "for- 
give me.  But  this  question,  right  or  wrong,  has  got  such 
hold  of  the  public  mind.  So  little,  if  conceded  in  time, 
would  give  content ;  and  it  is  so  clear  (if  I  may  judge  by 
the  talk  I  hear  everywhere  I  go)  that  by  refusing  all 
concession,  the  Government  must  fall,  that  I  wish " 

"  So  do  I  wish,"  interrupted  Egerton,  with  a  gloomy,  im- 
patient sigh — "so  do  I  wish!  But  what  avails  it?  If  my 
advice  had  been  taken  but  three  weeks  ago — now  it  is  too 
late — we  could  have  doubled  the  rock;  we  refused,  we  must 
split  upon  it." 

This  speech  was  so  unlike  the  discreet  and  reserved  min- 
ister, that  Randal  gathered  courage  to  proceed  with  an  idea 
that  had  occurred  to  his  own  sagacity.  And  before  I  state 
it,  I  must  add  that  Egerton  had  of  late  shown  much  more 
personal  kindness  to  his  protege;  whether  his  spirits  were 
broken,  or  that  at  last,  close  and  compact  as  his  nature  of 
bronze  was,  he  felt  the  imperious  want  to  groan  aloud  in 
some  loving  ear,  the  stern  Audley  seemed  tamed  and  soft- 
ened.    So  Randal  went  on. 
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*^  May  I  say  what  I  have  heard  expressed  with  regard  to 
you  and  your  position — in  the  streets — in  the  clubs?" 

*'  Yes,  it  is  in  the  streets  and  the  clubs  that  statesmen 
sliould  go  to  school.     Say  on." 

"  Well,  then,  I  have  heard  it  made  a  matter  of  wonder 
why  you,  and  one  or  two  others  I  will  not  name,  do  not  at 
once  retire  from  the  ministry,  and  on  the  avowed  ground 
that  you  side  with  the  public  feeling  on  this  irresistible 
question." 

*'Eh!*' 

"It  is  clear  that  in  so  doing  you  would  become  the  most 
pojmlar  man  in  the  country — clear  that  you  would  be  sum- 
moned back  to  power  on  the  shoulders  of  the  people.  No 
new  cabinet  could  be  formed  without  you,  and  your  station 
in  it  would  perhaps  be  higher,  for  life,  than  that  which  you 
may  now  retain  but  for  a  few  weeks  longer.  Has  not  this 
ever  occurred  to  you?" 

"Never,"  said  Audley,  with  dry  composure. 

Amazed  at  such  obtuseness,  Randal  exclaimed :"  Is  it 
possible !  And,  yet,  forgive  me  if  I  say  I  think  you  are 
ambitious,  and  love  power." 

"  No  man  more  ambitious ;  and  if  by  power  you  mean 
office,  it  has  grown  the  habit  of  my  life,  and  I  shall  not 
know  what  to  do  without  it." 

"  And  how,  then,  has  what  seems  to  me  so  obvious  never 
occurred  to  you?" 

"Because  you  are  young,  and  therefore  I  forgive  you; 
but  not  the  gossips  who  could  wonder  why  Audley  Egerton 
refused  to  betray  the  friends  of  his  whole  career,  and  to 
profit  by  the  treason." 

"  But  one  should  love  one's  country  before  a  party." 

"  No  doubt  of  that,  and  the  first  interest  of  a  country  is 
the  honour  of  its  public  men." 

"  But  men  may  leave  their  party  without  dishonour!" 

"  Who  doubts  that?  Do  you  suppose  that  if  I  were  an 
ordinary  independent  member  of  Parliament,  loaded  with 
jio  obligations,  charged  with  no  trust,  I  could  hesitate  for 
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a  moment  what  course  to  pursue?  Oh,  that  I  were  but  the 
member  for  *  *  * !  Oh,  that  had  I  the  full  right  to  be  a 
free  agent!  But  if  a  member  of  a  cabinet,  a  chief  in  whom 
thousands  confide,  because  he  is  out-voted  in  a  council  of 
his  colleagues,  suddenly  retires,  and  by  so  doing  breaks  up 
the  whole  party  whose  confidence  he  has  enjoyed,  whose 
rewards  he  has  ^reaped,  to  whom  he  owes  the  very  position 
which  he  employs  to  their  ruin — own  that  though  his  choice 
may  be  honest,  it  is  one  which  requires  all  the  consolations 
of  conscience." 

"But  you  will  have  those  consolations.  And,"  added 
Randal,  energetically,  "the  gain  to  your  career  will  be 
so  immense!" 

"  That  is  precisely  what  it  cannot  be,"  answered  Egeiix)n, 
gloomily.  "  I  grant  that  I  may,  if  I  choose,  resign  office 
with  the  present  Grovernment,  and  so  at  once  destroy  that 
Government;  for  my  resignation  on  such  ground  would 
suffice  to  do  it.  I  grant  this ;  but  for  that  very  reason  I 
could  not  the  next  day  take  office  with  another  administra- 
tion. I  could  not  accept  wages  for  desertion.  No  gentle- 
man could !  and  therefore "     Audley  stopped  short,  and 

buttoned  his  coat  over  his  broad  breast.  The  action  was 
significant;  it  said  that  the  man's  mind  was  made  up. 

In  fact,  whether  Audley  Egerton  was  right  or  wrong  in 
his  theory  depends  upon  rmuch  subtler  and  perhaps  loftier 
views  in  the  casuistry  of  political  duties,  than  it  was  in  his 
character  to  take.  And  I  guard  myself  from  saying  any- 
thing in  praise  or  disfavour  of  his  notions,  or  implying 
that  he  is  a  fit  or  unfit  example  in  a  parallel  case.  I  am 
but  describing  the  man  as  he  was,  and  as  a  man  like  him 
would  inevitably  be,  under  the  influences  in  which  he 
lived,  and  in  that  peculiar  world  of  which  he  was  so  "em- 
phatically a  member.  "  Ce  71^ est  jyas  vioi  qui  parle,  c'est 
Marc  Aurele," 

He  speaks,  not  I. 

Randal  had  no  time  for  further  discussion.  They  now 
reached  Egerton' s  house,  and  the  minister,  taking  the  cham- 


442  MY  NOVEL; 

l)er  candlestick  from  his  servant's  hand,  nodded  a  silent 
^ood-night  to  Leslie,  and  with  a  jaded  look  retired  to  his 

room. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

l^iTT  not  on  the  threatened  question  was  that  eventful 
campaign  of  Pai-ty  decided.  The  Government  fell  less  in 
battle  than  skirmish.  It  was  one  fatal  Monday — a  dull 
(juestion  of  finance  and  figures.  Prosy  and  few  were  the 
sjx'akers.  All  the  Government  silent,  save  the  Chancellor 
of  the  Exchequer,  and  another  business-like  personage  con- 
nected with  the  Board  of  Trade,  whom  the  House  would 
hardly  condescend  to  hear.  The  House  was  in  no  mood  to 
think  of  facts  and  figures.  Early  in  the  evening,  between 
nine  and  ten,  the  Speaker's  sonorous  voice  sounded,  "  Stran- 
gers juust  withdraw!"  And  Randal,  anxious  and  forebod- 
ing, descended  from  his  seat  and  went  out  of  the  fatal 
doors.  He  turned  to  take  a  last  glance  at  Audley  Egerton. 
The  whipper-in  was  whispering  to  Audley;  and  the  minis- 
ter pushed  back  his  hat  from  his  brows,  and  glanced  round 
the  House,  and  up  into  the  galleries,  as  if  to  calculate 
rapidly  the  relative  numbers  of  the  two  armies  in  the  field; 
then  he  smiled  bitterly,  and  threw  himself  back  into  his 
seat.     That  smile  long  haunted  Leslie. 

Amongst  the  strangers  thus  banished  with  Eandal,  while 
the  division  was  being  taken,  were  many  young  men,  like 
himself,  connected  with  the  administration — some  by  blood, 
some  by  place.  Hearts  beat  loud  in  the  swarming  lobbies. 
Ominious  mournful  whispers  were  exchanged.  "  They  say 
the  Government  will  have  a  majority  of  ten."     "No;  I 

hear  they  will    certainly  be  beaten."     "H says  by 

fifty."  "  I  don't  believe  it,"  said  a  Lord  of  the  Bedcham- 
ber; "it  is  impossible.  I  left  five  Government  members 
dining  at  the  *  Travellers.'  "  "No  one  thought  the  division 
would  be  so  early."     "A  trick  of  the  Whigs — shameful." 
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"  Wonder  some  one  was  not  set  up  to  talk  for  time  j  very 

odd  P did  not  speak;  however,  he  is  so  cursedly  rich, 

he  does  not  care  whether  he  is  out  or  in."  "Yes;* and 
Audley  Egerton  too,  just  such  another :  glad,  no  doubt,  to 
be  set  free  to  look  after  his  property ;  veiy  different  tactics 
if  we  had  men  to  whom  office  was  as  necessary  as  it  is — to 
me!"  said  a  candid  young  placeman.  Suddenly  the  silent 
Leslie  felt  a  friendly  grasp  on  his  arm.  He  turned  and 
saw  Levy. 

"Did  I  not  tell  you?"  said  the  Baron,  with  an  exulting 
smile. 

"  You  are  sure,  then,  that  the  Government  will  be  out- 
voted?" 

"  I  spent  the  morning  in  going  over  the  list  of  members 
with  a  parliamentary  client  of  mine,  who  knows  them  all 
as  a  shepherd  does  his  sheep.  Majority  for  the  Opposition 
at  least  twenty-five." 

"And  in  that  case  must  the  Government  resign,  sir?" 
asked  the  candid  young  placeman,  who  had  been  listening  to 
the  smart  well-dressed  Baron,  "  his  soul  planted  in  his  ears. " 

"Of  course,  sir,"  replied  the  Baron,  blandly,  and  offering 
his  snuff-box  (true  Louis  Quinze,  with  a  miniature  of  Mad- 
ame de  Pompadour,  set  in  pearls).  "You  are  a  friend  to 
the  present  ministers?  You  could  not  wish  them  to  be  mean 
enough  to  stay  in?"     Randal  drew  aside  the  Baron. 

"If  Audley' s  affairs  are  as  you  state,  what  can  he  do?" 

"  I  shall  ask  him  that  question  to-morrow,"  answered  the 
Baron,  with  a  look  of  visible  hate.  "And  I  have  come 
here  just  to  see  how  he  bears  the  prospect  before  him." 

"  You  will  not  discover  that  in  his  face.  And  those  ab- 
surd scruples  of  his!  If  he  had  but  gone  out  in  time — to 
come  in  again^with  the  New  Men!" 

"  Oh,  of  course,  our  Right  Honourable  is  too  punctilious 
for  that!"  answered  the  Baron,  sneering. 

Suddenly  the  doors  opened — in  rushed  the  breathless 
expectants.  "What  are  the  numbers?  What  is  the 
division?" 
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**  Majority  against  ministers,"  said  a  member  of  Oppo- 
sition, peeling  an  orange,  "twenty-nine.'' 

The  Baron,  too,  had  a  Speaker's  order;  and  he  came 
into  the  House  with  Randal,  and  sate  by  his  side.  But, 
to  their  disgust,  some  member  was  talking  about  the  other 
motions  before  the  House. 

*'What!  has  nothing  been  said  as  to  the  division?" 
asked  the  Baron  of  a  young  county  member,  who  was  talk- 
ing to  some  non-parliamentary  friend  in  the  bench  before 
Levy.  The  county  member  was  one  of  the  Baron's  pet 
eldest  sons — had  dined  often  with  Levy —  was  imder  "  obli- 
gations" to  him.  The  young  legislator  looked  very  much 
ashamed  of  Levy's  friendly  pat  on  his  shoulder,  and  an- 
swered, hurriedly,  '*  Oh  yes;  H asked,  if,  after  such  an 

expression  of  the  House,  it  was  the  intention  of  ministers 
to  retain  their  places,  and  carry  on  the  business  of  the 
Government?'" 

*' Just  like  H !     Very  inquisitive  mind!     And  what 

was  the  answer  he  got?" 

**  None, "  said  the  county  member ;  and  returned  in  haste 
to  his  proper  seat  in  the  body  of  the  House. 

'*  There  comes  Egerton, "  said  the  Baron.  And,  indeed, 
as  most  of  the  members  were  now  leaving  the  House,  to 
talk  over  affairs  at  clubs  or  in  saloons,  and  spread  through 
town  the  great  tidings,  Audley  Egerton' s  tall  head  was 
seen  towering  above  the  rest.  And  Levy  turned  away  dis- 
appointed. For  not  only  was  the  minister's  handsome  face, 
though  pale,  serene  and  cheerful,  but  there  was  an  obvious 
courtesy,  a  marked  respect,  in  the  mode  in  which  that  as- 
sembly— heated  though  it  was — made  way  for  the  fallen 
minister  as  he  passed  through  the  jostling  crowd.  And 
the  frank  urbane  nobleman,  who  afterw^ards,  from  the  force, 
not  of  talent  but  of  character,  became  the  leader  in  that 
House,  pressed  the  hand  of  his  old  opponent,  as  they  met 
in  the  throng  near  the  doors,  and  said  aloud :  "  I  shall  not 
be  a  proud  man  if  ever  I  live  to  have  office ;  but  I  shall  be 
proud  if  ever  I  leave  it  with  as  little  to  be  said  against 
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me  as  your  bitterest  opponents  can  say  against  you, 
Egerton." 

"  I  wonder,"  exclaimed  the  Baron  aloud,  and  leaning  over 
the  partition  that  divided  him  from  the  throng  below,  so 
that  his  voice  reached  Egerton — and  there  was  a  cry  from 
formal,  indignant  members,  "  Order  in  the  strangers'  gal- 
lery!" "I  wonder  what  Lord  L'Estrange  will  say!" 

Audley  lifted  his  dark  brows,  surveyed  the  Baron  for  an 
instant  with  flashing  eyes,  then  walked  down  the  narrow 
defile  between  the  last  benches,  and  vanished  from  the 
scene  in  which,  alas!  so  few  of  the  most  admired  per- 
formers leave  more  than  an  actor' s  short-lived  name ! 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


Baron  Levy  did  not  execute  his  threat  of  calling  on 
Egerton  the  next  morning.     Perhaps  he  shrank  from  again 
meeting  the  flash  of  those  indignant  eyes.     And  indeed 
Egerton  was  too  busied  all  the  forenoon  to  see  any  one  not 
upon  public  affairs,  except  Harley,  who  hastened  to  console 
or  cheer  him.     When  the  House  met,  it  was  announced  that 
the  ministers  had  resigned,  only  holding  their  offices  till 
their  successors  were  appointed.     But  already  there  was 
some  reaction  in  theirtf avour ;  and  when  it  became  gener- 
ally known  that  the  new  administration  was  to  be  formed, 
of  men,  few  indeed  of  whom  had  ever  before  held  ofiB.ce, 
the  common  superstition  in  the  public  mind  that  gov©^ 
ment  is  like  a  trade,  in  which  a  regular  apprentu 
must  be  served,  began  to  prevail;  and  the  talk  at  ti 
was,  that  the  new  men  could  not  stand;  that 
ministry,  with  some  modification,  would  be  1 
Perhaps   that   too  might   be  a  reason  why 
thought  it  prudent  not  prematurely  to  offer  y 
dolences  to  Mr.  Egerton.     Kandal  spent 
ing  in  inquiries,  as  to  what  gentlen 
meant  to  do  with  regard  to  their  p 
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great  satisfaction  that  very  few  intended  to  volunteer  re- 
tirement from  their  desks.  As  Randal  himself  had  observed 
to  Egorton,  ** their  country  before  their  party!" 

IvandaFs  place  was  of  great  moment  to  him;  its  duties 
were  easy,  its  salary  amply  sufficient  for  his  wants,  and 
defrayed  such  expenses  as  were  bestowed  on  the  education 
of  Oliver  and  his  sister.  For  I  am  boimd  to  do  justice  to 
this  young  man — indifferent  as  he  was  towards  his  species 
ill  general,  the  ties  of  family  were  strong  with  him;  and  he 
stinted  himself  in  many  temptations  most  alluring  to  his 
age,  in  the  endeavour  to  raise  the  dull  honest  Oliver  and 
the  loose-haired  pretty  Juliet  somewhat  more  to  his  own 
level  of  culture  and  retinement.  Men  essentially  griping 
and  unscrupulous  often  do  make  the  care  for  their  family 
an  apology  for  their  sins  against  the  world.  Even  Richard 
III.,  if  the  chronicles  are  to  be  trusted,  excused  the  murder 
of  bis  nephews  by  his  passionate  affection  for  his  son. 
With  the  loss  of  that  place  Randal  lost  all  means  of  sup- 
l)ort,  save  what  Audley  could  give  him;  and  if  Audley 
were  in  truth  ruined?  Moreover,  Randal  had  already  es- 
tablished at  the  office  a  reputation  for  ability  and  industry. 
It  was  a  career  in  which,  if  he  abstained  from  party  poli- 
ties, he  might  rise  to  a  fair  station  and  to  a  considerable 
income.  Therefore,  much  contented  with  what  he  learned 
as  to  the  general  determination  of  his  fellow  officials,  a 
determination  warranted  by  ordinary  precedent  in  such 
cases,  Randal  dined  at  a  club  with  good  relish,  and  much 
Christian  resignation  for  the  reverse  of  his  patron,  and  then 
walked  to  Grosvenor  Square,  on  the  chance  of  finding  Aud- 
ley within.  Learning  that  he  was  so,  from  the  porter  who 
opened  the  door,  Randal  entered  the  library.  Three  gen- 
tlemen were  seated  there  with  Egerton :  one  of  these  three 
was  Lord  L'Estrange;  the  other  two  were  members  of  the 
really  defunct,  though  nominally  still  existing,  Govern- 
ment. He  was  about  to  withdraw  from  intruding  on  this 
conclave,  when  Egerton  said  to  him  gently,  "Come  in, 
Leslie;  I  was  just  speaking  about  yourself." 
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"About  ine,  sir?" 

"  Yes  J  about  you  and  the  place  you  hold.     I  had  asked 

Sir (pointing  to  a  fellow  minister)  whether  I  might 

not,  with  propriety,  request  your  chief  to  leave  some  note 
of  his  opinion  of  your  talents,  which  I  know  is  high,  and 
which  might  serve  you  with  his  successor." 

"Oh,  sir,  at  such  a  time  to  think  of  me!"  exclaimed 
Randal,  and  he  was  genuinely  touched. 

"But,"  resumed  Audley,  with   his   usual  dryness,  *Sir 

,  to  my  surprise,  thinks  that  it  would  better  become 

you  that  you  should  resign.  Unless  his  reasons,  whicli  ho 
has  not  yet  stated,  are  very  strong,  such  would  not  be  my 
advice." 

"  My  reasons,"  said  Sir ,  with  official  formality,  "  are 

simply  these :  I  have  a  nephew  in  a  similar  situation ;  he 
will  resign,  as  a  matter  of  course.  Every  one  in  the  public 
offices  whose  relations  and  near  connections  hold  high  ap- 
pointments in  the  Government,  will  do  so.  I  do  not  think 
Mr.  Leslie  will  like  to  feel  himself  a  solitary  exception." 

"Mr.  Leslie  is  no  relation  of  mine — not  even  a  near 
connection,"  answered  Egerton. 

"  But  his  name  is  so  associated  with  your  own — he  has 
resided  so  long  in  your  house — is  so  well  known  in  society 
(and  don't  think  I  compliment  when  I  add,  that  we  hope 
so  well  of  him),  that  I  can't  think  it  worth  his  while  to 
keep  this  paltry  place,  which  incapacitates  him  too  from  a 
seat  in  Parliament." 

Sir was  one  of  those  terribly  rich  men,  to  whom  all 

considerations  of  mere  bread  and  cheese  are  paltry.  But  1 
must  add  that  he  supposed  Egerton  to  be  still  wealthier 
than  himself,  and  sure  to  provide  handsomely  for  Randal, 

whom  Sir rather  liked  than  not;  and  for  Randal's 

o^vn  sake,  Sir thought  it  would  lower  him  in  the  esti- 
mation of  Egerton  himself,  despite  that  gentleman's  advo- 
cacy, if  he  did  not  follow  the  example  of  his  avowed  and 
notorious  patron. 

"You  see,    Leslie,"   said    Egerton,   checking  Randal's 
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iiK'ditated  reply,  **that  nothing  can  be  said  against  your 
honour  if  you  stay  where  you  are;  it  is  a  mere  question 
of  expediency;  I  will  judge  that  for  you;  keep  your 
})lace. " 

Unhappily  the  other  member  of  the  Government,  who 
had  hitherto  been  silent,  was  a  literary  man.  Unhappily, 
while  this  talk  had  proceeded,  he  had  placed  his  hand  upon 
Kandal  Leslie's  celebrated  pamphlet,  which  lay  on  the  li- 
brary table;  and,  turning  over  the  leaves,  the  whole  spirit 
and  matter  of  that  masterly  composition  in  defence  of  the 
administration  (a  composition  steeped  in  all  the  essence  of 
party)  recurred  to  his  too  faithful  recollection.  He,  too, 
liked  Kandal;  he  did  more — he  admired  the  author  of  that 
striking  and  effective  pamphlet.  And  therefore,  rousing 
himself  from  the  sublime  indifference  he  had  before  felt 
for  the  fate  of  a  subaltern,  he  said,  with  a  bland  and  com- 
plimentary smile,  "No;  the  writer  of  this  most  able  publi- 
cation is  no  ordinary  placeman.  His  opinions  here  are  too 
vigorously  stated;  this  fine  irony  on  the  very  person  who 
in  all  probability  will  be  the  chief  in  his  office,  has  excited 
too  lively  an  attention,  to  allow  him  the  sedet  eternitmque 
sedebit  on  an  official  stool.  Ha,  ha!  this  is  so  good!  Bead 
it,  L' Estrange.     What  say  you?" 

Harley  glanced  over  the  page  pointed  out  to  him.  The 
original  was  in  one  of  Burley's  broad,  coarse,  but  telling 
burlesques,  strained  fine  through  Eandal's  more  polished 
satire.  It  was  capital.  Harley  smiled,  and  lifted  his  eyes 
to  Randal.  The  imlucky  plagiarist's  face  was  flushed — the 
beads  stood  on  his  brow.  Harley  was  a  good  hater;  he 
loved  too  warmly  not  to  err  on  the  opposite  side;  but  he 
was  one  of  those  men  who  forget  hate  when  its  object  is 
distressed  and  humbled.  He  put  down  the  pamphlet  and 
said,  "  I  am  no  politician ;  but  Egerton  is  so  well  known  to 
be  fastidious  and  over-scrupulous  in  all  points  of  official  eti- 
quette, that  Mr.  Leslie  cannot  follow  a  safer  counsellor.'' 

"  Read  that  yourself,   Egerton, "  said  Sir ;  and  he 

pushed  the  pamphlet  to  Audley. 


OR,  VARIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  LIFE.  449 

Now  Egerton  had  a  dim  recollection  that  that  pamphlet 
was  unlucky ;  but  he  had  skimmed  over  its  contents  hastily, 
and  at  that  moment  had  forgotten  all  about  it.  He  took  up 
the  too  famous  work  with  a  reluctant  hand,  but  he  read 
attentively  the  passages  pointed  out  to  him,  and  then  said 
gravely  and  sadly : 

"  Mr.  Leslie,  I  retract  my  advice.     I  believe  Sir is 

right;  that  the  nobleman  here  so  keenly  satirised  will  be 
the  chief  in  your  office.  I  doubt  whether  he  will  not  com- 
pel your  dismissal ;  at  all  events,  he  could  scarcely  be  ex- 
pected to  promote  your  advancement.  Under  the  circum- 
stances, I  fear  you  have   no  option  as  a "     Egerton 

paused  a  moment,  and,  with  a  sigh  that  seemed  to  settle 
the  question,  concluded  with,  "as  a  gentleman." 

Never  did  Jack  Cade,  never  did  Wat  Tyler,  feel  a  more 
deadly  hate  to  that  word  "gentleman,"  than  the  well-born 
Leslie  felt  then ;  but  he  bowed  his  head,  and  answered  with 
his  usual  presence  of  mind : 

"You  utter  my  own  sentiment." 

"  You  think  we  are  right,  Harley  ?"  asked  Egerton  with 
an  irresolution  that  surprised  all  present. 

"I  think,"  answered  Harley,  with  a  compassion  for  Ran- 
dal that  was  almost  over-generous,  and  yet  with  an  equi- 
voque on  the  words,  despite  the  compassion — "  I  think  who- 
ever has  served  Audley  Egerton  never  yet  has  been  a  loser 
by  it;  and  if  Mr.  Leslie  wrote  this  pamphlet,  he  must  have 
well  served  Audley  Egerton.  If  he  undergoes  the  penalty, 
we  may  safely  trust  to  Egerton  for  the  compensation." 

"  My  compensation  has  long  since  been  made, "  answered 
Randal,  with  grace;  "  and  that  Mr.  Egerton  could  thus  have 
cared  for  my  fortunes,  at  an  hour  so  occupied,  is  a  thought 
of  pride  which " 

"Enough,  Leslie!  enough!"  interrupted  Egerton,  rising 
and  pressing  his  2>'^otege^s  hand.  "  See  me  before  you  go 
to  bed." 

Then  the  two  other  ministers  rose  also  and  shook  hands 
with  Leslie,  and  told  him  he  had  done  the  right  thing,  and 
2—29 
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that  thoy  hoped  soon  to  see  him  in  Parliament;  and  hinted, 
smilingly,  that  the  next  administration  did  not  promise  to 
be  very  long-lived;  and  one  asked  him  to  dinner,  and  the 
otlH'i"  to  spend  a  week  at  his  countiy  seat.  And  amidst 
those  congratulations  at  the  stroke  that  left  him  penniless, 
the  distinguished  pamphleteer  left  the  room.  How  he 
cursed  big  John  Burley ! 


CHAPTER  XVII. 


It  was  i)ast  midnight  when  Audley  Egerton  summoned 
1  vandal.  The  statesman  was  then  alone,  seated  before  his 
great  desk,  with  its  manifold  compartments,  and  engaged 
on  the  task  of  transferring  vai-ious  papers  and  letters,  some 
to  the  waste-basket,  some  to  the  flames,  some  to  two  great 
iron  chests  with  patent  locks,  that  stood,  open-mouthed,  at 
his  feet.  Strong,  stern,  and  grim,  looked  those  iron  chests, 
silently  receiving  the  relics  of  power  departed;  strong, 
st(»rn,  and  grim  as  the  grave.  Audley  lifted  his  eyes  at 
EandaPs  entrance,  signed  to  him  to  take  a  chair,  continued 
his  task  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  turning  round,  as  if 
by  an  effort  he  plucked  himself  from  his  master  passion — 
Public  Life,  — he  said,  with  deliberate  tones : 

*'  I  know  not,  Randal  Leslie,  whether  you  thought  me 
needlessly  cautious,  or  wantonly  unkind,  when  I  told  you 
never  to  expect  from  me  more  than  such  advance  to  your 
career  as  my  then  position  could  effect — never  to  expect 
from  my  liberality  in  life,  nor  from  my  testament  in  death — 
an  addition  to  your  private  fortunes.  I  see  by  your  ges- 
ture what  would  be  your  reply,  and  I  thank  you  for  it.  I 
now  tell  you,  as  yet  in  confidence,  though  before  long  it 
can  be  no  secret  to  the  world,  that  my  pecuniary  affairs 
have  been  so  neglected  by  me  in  my  devotion  to  those  of 
the  state,  that  I  am  somewhat  like  the  man  who  portioned 
out  his  capital  at  so  much  a  day,  calculating  to  live  just 
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long  enough  to  make  it  last.  Unfortunately  he  lived  too 
long."  Audley  smiled — but  the  smile  was  cold  as  a  sun- 
beam upon  ice — and  went  on  with  the  same  firm,  unfalter- 
ing accents :  *"  The  prospects  that  face  me  I  am  prepared 
for;  they  do  not  take  me  by  surprise.  I  knew  long  since 
how  this  would  end,  if  I  survived  the  loss  of  office.  I 
knew  it  before  you  came  to  me,  and  therefore  I  spoke  to 
you  as  I  did,  judging  it  manful  and  right  to  guard  you 
against  hopes  which  you  might  otherwise  have  naturally 
entertained.  On  this  head,  I  need  say  no  more.  It  may 
excite  your  surprise,  possibly  your  blame,  that  I,  esteemed 
methodical  and  practical  enough  in  the  affairs  of  the  state, 
should  be  so  imprudent  as  to  my  own." 

"Oh,  sir!  you  owe  no  account  to  me." 

"  To  you,  at  least,  as  much  as  to  any  one.  I  am  a  soli- 
tary man ;  my  few  relations  need  nothing  from  me.  I  had 
a  right  to  spend  what  I  possessed  as  I  pleased;  and  if  I 
have  spent  it  recklessly  as  regards  myself,  I  have  not  spent 
it  ill  in  its  eifect  on  others.  It  has  been  my  object  for 
many  years  to  have  no  Private  Life — to  dispense  with  its 
sorrows,  joys,  affections;  and  as  to  its  duties,  they  did  not 
exist  for  me. — I  have  said."  Mechanically,  as  he  ended, 
the  minister's  hand  closed  the  lid  of  one  of  the  iron  boxes, 
and  on  the  closed  lid  he  rested  his  firm  foot.  "  But  now," 
he  resumed,  "  I  have  failed  to  advance  your  career.  True, 
I  warned  you  that  you  drew  into  a  lottery ;  but  you  had 
more  chance  of  a  prize  than  a  blank.  A  blank,  however,  it 
has  turned  out,  and  the  question  becomes  grave :  What  are 
you  to  do?" 

Here,  seeing  that  Egerton  came  to  a  full  pause,  Randal 
answered  readily  ; 

"Still,  sir,  to  go  by  your  advice." 

"My  advice,"  said  Audley,  with  a  softened  look,  "would 
perhaps  be  rude  and  unpalatable.  I  would  rather  place 
before  you  an  option.  On  the  one  hand,  recommence  life 
again.  I  told  you  that  I  would  keep  your  name  on  your 
college  books.     You  can  return — you  can  take  your  degree — 
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after  tliat,  you  can  go  to  the  bar — you  have  just  the  tal- 
ents calculated  to  succeed  in  that  profession.  Success  will 
be  slow,  it  is  true ;  but,  with  perseverance,  it  will  be  sure. 
And,  believe  me,  Leslie,  Ambition  is  only  sweet  while  it  is 
but  the  loftier  name  for  Hope.  Who  would  care  for  a  fox's 
brush  if  it  had  not  been  rendered  a  prize  by  the  excitement 
of  the  chase?" 

"Oxford — again!  It  is  a  long  step  back  in  life,"  said 
Kandal,  drearily,  and  little  heeding  Egerton's  unusual  in- 
dulgence of  illustration.  **  A  long  step  back — and  to  what? 
To  a  profession  in  which  one  never  begins  to  rise  till  one's 
hair  is  grey !     Besides,  how  live  in  the  mean  while?" 

*•  ])o  not  let  that  thought  disturb  you.  The  modest  in- 
come that  suffices  for  a  student  at  the  bar,  I  trust,  at  least, 
to  insure  you  from  the  wrecks  of  my  fortune." 

*'  Ah,  sir,  I  would  not  burden  you  farther.  What  right 
have  I  to  such  kindness  save  my  name  of  Leslie?"  And 
in  spite  of  himself,  as  Randal  concluded,  a  tone  of  bitter- 
ness, that  betrayed  reproach,  broke  forth.  Egerton  was 
too  much  the  man  of  the  world  not  to  comprehend  the 
reproach,  and  not  to  pardon  it. 

*' Certainly,"  he  answered,' calmly,  "as  a  Leslie  you  are 
entitled  to  my  consideration,  and  would  have  been  entitled 
perhaps  to  more,  had  I  not  so  explicitly  warned  you  to  the 
contrary.     But  the  bar  does  not  seem  to  please  you?" 

"  What  is  the  alternative,  sir?  Let  me  decide  when  I 
hear  it, "  answered  Randal,  sullenly.  He  began  to  lose  re- 
spect for  the  man  who  owned  he  could  do  so  little  for  him, 
and  who  evidently  recommended  him  to  shift  for  himself. 

If  one  could  have  pierced  into  Egerton' s  gloomy  heart  as 
he  noted  the  young  man's  change  of  tone,  it  may  be  a  doubt 
whether  one  would  have  seen  there  pain  or  pleasure-— pain, 
for  merely  from  the  force  of  habit  he  had  begun  to  like 
Randal — or  pleasure,  at  the  thought  that  he  might  have 
reason  to  withdraw  that  liking.  So  lone  and  stoical  had 
grown  the  man,  who  had  made  it  his  object  to  have  no 
private  life!     Revealing,   however,   neither  pleasure  nor 
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pain,  but  with  the  composed  calmness  of  a  judge  upon  the 
bench,  Egerton  replied  : 

"  The  alternative  is,  to  continue  in  the  course  you  have 
begun,  and  still  to  rely  on  me." 

"  Sir,  my  dear  Mr.  Egerton, "  exclaimed  Randal,  regain- 
ing all  his  usual  tenderness  of  look  and  voice,  "  rely  on 
you !     But  that  is  all  I  ask !     Only " 

"  Only,  you  would  say,  I  am  going  out  of  power,  and  you 
don't  see  the  chance  of  my  return?" 

"  I  did  not  mean  that." 

"  Permit  me  to  suppose  that  you  did :  very  true ;  but  the 
party  I  belong  to  is  as  sure  of  return  as  the  pendulum  of 
that  clock  is  sure  to  obey  the  mechanism  that  moves  it 
from  left  to  right.  Our  successors  profess  to  come  in  upon 
a  popular  question.  All  administrations  who  do  that  are 
necessarily  short-lived.  Either  they  do  not  go  far  enough 
to  please  the  present  supporters,  or  they  go  so  far  as  to 
arm  new  enemies  in  the  rivals  who  outbid  them  with  the 
people.  'Tis  the  history  of  all  revolutions,  and  of  all  re- 
forms. Our  own  administration  in  reality  is  destroyed  for 
having  passed  what  was  called  a  popular  measure  a  year 
ago,  which  lost  us  half  our  friends,  and  refusing  to  propose 
another  popular  measure  this  year,  in  the  which  we  are 
outstripped  by  the  men  who  halloo' d  us  on  to  the  last. 
Therefore,  whatever  our  successors  do,  we  shall,  by  the  law 
of  reaction,  have  another  experiment  of  power  afforded  to 
ourselves.  It  is  but  a  question  of  time ;  you  can  wait  for 
it;  whether  I  can  is  uncertain.  But  if  I  die  before  that 
day  arrives,  I  have  influence  enough  still  left  with  those 
who  will  come  in,  to  obtain  a  promise  of  a  better  provision 
for  you  than  that  which  you  have  lost.  The  promises  of 
public  men  are  proverbially  uncertain.  But  I  shall  entrust 
your  cause  to  a  man  who  never  failed  a  friend,  and  whose 
rank  will  enable  him  to  see  that  justice  is  done  to  you — I 
speak  of  Lord  L'Estrange." 

"Oh,  not  him;  he  is  unjust  to  me;  he  dislikes  me; 
he " 
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"  Mav  dislike  you  (he  has  his  whims),  but  he  loves  me; 
an<l  th()uij;h  for  no  otlier  human  being  but  you  would  I  ask 
Ilailry  I/Kstrange  a  favour,  yet  for  you  I  will,"  said  Eger- 
tnii,  ht'trayinj^,  for  tlie  first  time  in  that  dialogue,  a  visible 
t'lnotion- -"  lor  you,  a  Leslie,  a  kinsmau,  however  remote, 
to  the  wife  from  whom  1  received  my  fortune!  And  de- 
spite all  my  cautions,  it  is  possible,  that  in  wasting  that 
fortune  1  may  have  wronged  you.  Enough:  You  have  now 
brf'ore  you  the  two  options,  much  as  you  had  at  first;  but 
you  have  at  ])resent  more  experience  to  aid  you  in  your 
choice.  Vou  are  a  man,  and  with  more  brains  than  most 
men;  think  over  it  well,  and  decide  for  yourself .  Now  to 
1)(m1,  and  j)osti)one  thought  till  the  morrow.  Poor  Randal, 
you  look  j)alel^' 

Audley,  as  lu^  said  the  last  words,  put  his  hand  on  Ran- 
dal's shoulder,  almost  with  a  father^s  gentleness;  and  then 
suddenly  drawing  himself  up,  as  the  hard  inflexible  expres- 
sion, stamped  on  that  face  by  years,  returned,  he  moved 
away  and  resettled  to  Public  Life  and  the  iron  box. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


Eakly  the  next  day  Randal  Leslie  was  in  the  luxurious 
busin(»ss-ro()m  of  Baron  Levy.  How  unlike  the  cold  Doric 
simi)licity  of  the  statesman's  library!  Axminster  carpets 
three  inches  thick,  portiereH  a  la  Frangaise  before  the  doors; 
Parisian  bronzes  on  the  chinmey-piece ;  and  all  the  recep- 
tacles that  lined  the  room,  and  contained  title-deeds,  and 
])ost-obits,  and  bills,  and  promises  to  pay,  and  lawyer-like 
japan  boxes,  with  many  a  noble  name  written  thereon  in 
large  white  capitals — ^'  making  ruin  pompous  " — all  these 
sepulchres  of  departed  patrimonies  veneered  in  rosewood 
that  gleamed  with  French  polish,  and  blazed  with  ormolu. 
There  was  a  coquetry,  an  air  of  ^>^f//  vudtre,  so  diffused 
over  the  whole  room,  that  you  could  not,  for  the  life  of 
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you,  recollect  you  were  with  an  usurer!  Plutus  wore  the 
aspect  of  his  enemy  Cupid ;  and  how  realise  your  idea  of 
Harpagon  in  that  Baron,  with  his  easy  French  "  Mon  chevj^^ 
and  his  white,  warm  hands  that  pressed  yours  so  genially, 
and  his  drees  so  exquisite,  even  at  the  earliest  mom?  No 
man  ever  yet  saw  that  Baron  in  a  dressing-gown  and  slip- 
pers! As  one  fancies  some  feudal  baron  of  old  (not  half 
so  terrible)  everlastingly  clad  in  mail,  so  all  one' s  notions 
of  this  grand  marauder  of  civilisation  were  inseparably  as- 
sociated with  varnished  boots  and  a  camellia  in  the  button- 
hole. 

"And  this  is  all  that  he  does  for  you!"  cried  the  Baron, 
pressing  together  the  points  of  his  ten  taper  lingers.  "  Had 
he  but  let  you  conclude  your  career  at  Oxford,  I  have  heard 
enough  of  your  scholarship  to  know  that  you  would  have 
taken  high  honours — been  secure  of  a  fellowship — have 
betaken  yourself  with  content  to  a  slow  and  laborious  pro- 
fession, and  prepared  yourself  to  die  on  the  woolsack." 

"  He  proposes  to  me  now  to  return  to  Oxford, "  said  Ran- 
dal.    " It  is  not  too  late!" 

"Yes,  it  is,"  said  the  Baron.  "Neither  individual  nor 
nations  ever  go  back  of  their  own  accord.  There  must  be 
an  earthquake  before  a  river  recedes  to  its  source." 

"You  speak  well,"  answered  Randal,  "and  I  cannot 
gainsay  you.     But  now!" 

"  Ah,  the  now  is  the  grand  question  in  life — the  then  is 
obsolete,  gone  by — out  of  fashion  j  and  now,  mon  cher,  you 
come  to  ask  my  advice?" 

"No,  Baron,  I  come  to  ask  your  explanation." 

"  Of  what?" 

"  I  want  to  know  why  you  spoke  to  me  of  Mr.  Egerton's 
ruin ;  why  you  spoke  to  me  of  the  lands  to  be  sold  by  Mr. 
Thornhill ;  and  why  you  spoke  to  me  of  Count  Peschiera. 
You  touched  on  each  of  those  points  within  ten  minutes — 
you  omitted  to  indicate  what  link  can  connect  them?" 

"By  Jove!"  said  the  Baron,  rising,  and  with  more  admi- 
ration in  his  face  than  you  could  have  conceived  that  face, 
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so  siniliiif^  and  socjTiical,  could  exhibit — "by  Jove,  Randal 
Leslie,  but  your  shrewdness  is  wonderful.  You  really  are 
the  lirst  ycmng  man  of  your  day;  and  I  will  *help  you,'  as 
I  lielj)ed  Audley  Egerton.  Perhaps  you  will  be  more  grate- 
ful." 

Randal  thought  of  Egerton's  ruin.  The  parallel  implied 
by  the  IJaron  did  not  suggest  to  him  the  rare  enthusiasm  of 
<,M:ititude.  However,  he  merely  said,  "Pray,  proceed— I 
listen  t-o  you  with  interest." 

'•  As  for  j)olitics,  then,"  said  the  Baron,  "we  will  discuss 
that  toj)ie.  later.  I  am  waiting  myself  to  see  how  these  new 
men  get  on.  The  first  consideration  is  for  your  private  for- 
t  Hues.  You  should  buy  this  ancient  Leslie  property — Rood 
and  Dulmansberry — only  X20,000  down;  the  rest  may  re- 
main on  mortgage  for  ever — or  at  least  till  I  find  you  a  rich 
AvilV— as  in  fact  I  did  for  Egerton.  Thomhill  wants  the 
X-0, ()()()  now — wants  them  very  much." 

''  And  where,"  said  Randal,  with  an  iron  smile,  "are  the 
£'2i)ji)i)()  you  ascribe  to  me  to  come  from?" 

"  Ten  thousand  shall  come  to  you  the  day  Count  Pes- 
cliiera  marries  the  daughter  of  his  kinsman  with  your  help 
and  aid — the  remaining  ten  thousand  I  will  lend  you.  No 
seruple — I  shall  hazard  nothing — the  estates  will  bear  that 
additional  burden.     What  say  you — shall  it  be  so?" 

"Ten  thousand  poimds  from  Count  Peschiera!"  said 
Randal,  breathing  hard.  "You  cannot  be  serious?  Such 
a  sum — for  what? — for  a  mere  piece  of  information?  How 
otlierwise  can  I  aid  him?  There  must  be  trick  and  decep- 
tion intended  here." 

"My  dear  fellow,"  answered  Levy,  "I  will  give  you  a 
hint.  Tliere  is  such  a  thing  in  life  as  being  over-sus- 
picious. If  you  have  a  fault,  it  is  that.  The  information 
you  allude  to  is,  of  course,  the  first  assistance  you  are  to 
give.  Perhaps  more  may  be  needed — perhaps  not.  Of 
that  you  will  judge  yourself,  since  the  £10,000  are  contin- 
gent on  the  marriage  aforesaid." 

"  Over-suspicious  or  not,"  answered  Randal,  "  the  amount 
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of  the  sum  is  too  improbable,  and  the  security  too  bad,  for 
me  to  listen  to  this  proposition,  even  if  I  could  descend 
to " 

"Stop,  mon  cher.  Business  first,  scruples  afterwards. 
The  security  too  bad — what  security?" 

"The  word  of  Count  di  Peschiera." 

"  He  has  nothing  to  do  with  it — he  need  know  nothing 
about  it.     'Tis  my  word  you  doubt.     I  am  your  security." 

Randal  thought  of  that  dry  witticism  in  Gibbon,  "  Abu 
Rafe  says  he  will  be  witness  for  this  fact,  but  who  will  be 
witness  for  Abu  Rafe?"  but  he  remained  silent,  only  fixing 
on  Levy  those  dark  observant  eyes,  with  their  contracted, 
wary  pupils. 

"The  fact  is  simply  this,"  resumed  Levy:  "Count  di 
Peschiera  has  promised  to  pay  his  sister  a  dowry  of  £20,- 
000,  in  case  he  has  the  money  to  spare.  He  can  only  have 
it  to  spare  by  the  marriage  we  are  discussing.  On  my 
part,  as  I  manage  his  affairs  in  England  for  him,  I  have 
promised  that,  for  the  said  sum  of  £20,000,  I  will  guaran- 
tee tl^e  expenses  in  the  way  of  that  marriage,  and  settle 
with  Madame  di  Negra.  Now,  though  Peschiera  is  a  very 
liberal,  warm-hearted  fellow,  I  don't  say  that  he  would 
have  named  so  large  a  sum  for  his  sister's  dowry,  if  in 
strict  truth  he  did  not  owe  it  to  her.  It  is  the  amount  of 
her  own  fortune,  which  by  some  arrangements  with  her 
late  husband,  not  exactly  legal,  he  possessed  himself  of. 
If  Madame  di  Negra  went  to  law  with  him  for  it,  she  could 
get  it  back.  I  have  explained  thi«  to  him;  and,  in  short, 
you  now  understand  why  the  sum  is  thus  assessed.  But  I 
have  bought  up  Madame  di  Negra' s  debts.  I  have  bought 
up  young  Hazeldean's  (for  we  must  make  a  match  between 
these  two  a  part  of  our  arrangements).  I  shall  present  to 
Peschiera,  and  to  these  excellent  young  persons,  an  account 
that  will  absorb  the  whole  X20,000.  The  sum  will  come 
into  my  hands.  If  I  settle  the  claims  against  them  for 
half  the  money,  which,  making  myself  the  sole  creditor,  I 
have  the  right  to  do,  the  moiety  will  remain.   And  if  I  chose 
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to  give  it  to  you  in  return  for  the  services  which  provide 
l\'S(liiera  with  a  princely  fortune — discharge  the  debts  of 
his  sister-  and  secure  her  a  husband  in  my  promising  young 
clirnt,  Mr.  Hazeldean,  that  is  my  look-out — all  parties  are 
siitisticd,  and  no  one  need  ever  be  the  wiser.  The  sum  is 
large,  no  doubt ;  it  answers  to  me  to  give  it  to  you  j  does  it 
answer  to  you  to  receive  it?" 

Kandal  was  greatly  agitated;  but,  vile  as  he  was,  and 
systematically  as  in  thought  he  had  brought  himself  to 
regard  others  merely  as  they  could  be  made  subservient  to 
his  own  interest,  still,  with  all  who  have  not  hardened 
themselves  in  actual  crime,  there  is  a  wide  distinction  be- 
tween the  thought  and  the  act;  and  though,  in  the  exercise 
of  ingenuity  and  cunning,  he  would  have  had  few  scruples 
in  that  moral  swindling  which  is  mildly  called  "  outwitting 
another,"  yet  thus  nakedly  and  openly  to  accept  a  bribe  for 
a  deed  of  treachery  towards  the  poor  Italian  who  had  so 
generously  trusted  him — he  recoiled.  He  was  nerving  him- 
self to  refuse,  when  Levy,  opening  his  pocket-book,  glanced 
over  the  memoranda  therein,  and  said,  as  to  himself,  *^  Eood 
Manor — Dulmansberry,  sold  to  the  Thomhills  by  Sir  Gilbert 
Leslie,  knight  of  the  shire;  estimated  present  net  rental 
C22r)0  7s.  Od.  It  is  the  greatest  bargain  I  ever  knew.  And 
with  this  estate  in  hand,  and  your  talents,  Leslie,  I  don't 
see  why  you  should  not  rise  higher  than  Audley  Egerton. 
He  was  poorer  than  you  once!" 

The  old  Leslie  lands — a  positive  stake  in  the  country — 
the  restoration  of  the  fallen  family ;  and  on  the  other  hand, 
either  long  drudgery  at  the  bar — a  scanty  allowance  on 
Egerton' s  bounty — his  sister  w^asting  her  youth  at  slovenly, 
dismal  Eood — Oliver  debased  into  a  boor — or  a  mendicant's 
dependence  on  the  contemptuous  pity  of  Harley  L' Estrange 
—  Harley,  Avho  had  refused  his  hand  to  him — Harley,  who 
perhaps  would  become  the  husband  of  Violante!  Rage 
seized  him  as  these  contrasting  pictures  rose  before  his 
view.  He  walked  to  and  fro  in  disorder,  striving  to  re- 
collect his  thoughts,  and  reduce  himself  from  the  passions 
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of  the  human  heart  into  the  mere  mechanism  of  calculating 
intellect.  "I  cannot  conceive,"  said  he,  abmptly,  "why 
you  should  tempt  me  thus — what  interest  it  is  to  you!" 

Baron  Levy  smiled,  and  put  up  his  pocket-book.  He 
saw  from  that  moment  that  the  victory  was  gained. 

"My  dear  boy,"  said  he,  with  the  most  agreeable  hon- 
homisj  "it  is  very  natural  that  you  should  think  a  man 
would  have  a  personal  interest  in  whatever  he  does  for  an- 
other. I  believe  that  view  of  human  nature  is  (tailed  utili- 
tarian philosophy,  and  is  much  in  fashion  at  present.  Let 
me  try  and  explain  to  you.  In  this  affair  1  shan't  injure 
myself.  True,  you  will  say,  if  I  settle  claims,  which 
amount  to  £20,000,  for  £10,000,  I  might  put  the  surplus 
into  my  o^vn  pocket  instead  of  yours.  Agreed.  But  I 
shall  not  get  the  £20,000,  nor  repay  myself  Madame  di 
Kegra's  debts  (whatever  I  may  do  as  to  Hazeldean' s) , 
unless  the  Count  gets  this  heiress.  You  can  help  in  this. 
I  want  you;  and  I  don't  think  I  could  get  you  by  a  less 
offer  than  I  make.  I  shall  soon  pay  myself  back  the  £10,- 
000  if  the  Count  get  hold  of  the  lady  and  her  fortune. 
Brief — I  see  my  way  here  to  my  own  interest.  Do  you 
want  more  reasons — you  shall  have  them.  I  am  now  a 
very  rich  man.  How  have  I  become  so?  Through  at- 
taching myself  from  the  first  to  persons  of  expectations, 
whether  from  fortune  or  talent.  I  have  made  connections 
in  society,  and  society  has  enriched  me.  1  have  still  a 
passion  for  making  money.  Que  iwulez  vovs  ?  It  is  my 
profession,  my  hobby.  It  will  be  useful  to  me  in  a  thou- 
sand ways,  to  secure  as  a  friend  a  young  man  who  will 
have  influence  with  other  young  men,  heirs  to  something 
better  than  Kood  Hall.  You  may  succeed  in  public  life. 
A  man  in  public  life  may  attain  to  the  knowledge  of  state 
secrets  that  are  very  profitable  to  one  who  dabbles  a  little 
in  the  Funds.  We  can  perhaps  hereafter  do  business  to- 
gether that  may  put  yourself  in  a  way  of  clearing  off  all 
mortgages  on  these  estates — on  the  encumbered  possession 
of  which  I  shall  soon  congratulate  you.     Y"ou  see  I  am 
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frank;  'tis  the  only  way  of  coming  to  the  point  with  so 
clever  a  fellow  as  you.  And  now,  since  the  less  we  rake 
up  the  niiul  in  a  pond  from  which  we  have  resolved  to 
drink,  the  better,  let  us  dismiss  all  other  thoughts  but  that 
of  securing  our  end.  Will  you  tell  Peschiera  where  the 
young  lady  is,  or  shall  I?  Better  do  it  yourself;  reason 
enough  for  it,  that  he  has  confided  to  you  his  hope,  and 
asked  you  to  help  him ;  why  should  not  you?  Not  a  word 
to  him  about  our  little  arrangement;  he  need  never  know 
it.  You  need  never  be  troubled."  Levy  rang  the  bell; 
"Order  my  carriage  round." 

Kandal  made  no  objection.  He  was  deathlike  pale,  but 
there  was  a,  sinister  expression  of  firmness  on  his  thin, 
bloodless  lips. 

"The  next  point,"  Levy  resumed,  "is  to  hasten  the 
match  between  Frank  and  the  fair  widow.  How  does  that 
stand?" 

*'  She  will  not  see  me,  nor  receive  him." 

'*  Oh,  learn  why !  And  if  you  find  on  either  side  there  is 
a  hitch,  just  let  let  me  know;  I  will  soon  remove  it." 

"  Has  Hazeldeau  consented  to  the  post-obit?" 

"Not  yet;  I  have  not  pressed  it;  I  wait  the  right 
moment,  if  necessary." 

*'It  will  be  necessary." 

'*  Ah,  you  wish  it.     It  shall  be  so." 

Eandal  Leslie  agam.  paced  the  room,  and  after  a  silent^ 
self-comnuuie  came  up  close  to  the  Baron,  and  said: 

"Look  you,  sir,  I  am  poor  and  ambitious;  you  have 
tempted  me  at  the  right  moment,  and  with  the  right  in- 
ducement. I  succumb.  But  what  guarantee  have  I  that 
this  money  will  be  paid — these  estates  made  mine  upon  the 
conditions  stipulated?" 

*'  Before  anything  is  settled,"  replied  the  Baron,  "go  and 
ask  my  character  of  any  of  our  yoimg  friends,  Borrowell, 
Spend  quick — whom  you  please;  you  will  hear  me  abused, 
of  course;  but  they  will  all  say  this  of  me,  that  when  I 
pass  my  word,  I  keep  it.     If  I  say,  ^Mon  cher^  you  shall 
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have  the  money/  a  man  has  it;  if  I  say,  *I  renew  your  bill 
for  six  months/  it  is  renewed.  'Tis  my  way  of  doing  busi- 
ness. In  all  cases  my  word  is  my  bond.  In  this  case,  where 
no  writing  can  pass  between  us,  my  only  l)ond  must  be  my 
word.  Go,  then,  make  your  mind  clear  as  to  your  se- 
curity, and  come  here  and  dine  at  eight.  We  will  call  on 
Peschiera  afterwards." 

"Yes,"  said  Eandal,  "I  will  at  all  events  take  tlu*  day 
to  consider.  Meanwhile,  I  say  this,  I  do  not  disguise  from 
myself  the  nature  of  the  proposed  transaction,  but  what  I 
have  once  resolved  I  go  through  with.  My  sole  vindica- 
tion to  myself  is,  that  if  I  play  here  with  a  false  die,  it 
will  be  for  a  stake  so  grand  as,  once  won,  the  magnitude  of 
the  prize  will  cancel  the  ignominy  of  the  play.  It  is  not  this 
sum  of  money  for  which  1  sell  myself — it  is  for  what  that 
sum  will  aid  me  to  achieve.  And  in  the  marriage  of  young 
Hazeldean  with  the  Italian  woman,  I  have  another,  and  it 
may  be  a  larger  interest.  I  have  slept  on  it  lately — I  wake 
to  it  now.  Insure  that  marriage,  obtain  the  post-obit  from 
Hazeldean,  and  whatever  the  issue  of  the  more  direct 
scheme  for  which  you  seek  my  services,  rely  on  my  grati- 
tude, and  believe  that  you  will  have  put  me  in  the  ^vay  to 
render  gratitude  of  avail.     At  eight  I  will  be  with  you." 

Randal  left  the  room. 

The  Baron  sate  thoughtful.  "It  is  true,"  said  he  to 
himself,  "  this  young  man  is  the  next  of  kin  to  the  Hazel- 
dean estate,  if  Frank  displease  his  father  sufficiently  to  lose 
his  inheritance;  that  must  be  the  clever  boy's  design. 
Well,  in  the  long-run,  I  should  make  as  much,  or  more, 
out  of  him  than  out  of  the  spendthrift  Frank.  Frank's 
faults  are  those  of  youth.  He  will  reform  and  retrench. 
But  this  man  I  No,  I  shall  have  liim  for  life.  And  should 
he  fail  in  this  project,  and  have  but  this  encumbered  prop- 
ei-ty — a  landed  proprietor  mortgaged  up  to  his  ears — why, 
he  is  my  slave,  and  I  can  foreclose  when  I  wish,  or  if  he 
prove  useless  j — no,  I  risk  nothing.  And  if  I  did — if  I  lost 
ten  thousand  pounds — what  then?    I  can  afford  it  for  re- 
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ven^o ! — afford  it  for  the  luxury  of  leaviug  Audley  Egerton 
alone  with  penury  and  ruin,  deserted,  in  his  hour  of  need, 
by  the  pensioner  of  his  bounty — as  he  will  be  by  the  last 
friend  of  his  youth — when  it  so  pleases  me — me  whom  he 
has  called  'scoundrel!'  and  whom  he — "  Levy's  soliloquy 
halted  there,  for  the  servant  entered  to  announce  the  car- 
riage. And  the  l^aron  hurried  his  hand  over  his  features, 
as  if  to  sweep  away  all  traces  of  the  passions  that  distorted 
their  smiling  effrontery.  And  so,  as  he  took  up  his  cane 
and  gloves,  and  glanced  at  the  glass,  the  face  of  the  fash- 
ionable usurer  was  once  more  as  varnished  as  his  boots. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


When  a  clever  man  resolves  on  a  villanous  action,  he 
hastens,  by  the  exercise  of  his  cleverness,  to  get  rid  of  the 
sense  of  his  villany.  With  more  than  his  usual  alertness, 
llaiidal  employed  the  next  hour  or  two  in  ascertaining  how 
far  l^aron  Levy  merited  the  character  he  boasted,  and  how 
far  his  w^ord  might  be  his  bond.  He  repaired  to  young 
men  whom  he  esteemed  better  judges  on  these  points  than 
Spendquick  and  Borrowell — young  men  who  resembled  the 
Merry  Monarch,  inasmuch  as 

"  They  never  said  a  foolish  thing, 
And  never  did  a  wise  one.  " 

There  are  many  such  young  men  about  town — sharp  and 
able  in  all  affairs  except  their  own.  No  one  knows  the 
world  better,  nor  judges  of  character  more  truly,  than  your 
half -beggared  7'oue.  From  all  these  Baron  Levy  obtained 
iiuieh  the  same  testimonials;  he  was  ridiculed  as  a  would- 
be  dandy,  but  respected  as  a  very  responsible  man  of  busi- 
n(\ss,  and  rather  liked  as  a  friendly  accommodating  species 
of  the  Sir  Epicure  Mammon,  who  very  often  did  what  were 
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thought  handsome  liberal  things ;  and,  "  in  short, "  said  one 
of  these  experienced  referees,  "  he  is  the  best  fellow  going — 
for  a  money-lender!  You  may  always  rely  on  what  he 
promises,  and  he  is  generally  very  forbearing  and  indul- 
gent to  us  of  good  society ;  perhaps  for  the  same  reason 
that  our  tailors  are ; — to  send  one  of  us  to  prison  would 
hurt  his  custom.  His  foible  is  to  be  thought  a  gentleman. 
I  believe,  much  as  I  suppose  he  loves  money,  he  would  give 
up  half  his  fortune  rather  than  do  anything  for  which  we 
could  cut  him.     He  allows  a  pension  of  three  hundred  a 

year  to  Lord   S .     True;  he  was  his  man  of  business 

for  twenty  years,  and  before  then  S was  rather  a  pru- 
dent fellow,  and  had  fifteen  thousand  a  year.  He  has 
helped  on,  too,  many  a  clever  young  man; — the  best  bor- 
oughmonger  you  ever  knew.  He  likes  having  friends  in 
Parliament.  In  fact,  of  course,  he  is  a  rogue ;  but  if  one 
wants  a  rogue,  one  can't  find  a  pleasanter.  I  should  like 
to  see  him  on  the  French  stage — a  prosperous  Macaire;  Le 
Maitre  could  hit  him  off  to  the  life." 

From  information  in  these  more  fashionable  quarters, 
gleaned  with  his  usual  tact,  Kandal  turned  to  a  source  less 
elevated,  but  to  which  he  attached  more  importance.  Dick 
Avenel  associated  with  the  Baron — Dick  Avenel  must  be  in 
his  clutches.  Now  Eandal  did  justice  to  that  gentleman's 
practical  shrewdness.  Moreover,  Avenel  was  by  profession 
a  man  of  business.  He  must  know  more  of  Levy  than  these 
men  of  pleasure  could ;  and,  as  he  was  a  plain-spoken  per- 
son, and  evidently  honest,  in  the  ordinary  acceptation  of 
the  word,  Randal  did  not  doubt  that  out  of  Dick  Avenel  he 
should  get  the  truth. 

On  arriving  in  Eaton  Square,  and  asking  for  Mr.  Avenel, 
Randal  was  at  once  ushered  into  the  drawing-room.  The 
apartment  was  not  in  such  good,  solid,  mercantile  taste  as 
had  characterised  Avenel 's  more  humble  bachelor's  resi- 
deuce  at  Screwstown.  The  taste  was  now  the  Honourable 
Mrs.  Avenel's;  and,  truth  to  say,  no  taste  could  be  worse. 
Furniture  of  all  epochs  heterogeneously  clumped  together ; 
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^hero  a  sofa  a  la  Benaissance  in  Gobelin — there  a  rosewood 
console  from  Gillow — a  tall  mock-Elizabethan  chair  in  black 
oak,  by  the  side  of  a  modem  Florentine  table  of  Mosaic 
marbles.  All  kinds  of  colours  in  the  ropm,  and  all  at  war 
with  each  other.  Very  bad  copies  of  the  best-known  pic- 
tures in  the  world,  in  the  most  gaudy  frames,  and  impu- 
dently labelled  by  the  names  of  their  murdered  originals — 
"  UafPaele, '' "'  Correggio, "  "  Titian, "  "  Sebastian  del  Piombo. " 
Nevertheless,  there  had  been  plenty  of  money  spent,  and 
there  was  plenty  to  show  for  it.  Mrs.  Avenel  was  seated 
on  her  sofa  a  In  Jiniaissaiirr,  with  one  of  her  children  at 
her  feet,  who  was  employed  in  reading  a  new  Annual  in 
crimson  silk  binding.  Mrs.  Avenel  was  in  an  attitude  as 
if  sitting  for  her  portrait. 

Polite  s(x;iety  is  most  capricious  in  its  adoptions  or  rejec- 
tions. You  see  many  a  very  vulgar  person  firmly  estab- 
lished in  tho  bran  monde ;  others,  with  very  good  preten- 
sions as  to  birth,  fortune,  &c.,  either  rigorously  excluded, 
or  only  permitted  a  peep  over  the  pales.  The  Honourable 
]\rrs.  Avenel  belonged  to  families  unquestionably  noble, 
botli  by  her  own  descent  and  by  her  first  marriage;  .and  if 
poverty  had  kept  her  down  in  her  earlier  career,  she  now, 
at  least,  did  not  want  wealth  to  back  her  pretensions. 
Nevertheless,  all  the  dispensers  of  fashion  concurred  in 
refusing  their  support  to  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Avenel. 
One  might  suppose  it  was  solely  on  account  of  her  plebeian 
husband ;  but  indeed  it  was  not  so.  Many  a  woman  of  high 
family  can  marry  a  low-born  man  not  so  presentable  as 
Avenel,  and,  by  the  help  of  his  money,  get  the  fine  world 
at  her  feet.  Put  ]\rrs.  Avenel  had  not  that  art.  She  was 
still  a  vcn-y  handsome,  showy  woman ;  and  as  for  dress,  no 
duchess  could  be  more  extravagant.  Yet  these  very  cir- 
cumstances had  perhaps  gone  against  her  ambition;  for  your 
quiet  little  plain  woman,  provoking  no  envy,  slips  into  co- 
terlrs,  when  a  handsome,  flaunting  lady — whom,  once  seen 
in  your  drawing-room,  can  be  no  more  overlooked  than  a 
scarlet  poppy  amidst  a  violet  bed — is  pretty  sure  to  be 
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weeded  out  as  ruthlessly  as  a  poppy  would  be  in  a  similar 
position. 

Mr.  Avenel  was  sitting  by  the  fire,  rather  moodily,  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  and  whistling  to  himself.  To  say 
truth,  that  active  mind  of  his  was  very  much  bored  in  Lon- 
don, at  least  during  the  fore  pai-t  of  the  day.  He  hailed 
Randal's  entrance  with  a  smile  of  relief,  and  rising  and 
posting  himself  before  the  fire — a  coat-tail  under  each  arm — 
he  scarcely  allowed  Randal  to  shake  hands  with  Mrs. 
Avenel,  and  pat  the  child  on  the  head,  murmuring,  "  Beau- 
tiful creature."  (Randal  was  ever  civil  to  children — that 
sort  of  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing  always  is — don't  be  taken 
in,  0  you  foolish  young  mothers!)  Dick,  I  say,  scarcely 
allowed  his  visitor  these  preliminary  courtesies,  before  he 
plunged  far  beyond  depth  of  wife  and  child,  into  the  politi- 
cal ocean.  **  Things  now  were  coming  right — a  vile  oli- 
garchy was  to  be  destroyed.  British  respectability  and 
British  talent  were  to  have  fair  play."  To  have  heard  him 
you  would  have  thought  the  day  tixed  for  the  millennium ! 
"Ajid  what  is  more,"  said  Avenel,  bringing  down  the  fist 
of  his  right  hand  upon  the  palm  of  his  left,  "  if  there  is 
to  be  a  new  parliament,  we  must  have  new  men — not  worn- 
out  old  brooms  that  never  sweep  clean,  but  men  who  under- 
stand how  to  govern  the  country,  sir.  I  intend  to  come 
IN  myself!" 

"  Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Avenel,  hooking  in  a  word  at  last,  "  I  am 
sure,  Mr.  Leslie,  you  will  think  I  did  right.  I  persuaded 
Mr.  Avenel  that,  with  his  talents  and  property,  he  ought, 
for  the  sake  of  his  coimtry,  to  make  a  sacrifice ;  and  then 
you  know  his  opinions  now  are  all  the  fashion,  Mr.  Leslie ; 
formerly  they  would  have  been  called  shocking  and  vulgar!" 

Thus  saying,  she  looked  with  fond  pride  at  Dick's  comely 
face,  which  at  that  moment,  however,  was  all  scowl  and 
frown.  I  must  do  justice  to  Mrs.  Avenel ;  she  was  a  weak, 
silly  woman  in  some  things,  and  a  cunning  one  in  others, 
but  she  was  a  good  wife,  as  wives  go.  Scotch  women 
generally  are. 
2—30 
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"Bother!"  said  Dick.  "What  do  women  know  about 
polities.  I  wish  you'd  mind  the  child — it  is  crumpling  up 
and  playing  almighty  smash  with  that  flim-flam  book, 
which  cost  me  one  pound  one." 

Mrs.  Avenel  submissively  bowed  her  head,  and  removed 
the  Annual  from  the  hands  of  the  young  destructive;  the 
destructive  set  up  a  squall,  as  destructives  usually  do  when 
they  don't  have  their  own  way.  Dick  clapped  his  hand  to 
his  ears.  "  Whe-e-ew,  I  can't  stand  this;  come  and  take  a 
walk,  Leslie:  I  want  stretching!"  He  stretched  himself 
as  he  spoke,  first  half-way  up  to  the  ceiling,  and  then 
fairly  out  of  the  room. 

liandal,  with  his  May  Fair  manner,  turned  towards  Mrs. 
Avenel,  as  if  to  ai)ologise  for  her  husband  and  himself. 

*'  Poor  llichard !"  said  she,  "  he  is  in  one  of  his  humours — 
all  men  have  them.  Come  and  see  me  again  soon.  When 
does  Almack's'open?" 

*'  Nay,  I  ought  to  ask  you  that  question,  you  who  know 
everything  that  goes  on  in  our  set,"  said  the  young  serpent 
Any  tree  planted  in  "our  set,"  if  it  had  been  but  a  crab- 
tree,  would  have  tempted  Mr.  AveneP  s  Eve  to  jump  at  its 
boughs. 

"^/•e  you  coming,  there?"  cried  Dick  from  the  foot  of 
the  stairs. 


CHAPTEE  XX. 


"I  HAVE  just  been  at  our  friend  Levy's,"  said  Bandal, 
when  he  and  Dick  were  outside  the  street  door.  "  He,  like 
you,  is  full  of  politics — pleasant  man — for  the  business  he 
is  said  to  do." 

*'Well,"  said  Dick,  slowly,  "I  suppose  he  is  pleasant, 
but  make  the  best  of  it — and  still " 

"Still  what,  my  dear  Avenel?"  (Eandal  here  for  the 
first  time  discarded  the  formal  Mister.) 

Mr.  Avexkl. — "  Still  the  thing  itself  is  not  pleasant," 
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Bandal  (with  his  soft  hollow  laugh). — "  You  meaii  bor- 
rowing money  upon  more  than  five  per  cent. " 

"  Oh,  curse  the  percentage.  I  agree  with  Bentham  on 
the  Usury  Laws — no  shackles  in  ti*ade  for  me,  whether  in 
money  or  anything  else.  That's  not  it.  But  when  one 
owes  a  fellow  money  even  at  two  per  cent.,  and  'tis  not 
convenient  to  pay  him,  why,  somehow  or  other,  it  makes 
one  feel  small;  it  takes  the  British  Libei-ty  out  of  a  man!" 

"I  should  have  thought  you  more  likely  to  lend  money 
than  to  borrow  it. " 

"Well,  I  guess  you  are  right  there,  as  a  general  rule. 
But  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  sir ;  there  is  too  great  a  mania 
for  competition  getting  up  in  this  rotten  old  country  of 
ours.  I  am  as  liberal  as  most  men.  I  like  competition  to 
a  certain  extent,  but  there  is  too  much  of  it,  sir — too  much 
of  it." 

Eandal  looked  sad  and  convinced.  But  if  Leonard  had 
heard  Dick  Avenel,  what  would  have  been  his  amaze? 
Dick  Avenel  rail  against  competition !  Think  there  could 
be  too  much  of  it!  Of  course,  "  heaven  and  earth  are  com- 
ing together,"  said  the  spider,  when  the  housemaid's  broom 
invaded  its  cobweb.  Dick  was  all  for  sweeping  away  other 
cobwebs;  but  he  certainly  thought  heaven  and  earth  com- 
ing together  when  he  3aw  a  great  Turk'  s-head  besom  poked 
up  at  his  own. 

Mr.  Avenel,  in  his  genius  for  speculation  and  improve- 
ment, had  established  a  factory  at  Screwstown,  the  first 
which  had  ever  eclipsed  the  church  spire  with  its  Titanic 
chimney.  It  succeeded  well  at  first.  Mr.  Avenel  trans- 
ferred to  this  speculation  nearly  all  his  capital.  "Noth- 
ing," quoth  he,  "paid  such  an  interest.  Manchester  was 
getting  worn  out — time  to  show  what  Screwstown  could 
do.  Nothing  like  competition."  But  by-and-by  a  still 
greater  capitalist  than  Dick  Avenel,  finding  out  that 
Screwstown  was  at  the  mouth  of  a  coal  mine,  and  that 
Dick's  profits  were  great,  erected  a  still  uglier  edifice,  with 
a  still  taller  chimney.     And  having  been  brought  up  to  the 
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business,  and  making  his  residence  in  the  town,  while  Dick 
employed  a  foreman  and  flourished  in  London,  this  infa- 
mous competitor  so  managed,  first  to  share,  and  then  grad- 
ually to  sequester,  the  profits  which  Dick  had  hitherto 
monopolised,  that  no  wonder  Mr/Avenel  thought  compe- 
tition should  have  its  limits.  "  The  tongue  touches  where 
the  tooth  aches,"  as  Dr.  Riccabocca  would  tell  us.  By 
little  and  little  our  juvenile  Talleyrand  (I  beg  the  elder 
groat  man's  pardon)  wormed  out  from  Dick  this  grievance, 
and  in  the  grievance  discovered  the  origin  of  Dick's  con- 
nection with  the  money-lender. 

*'  But  Levy,"  said  Avenei,  candidly,  "is  a  decentish  chap 
in  his  way — friendly  too.  Mrs.  A.  finds  him  useful ;  brings 
some  of  your  young  highflyers  to  her  soirees.  To  be  sure, 
they  don't  dance — stand  all  in  a  row  at  the  door,  like  mutes 
at  a  funeral.  Not  but  what  they  have  been  uncommon  civil 
to  nie  lately — Spendquick  particularly.  By-the-by,  I  dine 
with  liim  to-morrow.  The  aristocracy  are  behindhand — 
not  smart,  sir — not  up  to  the  march ;  but  when  a  man  knows 
how  to  take  'em,  they  beat  the  New  Yorkers  in  good  man- 
ners.    I'll  say  that  for  them.     I  have  no  prejudice." 

*'  1  never  saw  a  man  with  less ;  no  prejudice  even  against 
Levy." 

"No,  not  a  bit  of  it!  Every  one  says  he's  a  Jew;  he 
says  he's  not.  I  don't  care  a  button  what  he  is.  His 
money  is  English — that's  enough  for  any  man  of  a  liberal 
turn  of  mind.  His  charges,  too,  are  moderate.  To  be 
sure,  he  knows  I  shall  pay  them;  only  what  I  don't  like 
in  him  is  a  sort  of  way  he  has  of  moji-cher-ing  and  my- 
good-fellow-ing  one,  to  do  things  quite  out  of  the  natural 
way  of  that  sort  of  business.  He  knows  I  have  got  Parlia- 
mentary influence.  I  could  return  a  couple  of  members  for 
Screwstown,  and  one,  or  perhaps  two,  for  Lansmere,  where 
I  have  of  late  been  cooking  up  an  interest ;  and  he  dictates 
to — no,  not  dictates — but  tries  to  humhng  me  into  putting 
in  his  own  men.  However,  in  one  respect,  we  are  likely  to 
agree.     He  says  you  want  to  come  into  Parliament.     You 
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seem  a  smart  young  fellow;  but  you  must  throw  nwv  that 
stiff  red-tapist  of  yours  aud  go  with  l*ublif  Opinion,  and — 
Myself." 

"  You  are  veiy  kind,  Aveuel ;  p<»rhaps  when  we  come  to 
compare  opinions  we  may  lind  that  we  agree  entirely. 
Still,  in  Egerton's  present  position,  delicacy  to  him — how- 
ever, we'll  not  discuss  that  now.  But  you  really  think 
I  might  come  in  for  Lausmere — against  the  L' Estrange 
interest,  too,  which  must  be  strong  there?" 

"It  was  very  strong,  but  I've  smashed  it,  I  calculate." 

"Would  a  contest  there  cost  very  much?" 

"Well,  I  guess  you  nuist  come  down  with  the  ready. 
But,  as  you  say,  time  en(mgh  to  discuss  that  when  you 
liave  squared  your  account  with  *  delicacy;'  come  to  me 
then,  and  we'll  go  into  it." 

Bandal,  having  now  squeezed  his  orange  dry,  had  no 
desire  to  waste  his  time  in  brushing  up  the  rind  with  his 
coat-sleeve,  so  he  unhooked  his  arm  from  Aveuel' s,  and, 
looking  at  his  watch,  discovered  he  should  be  just  in  time 
for  an  appointment  of  the  most  urgent  business — hailed  a 
cab,  and  drove  off. 

Dick  looked  hipped  and  disconsolate  at  being  left  alone ; 
he  yawned  very  loud,  to  the  astonishment  of  three  prim  old 
maiden  Belgravians  who  were  passing  that  way ;  and  then 
his  mind  began  to  turn  towards  his  factory  at  Screwstown, 
which  had  led  to  his  connection  with  the  Baron;  and  he 
thought  over  a  letter  he  had  received  from  his  foreman  that 
morning,  informing  him  that  it  was  rumoured  at  Screws- 
town  that  Mr.  Dyce,  his  rival,  was  about  to  have  new  ma- 
chinery on  an  improved  principle;  and  that  Mr.  Dyce  had 
already  gone  up  to  town,  it  was  supposed,  with  the  inten- 
tion of  concluding  a  purchase  for  a  patent  discovery  to  be 
applied  to  the  new  machinery,  and  which  that  gentleman 
had  publicly  declared  in  the  corn-market  "  would  shut  up 
Mr.  Avenel's  factory  before  the  year  was  out."  As  this 
menacing  epistle  recurred  to  him,  Dick  felt  his  desire  to 
yawn  incontinently  checked.     His  brow  grew  very  dark; 
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and  lie  walked,  with  restless  strides,  on  and  on,  till  he 
found  himself  in  the  Strand.  He  then  got  into  an  omni- 
bus, and  proceeded  to  the  city,  wherein  he  spent  the  rest 
of  the  day,  looking  over  machines  and  foundries,  and  try- 
ing in  vain  to  find  out  what  diabolical  invention  the  over- 
competition  of  Mr.  Dyce  had  got  hold  of.  "If,"  said  Dick 
Avenel  to  himself,  as  he  returned  fretfully  homeward — "  if 
a  man  like  me,  who  has  done  so  much  for  British  industry 
and  go-ahead  principles,  is  to  be  catawampously  champed 
up  by  a  mercenary  selfish  cormorant  of  a  capitalist  like 
that  interloping  blockhead  in  drab  breeches,  Tom  Dyce,  all 
I  can  say  is,  that  the  sooner  this  cursed  old  country  goes 
to  the  dogs,  the  better  pleased  I  shall  be.  I  wash  my  hands 
of  it." 


CHAPTEE  XXI. 


Bandal's  mind  was  made  up.  All  he  had  learned  in 
regard  to  Levy  had  confirmed  his  resolves  or  dissipated  his 
scruples.  He  had  started  from  the  improbability  that  Pe- 
schiera  would  offer,  and  the  still  greater  improbability  that 
Teschiera  would  pay  him,  ten  thousand  pounds  for  such 
information  or  aid  as  he  coiUd  bestow  in  furthering  the 
Count's  object.  But  when  Levy  took  such  proposals  en- 
tirely on  himself,  the  main  question  to  Kandal  became  this — 
could  it  be  Levy's  interest  to  make  so  considerable  a  sacri- 
fice? Had  the  Baron  implied  only  friendly  sentiments  as 
his  motives,  Eandal  would  have  felt  sure  he  was  to  be 
taken  in;  but  the  usurer's  frank  assurance  that  it  would 
answer  to  him  in  the  long-run*  to  concede  to  Kandal  terms 
so  advantageous  altered  the  case,  and  led  our  young  philos- 
opher to  look  at  the  affair  with  calm  contemplative  eyes. 
Was  it  sufficiently  obvious  that  Levy  counted  on  an  ade- 
quate return?  Might  he  calculate  on  reaping  help  by  the 
bushel  if  he  sowed  it  by  the  handful?  The  result  of  Ran- 
dal's cogitation  was,  that  the  Baron  might  fairly  deem 
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Umself  no  wasteful  sower.  In  the  first  i)laco,  it  was  dear 
that  Levy,  not  without  reasonable  ground,  believed  that  he 
could  soon  replace,  with  excei  ding  good  interest,  any  sum 
he  might  advance  to  liaudal,  out  of  the  wealth  which  Kan- 
dal's  prompt  information  might  bestow  on  Levy's  client-, 
the  Count;  and,  secondly,  Randal's  self-esteem  was  im- 
mense, and  could  he  but  succeed  in  securing  a  pecuniary 
independence  on  the  instant,  to  free  him  from  the  slow 
drudgery  of  the  bar,  or  from  a  precarious  reliance  on  Aud- 
ley  Egerton,  as  a  i)olitician  out  of  power — his  convictions 
of  rapid  triumph  in  public  life  were  as  strong  as  if  whis- 
pered by  an  angel  or  promised  by  a  fiend.  On  such  tri- 
umphs, with  all  the  social  position  they  would  secure,  Levy 
might  well  calculate  for  repayment  by  a  thousand  indirect 
channels.  Randal's  sagacity  detected  that,  through  all  the 
good-natured  or  liberal  actions  ascribed  to  the  usurer,  Levy 
had  steadily  pursued  his  own  interests — he  saw  that  Levy 
meant  to  get  him  into  his  power,  and  use  his  abilities  as 
instruments  for  digging  new  mines,  in  which  Baron  Levy 
would  claim  the  right  of  large  royalties.  But  at  that 
thought  RandaPs  pale  lip  curled  disdainfully;  he  confided 
too  much  in  his  own  powers  not  to  think  that  he  could  elude 
the  grasp  of  the  usurer,  whenever  it  suited  him  to  do  so. 
Thus,  on  a  survey,  all  conscience  hushed  itself — his  mind 
rushed  buoyantly  on  to  anticipations  of  the  future.  He 
saw  the  hereditary  estates  regained — no  matter  how  mort- 
gaged— for  the  moment  still  his  own — legally  his  own — 
yielding  for  the  present  what  would  suffice  for  competence 
to  one  of  few  wants,  and  freeing  his  name  from  that  title 
of  Adventurer,  which  is  so  prodigally  given  in  rich  old 
countries  to  those  who  have  no  estates  but  their  brains. 
He  thought  of  Violante  but  as  the  civilised  trader  thinks 
of  a  trifling  coin,  of  a  glass  bead,  which  he  exchanges  with 
some  barbarian  for  gold  dust; — he  thought  of  Frank  Hazel- 
dean  married  to  the  foreign  woman  of  beggared  means,  and 
repute  that  had  known  the  breath  of  scandal — married,  and 
living  on  post-obit  instalments  of  the  Casino  property ; — he 
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thought  of  the  poor  Squire's  resentment; — his  avarice  swept 
from  the  lands  annexed  to  Rood  on  to  the  broad  fields  of 
llazeldean; — he  thought  of  Avenel,  of  Lansmere,  of  Parlia- 
ment;— with  one  hand  he  grasped  fortune,  with  the  next 
power.  **  And  yet  I  entered  on  life  with  no  patrimony — 
(save  a  ruined  hall  and  a  barren  waste) — no  patrimony  but 
knowledge.  I  have  but  turned  knowledge  from  books  to 
men ;  for  books  may  give  fame  after  death,  but  men  give 
us  power  in  life."  And  all  the  while  he  thus  ruminated, 
his  act  was  speeding  his  purpose.  Though  it  was  but  in  a 
miserable  hack  cab  that  he  erected  airy  scaffoldings  round 
airy  castles,  still  the  miserable  hack  cab  was  flying  fast,  to 
secure  the  first  foot  of  solid  ground  whereon  to  transfer  the 
mental  plan  of  the  architect  to  foundations  of  positive  slime 
and  clay.  The  cab  stopped  at  the  door  of  Lord  Lansmere's 
house.  Randal  had  suspected  Violante  to  be  there :  he  re- 
solved to  ascertain.  Randal  descended  from  his  vehicle  and 
rang  the  bell.  The  lodge-keeper  opened  the  great  wooden 
gates. 

^'  1  have  called  to  see  the  young  lady  staying  here — the 
foreign  young  lady." 

Lady  Lansmere  had  been  too  confident  of  the  security  of 
her  roof  to  condescend  to  give  any  orders  to  her  servants 
with  regard  to  her  guest,  and  the  lodge-keeper  answered 
directlv : 

''  At  home,  I  believe,  sir.  I  rather  think  she  is  in  the 
garden  with  my  lady." 

"  I  see,"  said  Randal.  And  he  did  see  the  form  of  Vio- 
lante at  a  distance.  "  But,  since  she  is  walking,  I  will  not 
disturb  her  at  present.     1  will  call  another  day." 

The  lodge-keeper  bowed  respectfully,  Randal  jumped 
into  his  cab — *'To  Curzon  Street— quick!" 
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CHAPTER  XXir. 

Habley  had  made  one  notable  oviTHiglit  in  ihai  up  peal 
to  Beatrice's  better  and  gentler  naiuie,  which  he  i*nl.ruHlcd 
to  the  advocacy  of  Leonard — a  HcheiiH^  in  itHcIl'  v(*ry  rhiir- 
acteristic  of  Harley's  romantic  tenipt'r,  and  cither  wImc  nr 
foolish^  according  as  his  indulgent  theory  nf  hiiiiiaii  nliu 
syncrasies  in  general,  and  of  tlio.s(^  ])C(iili:Li'  to  Mcal.rirc  ill 
Negra  in  especial,  was  the  dream  of  :iii  ciilhn.siaMl.  or  I  he 
inductive  conclusion  of  a  sound  jihilosojiher. 

Harley  had  warned  Leonard  not  to  fall  in  h)vc  with  the 
Italian — he  had  forgotten  to  wiirn  the  Itiihaii  not  to  rtill  in 
love  with  Leonard;  nor  liiid  he  (;ver  antieipjitejl  tlm  |»rohM 
bility  of  that  event.  This  is  not  to  lie  very  mneh  womh-reil 
at;  for  if  there  be  anything  on  whi<h  tlie  inont  M<MiMihN»  men 
are  dull-eyed,  where  those  eyc^s  are  not  liglited  hy  jeiUouMy, 
it  is  as  to  the  probabilities  oi'  anotlier  nnde  creature  lieing 
beloved.  All,  the  least  vain  of  tlm  wluMkcreil  gender,  think 
it  prudent  to  guard  thems(^]v<is  against  being  too  irresiMtibh' 
to  the  fair  sex ;  and  each  says  of  his  I'ricnd,  **(jood  fellow 
enough,  but  the  last  man  for  //taf.  woman  to  fall  in  love  with !" 

But  certainly  there  appcianul  on  the  surface  more  tlian 
ordinary  cause  for  IIarl(?y's  blindnciss  in  the  special  in- 
stance of  Leonard. 

Whatever  Beatrice's  better  (pialitic^s,  she?  was  giMuu'ally 
esteemed  worldly  and  ambitious.  She  was  pinched  in  cir- 
cumstances— sift)  was  luxuriant  and  extravagant;  how  was 
it  likely  that  she  could  distinguish  any  asj)irant  of  the 
humble  birth  and  fortunes  of  the  young  peasant  author? 
As  a  coquette,  she  might  try  to  win  his  admiration  and  at- 
tract his  fancy;  but  her  own  heart  would  surely  be  guarded 
in  the  triple  mail  of  pride,  poverty,  and  the  conventional 
opinions  of  the  world  in  which  slic^  lived.  Had  Harley 
thought  it  possible  that  Madame  di  Negra  could  stoop  below 
her  station,  and  love,  not  wisely,  but  too  well,  he  would 
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rather  have  thought  that  the  object  would  be  some  brilliant 
advent iirfr  of  fashion — some  one  who  could  turn  against 
herstdf  all  the  arts  of  deliberate  fascination,  and  all  the 
exi)erience  bestowed  by  frequent  conquest.  One  so  simple 
as  Leonard — so  young  and  so  new!  Harley  L'Estrange 
would  have  smiled  at  himself,  if  the  idea  of  that  image 
subjugating  the  ambitious  woman  to  the  disinterested  love 
ot*  a  village  maid  had  once  crossed  his  mind.  Neverthe- 
less, so  it  was,  and  precisely  from  those  causes  which 
would  have  seemed  to  Harley  to  forbid  the  weakness. 

It  teas  that  fresh,  pure  heart — that  simple,  earnest  sweet- 
ness— it  was  that  eontrast  in  look,  in  tone,  in  sentiment, 
and  in  reasonings,  to  all  that  had  jaded  and  disgusted  her 
in  the  circle  of  her  admirers — it  was  all  this  that  capti- 
vated Beatrice  at  the  tirst  interview  with  Leonard.  Here 
was  what  she  had  confessed  to  the  sceptical  Kandal  she  had 
dreauKHl  and  sighed  for.  Her  earliest  youth  had  passed 
into  abhorrent  marriage,  without  the  soft,  innocent  crisis 
of  human  life — virgin  love.  Many  a  wooer  might  have 
touched  her  vanity,  pleased  her  fancy,  excited  her  ambi- 
tion— her  heart  had  never  been  awakened;  it  woke  now. 
The  world,  and  the  years  that  the  world  had  wasted, 
seemed  to  fleet  away  as  a  cloud.  She  was  as  if  restored 
to  the  blush  and  the  sigh  of  youth — the  youth  of  the  Ital- 
ian maid.  As  in  the  restoration  of  our  golden  age  is  the 
spell  of  ])oetry  with  us  all,  so  such  was  the  spell  of  the 
poet  himself  on  her. 

Oh,  how  exquisite  was  that  brief  episode  in  the  life  of 
the  woman  palled  with  the  **  hack  sights  and  sounds "  of 
worldly  life!  How  strangely  happy  were  those  hours, 
when,  lured  on  by  her  silent  sympathy,  the  young  scholar 
spoke  of  his  early  struggles  between  circumstance  and  im- 
pulse, musing  amidst  the  flowers,  and  hearkening  to  the 
fountain;  or  of  his  wanderings  in  the  desolate,  lamp-lit 
streets,  while  the  vision  of  Chatterton's  glittering  eyes 
shone  dread  through  the  friendless  shadows.  And  as  he 
spoke,  whether  of  his  hopes  or  his  fears,  her  looks  dwelt 
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fondly  on  the  young  face,  that  varied  between  pride  and 
sadness — pride  ever  so  gentle,  and  sadness  ever  so  nobly 
toaching.  She  was  never  weary  of  gazing  on  that  brow^, 
with  its  quiet  power  j  but  li'^r  lids  drop])ed  before  those 
eyeS|  with  their  serene,  unfathomable  passion.  She  felt, 
as  they  haunted  her,  what  a  deep  and  holy  thing  love  in 
such  souls  must  be.  Leonard  never  spoke  to  her  of  Helen 
— that  reserve  every  reader  can  comi)rehend.  To  natures 
like  his,  first  love  is  a  mystery;  to  confide  it  is  to  profane. 
But  he  fulfilled  his  mission  of  interesting  her  in  the  exile 
and  his  daughter.  And  his  description  of  them  brought 
tears  to  her  eyes.  She  inly  resolved  not  to  aid  l^esehiera 
in  his  designs  on  Violante.  She  forgot  for  the  moment  that 
her  own  fortune  was  to  depend  on  the  success  of  those  de- 
signs. Levy  had  arranged  so  that  she  was  not  reminded 
of  her  poverty  by  creditors — she  knew  not  how.  She  knew 
nothing  of  business.  She  gave  herself  up  to  the  delight  of 
the  present  hour,  and  to  vague  prospects  of  a  future,  asso- 
ciated with  that  young  image — with  that  face  of  a  guardian 
angel  that  she  saw  before  her,  fairest  in  the  moments  of 
absence;  for  in  those  moments  came  the  life  of  fairy-land, 
when  we  shut  our  eyes  on  the  world,  and  see  through  the 
haze  of  golden  reverie.  Dangerous,  indeed,  to  Leonard 
would  have  been  the  soft  society  of  Beatrice  di  Negra,  had 
not  his  heart  been  Avholly  devoted  to  one  object,  and  had 
not  his  ideal  of  woman  been  from  that  object  one  sole  and 
indivisible  reflection.  But  Beatrice  guessed  not  this  bar- 
rier between  herself  and  him.  Amidst  the  shadows  that 
he  conjured  up  from  his  past  life,  she  beheld  no  rival  form. 
She  saw  him  lonely  in  the  world  as  she  was  herself.  And 
in  his  lowly  birth,  his  youth,  in  the  freedom  from  presump- 
tion which  characterised  him  in  all  things  (save  that  confi- 
dence in  his  intellectual  destinies,  which  is  the  essential  attri- 
bute of  genius),  she  but  grew  bolder  by  the  belief  that,  even 
if  he  loved  her,  he  would  not  dare  to  hazard  the  avowal. 

And  thus,  one  day,  yielding,  as  she  had  ever  been  wont 
to  yield,  to  the  impulse  of  her  quick  Italian  heart — how  she 


476  MY  NOVEL; 

never  remembered — in  what  words  she  could  never  recall — 
she  spokt^ — she  owned  her  love — she  pleaded,  wdth  tears 
and  bhishes,  for  love  in  return.  All  that  passed  was  to 
her  as  a  dream — a  dream  from  which  she  woke  with  a 
lieree  sense  of  agony,  of  humiliation — woke  as  the  woman 
**  scorned."  No  matter  how  gratefully,  how  tenderly  Leon- 
ard had  replied — tlie  reply  was  refusal.  For  the  first  time 
she  learned  she  had  a  rival ;  that  all  she  could  give  of  love 
was  long  since,  from  his  boyhood,  given  to  another.  For 
the  first  time  in  her  life,  that  ardent  nature  knew  jealousy, 
its  torturing  stings,  its  thirst  for  vengeance,  its  tempest  of 
loving  hate.  But,  to  outward  appearance,  silent  and  cold 
she  stood  as  marble.  Words  that  sought  to  soothe  fell  on 
hov  ear  unheeded :  they  were  drowned  by  the  storm  within. 
Tride  was  the  first  feeling  which  dominated  the  warring 
elements  that  raged  in  her  soul.  She  tore  her  hand  from 
that  which  clasped  hers  with  so  loyal  a  respect.  She  could 
have  spurned  the  form  that  knelt  at  her  feet,  not  for  love, 
but  for  pardon.  She  pointed  to  the  door  with  the  gesture 
of  an  insult(Ml  queen.  She  knew  no  more  till  she  was 
alone.  Then  came  that  rapid  flash  of  conjecture  peculiar 
to  the  storms  of  jealousy ;  that  which  seems  to  single  from 
all  nature  the  one  object  to  dread  and  to  destroy;  the  con- 
jecture so  often  false;  yet  received  at  once  by  our  convic- 
tions as  the  revelation  of  instinctive  truth.  He  to  whom 
she  had  humbled  herself  loved  another;  whom  but  Vio- 
lante? — whom  else,  young  and  beautiful,  had  he  named  in 
the  record  of  his  life? — None!  And  he  had  sought  to  in- 
terest her,  Beatrice  di  Negra,  in  the  object  of  his  love; — 
hinted  at  dangers  which  Beatrice  knew  too  well ; — implied 
trust  in  Beatrice's  will  to  protect.  Blind  fool  that  she  had 
been!  This,  then,  was  the  reason  why  he  had  come,  day 
after  day,  to  Beatrice's  house;  this  was  the  charm  that 
had  drawn  him  thither;  this — she  pressed  her  hands  to  her 
burning  temples,  as  if  to  stop  the  torture  of  her  thought. 
Suddenly  a  voice  was  heard  below,  the  door  opened,  and 
Eandal  Leslie  entered. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

Punctually  at  eight  o'clock  tlhat  evening,  Baron  Levy 
welcomed  the  new  ally  he  had  secured.  The  pair  dined 
en  tete'Ci'tetey  discussing  general  matters  till  the  servants 
left  them  to  their  wine.  Then  said  the  Haron,  rising  and 
stirring  the  tire — then  said  the  Baron,  briefly  and  signiti- 
canily: 

"Well!" 

"  As  regards  the  property  you  spoke  of, "  answered  Ran- 
dal, "  I  am  willing  to  purchase  it  on  the  terms  you  name. 
The  only  point  that  perplexes  me  is  how  to  account  to  Aud- 
ley  Egerton,  to  my  parents,  to  the  world,  for  the  power  of 
purchasing  it." 

"  True, "  said  the  Baron,  without  even  a  smile  at  the  in- 
genious and  truly  Greek  manner  in  which  Randal  had  con- 
trived to  denote  his  meaning,  and  conceal  the  ugliness  of 
it — "  true,  we  must  think  of  that.  If  we  could  manage  to 
conceal  the  real  name  of  the  purchaser  for  a  year  or  so — it 
might  be  easy — you  may  be  supposed  to  have  speculated  in 
the  Funds;  or  Egerton  may  die,  and  people  may  believe 
that  he  had  secured  you  something  handsome  from  the  ruins 
of  his  fortune." 

"Little  chance  of  Egerton' s  dying." 

"Humph!"  said  the  Baron.  "However,  this  is  a  mere 
detail,  reserved  for  consideration.  You  can  now  tell  us 
where  the  young  lady  is?" 

"  Certainly.  I  could  not  this  morning — I  can  now.  I 
will  go  with  you  to  the  Count.  Meanwhile,  I  have  seen 
Madame  di  Negra;  she  will  accept  Frank  Hazeldean  if  he 
will  but  offer  himself  at  once." 

"Will  he  not?" 

"  No !  I  have  been  to  him.  He  is  overjoyed  at  my  rep- 
resentations, but  considers  it  his  duty  to  ask  the  consent  of 
his  parents.     Of  course  they  will  not  give  it;  and  if  there 
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be  delay,  she  will  retract.     She  is  under  the  influence  of 
passions,  on  the  duration  of  which  there  is  no  reliance." 

'•  What  passions?     Love?" 

'*  Lovt' ;  but  not  for  Hazeldean.  The  passions  that  bring 
lier  to  accept  his  hand  are  pique  and  jealousy.  She  be- 
lieves, in  a  word,  that  one,  who  seems  to  have  gained  the 
mastery  over  her  affections  with  a  strange  suddenness,  is  but 
blind  to  her  charms,  because  dazzled  by  Violante's.  She 
is  prepared  to  aid  in  all  that  can  give  her  rival  to  Peschiera; 
and  yet,  such  is  the  inconsistency  of  woman  (added  the 
young  philosopher,  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders),  that  she 
is  also  prepared  to  lose  all  chance  of  securing  him  she 
loves,  by  bestowing  herself  on  another!" 

**  Woman,  indeed,  all  over!"  said  the  Baron,  tapping  his 
snuff-box  (Louis  Quinze),  and  regaling  his  nostrils  with  a 
scornful  pinch.  **  But  who  is  the  man  whom  the  fair  Bea- 
trice has  thus  honoured?  Superb  creature!  I  had  some 
idea  of  her  myself  when  I  bought  up  her  debts;  bu*-  it 
might  have  embarrassed  me,  in  more  general  plans,  as 
regards  the  Count.  All  for  the  best.  Who's  the  man? 
Not  Lord  L'Estrange?" 

'*  I  do  not  think  it  is  he;  but  I  have  not  yet  ascertained. 
I  have  told  you  all  I  know.  I  found  her  in  a  state  so  ex- 
cited, so  unlike  herself,  that  I  had  no  little  difficulty  in 
soothing  her  into  confidence  so  far.  I  could  not  venture 
more. " 

"  And  she  will  accept  Frank?" 

*'  Had  he  offered  to-day  she  would  have  accepted  him!" 

*'  It  may  be  a  great  help  to  your  fortunes,  mon  cAer,  if 
Frank  Hazeldean  marry  this  lady  without  his  father's  con- 
sent. Perhaps  he  may  be  disinherited.  You  are  next  of 
kin." 

*'  How  do  you  know  that?"  asked  Eandal,  sullenly. 

^'  It  is  my  business  to  know  all  about  the  chances  and 
connections  of  any  one  with  whom  I  do  money  matters.  I 
do  money  matters  with  young  Hazeldean;  so  I  know  that 
the  Hazeldean  property  is  not  entailed;  and,  as  the  Squire's 
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half-biother  has  no  Hazeldean  blood  in  him,  you  have 
excellent  expectations." 

"Did  Prank  tell  you  I  was  next  of  kin?'' 

"I  rather  think  so;  but  I  am  sure  ynu  did." 

•*I— when?" 

"  When  you  told  me  how  impoi-tant  it  was  to  you  that 
Frank  should  marry  Madame  di  Nt»gra.  J\'str/  mon  chvr, 
do  you  think  I  am  a  blockliead?" 

"  Well,  Baron,  Frank  is  of  age,  and  can  marry  to  please 
himself.  You  implied  to  me  that  you  could  help  him  in 
this." 

"I  will  try.  See  that  he  call  at  Madame  di  Ncgra's 
to-morrow,  at  two  precisely. " 

"  I  would  rather  keep  clear  of  all  apparent  inter fer(»nco 
in  this  matter.  Will  you  not  arrange  that  he  call  on  her? 
And  do  not  forget  to  entangle  him  in  a/>o.s/-o/>/V." 

"Leave  it  to  me.  Any  more  wine?  Noj — then  let  us 
go  to  the  Coimt's." 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 


The  next  morning  Frank  Hazeldean  was  sitting  over  his 
solitary  breakfast-table.  It  was  long  past  noon.  The  young 
man  had  risen  early,  it  is  true,  to  attend  to  his  military  du- 
ties, but  he  had  contracted  the  habit  of  breakfasting  lalo. 
One's  appetite  does  not  come  enirly  when  one  lives  in  Lon- 
don, and  never  goes  to  bed  b(^fore  daybreak. 

There  was  nothing  very  luxurious  or  elTemimito  about 
Frank's  rooms,  though  they  were  in  a  very  dtuir  street,  and 
he  paid  a  monstrous  high  prices  for  them.  Still,  to  a  jirae- 
tised  eye,  they  betrayed  an  innuite  who  can  get  through 
his  money,  and  make  very  little  show  of  it.  Tln^  walls 
were  covered  with  coloured  prints  of  racers  and  steeple- 
chases, interspersed  with  the  portraits  of  opera-dancers — 
all  smirk  and  caper.     Then  there  was  a  semicircular  recess 
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covered  with  red  cloth,  and  fitted  up  for  smoking,  as  you 
might  perceive  by  sundry  stands  full  of  Turkish  pipes  in 
cherry-stick  and  jessamine,  with  amber  mouthpieces ;  while 
a  great  serpent  hookah,  from  which  Frank  could  no  more 
have  smoked  than  he  could  have  smoked  out  of  the  head  of 
a  boa  constrictor,  coiled  itself  up  on  the  floor;  over  the 
chimney-piece  was  a  collection  of  Moorish  arms.  What 
use  on  earth,  ataghan  and  scimitar,  and  damasquined  pis- 
tols, that  would  not  carry  straight  three  yards,  could  be  to 
an  officer  in  his  Majesty's  Guards  is  more  than  I  can  con- 
jecture, or  even  Frank  satisfactorily  explain.  I  have  strong 
suspicions  that  this  valuable  arsenal  passed  to  Frank  in 
part  payment  of  a  bill  to  be  discounted.  At  all  events,  if 
so,  it  was  an  improvement  on  the  bear  that  he  had  sold  to 
the  hair-dresser.  No  books  were  to  be  seen  anywhere,  ex- 
cept a  Court  Guide,  a  Racing  Calendar,  an  Army  List,  the 
Sporting  Magazine  complete  (whole  bound  in  scarlet  mo- 
rocco, at  about  a  guinea  per  volume),  and  a  small  book,  as 
small  as  an  Elzevir,  on  the  chimney-piece,  by  the  side  of  a 
cigar-case.  That  small  book  had  cost  Frank  more  than  all 
the  rest  put  together;  it  was  his  Own  Book,  his  book  ^;ar 
excellence  ;  book  made  up  by  himself — his  Betting  Book! 

On  a  centre  table  were  deposited  Frank's  well-brushed 
hat— a  satinwood  box,  containing  kid-gloves,  of  various 
delicate  tints,  from  primrose  to  lilac — a  tray  full  of  cards 
and  three-cornered  notes — an  opera-glass,  and  an  ivory 
subscription  ticket  to  his  opera  stall. 

In  one  corner  was  an  ingenious  receptacle  for  canes^ 
sticks,  and  whips — I  should  not  like,  in  these  bad  times, 
to  have  paid  the  bill  for  them;  and  mounting  guard  by 
that  receptacle,  stood  a  pair  of  boots  as  bright  as  Baron 
Levy's — ''the  force  of  brightness  could  no  further  go." 
Frank  was  in  his  dressing-gown — very  good  taste — quite 
Oriental — guaranteed  to  be  true  Indian  cachemere,  and 
charged  as  such.  Nothing  could  be  more  neat,  though  per- 
fectly simple,  than  the  appurtenances  of  his  breakfast-table : 
— silver  tea-pot,  ewer  and  basin — all  fitting  into  his  dress- 
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ing-box — (for  the  which  may  Storr  and  Mortimer  be  now 
praised^  and  some  day  paid!)  Frank  looked  very  band- 
some — rather  tired,  and  exceedingly  bored.  He  had  been 
trying  to  read  the  Morning  Fost,  but  the  effort  had  proved 
too  much  for  him. 

Poor  dear  Frank  Hazeldean — true  type  of  many  a  poor 
dear  fellow  who  has  long  since  gone  to  the  dogs.  And  if, 
in  this  road  to  ruin,  there  had  been  the  least  thing  to  do 
the  traveller  any  credit  by  the  way !  One  feels  a  respect 
for  the  ruin  of  a  man  like  Audley  Egerton.  He  is  ruined 
en  roi  /  From  the  wrecks  of  his  fortune  he  can  look  down 
and  see  stately  monuments  built  from  the  stones  of  that 
dismantled  edifice.  In  every  institution  which  attests  the 
humanity  of  England,  was  a  record  of  the  princely  bounty 
of  the  public  man.  In  those  objects  of  party,  for  which 
the  proverbial  sinews  of  war  are  necessary — in  those  re- 
wards for  service,  which  private  liberality  can  confer — the 
hand  of  Egerton  had  been  opened  as  with  the  heart  of  a 
king.  Many  a  rising  member  of  Parliament,  in  those  days 
when  talent  was  brought  forward  through  the  aid  of  wealth 
and  rank,  owed  his  career  to  the  seat  which  Audley  Eger- 
ton's  large  subscription  had  secured  to  him ;  many  an  ob- 
scure supporter  in  letters  and  the  press  looked  back  to  the 
day  when  he  had  been  freed  from  the  gaol  by  the  gratitude 
of  the  patron.  The  city  he  represented  was  embellished  at 
his  cost ;  through  the  shire  that  held  his  mortgaged  lands, 
which  he  had  rarely  ever  visited,  his  gold  had  flowed  as  a 
Pactolus;  all  that  could  animate  its  public  spirit,  or  in- 
crease its  civilisation,  claimed  kindred  with  his  munifi- 
cence, and  never  had  a  claim  disallowed.  Even  in  his 
grand,  careless  household,  with  its  large  retinue  and  superb 
hospitality,  there  was  something  worthy  of  a  representative 
of  that  time-honoured  portion  of  our  true  nobility — the  un- 
titled gentlemen  of  the  land.  The  Great  Commoner  had, 
indeed,  "  something  to  show "  for  the  money  he  had  dis- 
dained and  squandered.     But  for  Frank  Hazeldean' s  mode 

of  getting  rid  of  the  dross,  when  gone,  what  would  be  left 
2—31 
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to  tell  the  tale?  Paltry  prints  in  a  bachelor's  lodging;  a 
collection  of  canes  ami  cherry -sticks ;  half-a-dozen  letters 
in  ill-spelt  French  from  a  Jigumnte;  some  long-legged 
horses,  tit  for  nothing  but  to  lose  a  race:  that  damnable 
JMting-Book;  and — sir  transit  ghma — down  sweeps  some 
hawk  of  a  Levy,  on  the  wings  of  an  I  0  U,  and  not  a  feather 
is  left  of  the  pigeon! 

Yet  Frank  llazeldean  has  stuff  in  him — a  good  heart,  and 
strict  honour.  Fool  though  he  seem,  there  is  sound  sterling 
sense  in  some  odd  corner  of  his  brains,  if  one  could  but  get 
at  it.  All  he  wants  to  save  him  from  perdition  is,  to  do 
what  he  has  never  yet  done — viz.,  pause  and  think.  But, 
to  be  sure,  that  same  operation  of  thinking  is  not  so  easy 
for  folks  unaccustomed  to  it,  as  people  who  think — think! 

"I  can't  bear  this,''  said  Frank,  suddenly,  and  springing 
to  his  feet.  "  This  woman,  I  cannot  get  her  out  of  my 
head.  I  ought  to  go  down  to  the  governor's;  but  then  if 
he  gets  into  a  passion,  and  refuses  his  consent,  where  am 
1?  And  he  will,  too,  I  fear.  I  wish  I  could  make  out 
what  Eandal  advises.  lie  seems  to  recommend  that  I 
should  marry  ]^eatrice  at  once,  and  trust  to  my  mother's 
influence  to  make  all  right  afterwards.  But  when  I  ask, 
*  Is  that  your  advice?'  he  backs  out  of  it.  Well,  I  suppose 
lie  is  right  there.  I  can  understand  that  he  is  unwilling, 
good  fellow,  to  recommend  anything  that  my  father  would 
disapprove.      But  still " 

Here  Frank  stopped  in  this  soliloquy,  and  did  make  his 
first  desperate  effort  to — think! 

Now,  O  dear  reader,  I  assume,  of  course,  that  thou  art 
one  of  the  class  to  which  thought  is  familiar;  and,  per- 
haps, thou  hast  smiled  in  disdain  or  incredulity  at  that  re- 
mark on  the  difficulty  of  thinking  which  preceded  Frank 
llazeldean' s  discourse  to  himself.  But  art  thou  quite  sure 
that  when  thou  hast  tried  to  thhiJ:  thou  hast  always  suc- 
ceeded ?  Hast  thou  not  often  been  duped  by  that  pale  vis- 
ionary simulacrum  of  thought  which  goes  by  the  name  of 
rerm'e?    Honest  old  Montaigne  confessed  that  be  did  not 
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understand  that  process  of  sitting  down  to  think,  on  which 
some  folks  express  themselves  so  legibly.  He  could  not 
think  unless  he  had  a  pen  in  his  hand,  and  a  sheet  of  paper 
before  him  \  and  so,  by  a  manual  operation,  seized  and  con- 
nected the  links  of  ratiocination.  Very  often  has  it  hap- 
pened to  myself,  when  I  have  said  to  Thought  peremp- 
torily, "Bestir  thyself — a  serious  matter  is  before  thee — 
ponder  it  well — think  of  it,"  that  that  same  thought  has 
behaved  in  the  most  refractory,  rebellious  manner  conceiv- 
able— and,  instead  of  concentrating  its  rays  into  a  single 
stream  of  light,  has  broken  into  all  the  desultory  tints  of  the 
rainbow,  colouring  senseless  clouds,  and  running  on  into  the 
seventh  heaven — so  that  after  sitting  a  good  hour  by  the 
clock,  with  brows  as  knit  as  if  I  was  intent  on  squaring  the 
circle,  I  have  suddenly  discovered  that  I  might  as  well  have 
gone  comfortably  to  sleep — I  have  been  doing  nothing  but 
dream — and  the  most  nonsensical  dreams!  So  when  Frank 
Hazeldean,  as  he  stopped  at  that  meditative  "  But  still " — 
and  leaning  his  arm  on  the  chimney-piece,  and  resting  his 
face  on  his  hand,  felt  himself  at  the  grave  crisis  of  life, 
and  fancied  he  was  going  '^to  think  on  it,"  there  only  rose 
before  him  a  succession  of  shadowy  pictures.  Randal  Les- 
lie, with  an  unsatisfactory  countenance,  from  which  he 
could  extract  nothing; — the  Squire,  looking  as  black  as 
thunder  in  his  study  at  Hazeldean; — his  mother  trying  to 
plead  for  him,  and  getting  herself  properly  scolded  for  her 
pains; — and  then  off  went  that  Will-o'-the-wisp  w^hich  pre- 
tended to  call  itself  Thought,  and  began  playing  round  the 
pale  charming  face  of  Beatrice  di  Negra,  in  the  drawing- 
room  at  Curzon  Street,  and  repeating,  with  small  elfin  voice, 
Randal  Leslie's  assurance  of  the  preceding  day,  "as  to  her 
affection  for  you,  Frank,  there  is  no  doubt  of  that;  she 
only  begins  to  think  you  are  trifling  with  her."  And  then 
there  was  a  rapturous  vision  of  a  young  gentleman  on  his 
knee,  and  the  fair  pale  face  bathed  in  blushes,  and  a 
clergyman  standing  by  the  altar,  and  a  carriage-and-four 
with  white  favours  at  the  church-door;  and  of  a  honey- 
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moon,  which  would  have  astonished  as  to  honey  all  the 
bees  of  Hymettus.  And  in  the  midst  of  these  phantas- 
juagoria,  which  composed  what  Frank  fondly  styled  "  mak- 
ing up  his  mind,"  there  came  a  single  man's  elegant  rat-tat- 
tat  at  the  street  door. 

"One  never  has  a  moment  for  thinking j^^  cried  Frank, 
and  he  called  out  to  his  valet,  "Not  at  home." 

But  it  was  too  late.  Lord  Spendquick  was  in  the  hall, 
and  presently  within  the  room.  How  d'ye  do's  were  ex- 
exchanged  and  hands  shaken. 

Lord  Spendquick. — "I  have  a  note  for  you.  Hazel- 
dean." 

FiiANK  (lazily). — "From  whom?" 

Lord  Spendquick. — "Levy.  Just  come  from  him — 
never  saw  him  in  such  a  fidget.  He  was  going  into  the 
city — I  suppose  to  see  X.  Y.  Dashed  off  this  note  for  you — 
— and  would  have  sent  it  by  a  servant,  but  I  said  I  would 
bring  it." 

FpvAnk  (looking  fearfully  at  the  note). — "  I  hope  he  does 
not  want  his  money  yet.  ^Private  and  confidential^ — that 
looks  bad." 

Spendquick. — "Devilish  bad,  indeed." 

Frank  opens  the  note  and  reads,  half  aloud,  "Dear 
Hazeldean." 

Spendquick  (interrupting). — "Good  sign!  He  always 
* Spendquicks'  me  when  he  lends  me  money;  and  His  *My 
dear  Lord'  when  he  wants  it  back.     Capital  sign  I" 

Frank  reads  on,  but  to  himself,  and  with  a  changing 
countenance : 

"  Dear  Hazeldean  : — I  am  very  sorry  to  tell  you  that, 
in  consequence  of  the  sudden  failure  of  a  house  at  Paris 
with  which  I  had  large  dealings,  I  am  pressed  on  a  sudden 
for  all  the  ready  money  I  can  get.  I  don't  want  to  incon- 
venience you,  but  do  try  and  see  if  you  can  take  up  those 
bills  of  yours  which  I  hold,  and  which,  as  you  know,  have 
been  due  some  little  time.     I  had  hit  on  a  way  of  arrang- 
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ing  your  aifairs ;  but  when  I  hinted  at  it,  you  seemed  to 
dislike  the  idea;  and  Leslie  has  since  told  me  that  you 
have  strong  objections  to  give  any  security  on  your  pi*os- 
pective  proper^.  So  no  more  of  that,  my  dear  fellow.  I 
am  called  out  in  haste  to  try  what  I  can  do  for  a  very 
charming  client  of  mine,  who  is  in  great  pecuniary  distress, 
though  she  has  for  her  brother  a  foreign  Count,  as  rich  as 
a  Croesus.  There  is  an  execution  in  her  house.  I  am  going 
down  to  the  tradesman  who  put  it  in,  but  have  no  hope  of 
softening  him ;  and  1  fear  there  will  be  others  before  the 
day  is  out.  Another  reason  for  wanting  money,  if  you  can 
help  me,  mon  cher  ! — An  execution  in  the  house  of  one  of 
the  most  brilliant  women  in  London — an  execution  in  Cur- 
zon  Street,  May  Fair !  It  will  be  all  over  the  town,  if  I 
can't  stop  it. —  Yours  in  haste.  Levy. 

"P.aS. — Don't  let  what  I  have  said  vex  you  too  much. 
I  should  not  trouble  you  if  Spendquick  and  Borrowell  would 
pay  me  something.     Perhaps  you  can  get  them  to  do  so." 

Struck  by  Frank's  silence  and  paleness.  Lord  Spend- 
quick  here,  in  the  kindest  way  possible,  laid  his  hand  on 
the  young  Guardsman's  shoulder,  and  looked  over  the  note 
with  that  freedom  which  gentlemen  in  difficulties  take  with 
each  other's  private  and  confidential  correspondence.  His 
eye  fell  on  the  postscript.  "  Oh,  damn  it!"  cried  Spendquick, 
"but  that's  too  bad — employing  you  to  get  me  to  pay  him! 
Such  horrid  treachery.  Make  yourself  easy,  my  dear  Frank ; 
I  could  never  suspect  you  of  anything  so  unhandsome.  I 
could  as  soon  suspect  myself  of — paying  him " 

"Curzon  Street!  Count!"  muttered  Frank,  as  if  waking 
from  a  dream.  "It  must  be  so."  To  thrust  on  his  boots 
— change  his  dressing-robe  for  a  frock-coat — snatch  at  his 
hat,  gloves,  and  cane — break  from  Spendquick — descend 
the  stairs — a  flight  at  a  leap — gain  the  street — throw  him- 
self into  a  cabriolet ;  all  this  was  done  before  his  astounded 
visitor  could  even  recover  breath  enough  to  ask,  "What's 
the  matter?" 
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Left  thus  alone,  Lord  Spendquiek  shook  his  head — shook 
it  twice,  as  if  fully  to  conviuce  himself  that  there  was  noth- 
ing in  it ;  and  then  re-arranging  his  hat  before  the  looking- 
glass,  and  drawing  on  his  gloves  deliberately,  he  walked 
down-stairs,  and  strolled  into  White's,  but  with  a  be- 
wildered and  absent  air.  Standing  at  the  celebrated 
bow-window  for  some  moments  in  musing  silence,  Lord 
Spendquiek  at  last  thus  addressed  an  exceedingly  cynical, 
sceptical  old  roue: 

"l^ray,  do  you  think  there  is  any  truth  in  the  stories 
about  people  in  former  times  selling  themselves  to  the 
devil?" 

"Ugh!"  answered  the  rouCf  much  too  wise  ever  to  be 
surprised.  "  Have  you  any  personal  interest  in  the  ques- 
tion?" 

"I! — no;  but  a  friend  of  mine  has  just  received  a  letter 
from  Levy,  and  he  flew  out  of  the  room  in  the  most  ex- 
tra-or-di-na-ry  manner — just  as  people  did  in  those  days 
when  their  time  was  up!     And  Levy,  you  know,  is " 

"  Not  quite  as  great  a  fool  as  the  other  dark  gentleman 
to  whom  you  would  compare  him:  for  Levy  never  made 
such  bad  bargains  for  himself.  Time  up !  No  doubt  it  is. 
I  should  not  like  to  be  in  your  friend's  shoes." 

"  Shoes!"  said  Spendquiek,  with  a  sort  of  shudder;  "you 
never  saw  a  neater  fellow,  nor  one,  to  do  him  justice,  who 
takes  more  time  in  dressing  than  he  does  in  general.  And 
talking  of  shoes — he  rushed  out  with  the  right  boot  on  the 
left  foot,  and  the  left  boot  on  the  right.  Very  myste- 
rious." And  a  third  time  Lord  Spendquiek  shook  his 
head — and  a  third  time  that  head  seemed  to  him  won- 
drous empty. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

But  Frank  had  arrived  in  Curzon  Street — leapt  from  the 
cabriolet — knocked  at  the  door,  which  was  opened  by  a 
strange-looking  man  in  a  buff  waistcoat  and  corduroy 
smalls.  Frank  gave  a  glance  at  this  personage — pushed 
him  aside — and  rushed  up-stairs.  He  burst  into  the  draw- 
ing-room— no  Beatrice  was  there.  A  thin  elderly  man,  with 
a  manuscript  book  in  his  hands,  appeared  engaged  in  exam- 
ining the  furniture  and  making  an  inventory,  with  the  aid 
of  Madame  di  Negra's  upper  servant.  The  thin  man  stared 
at  Frank,  and  touched  the  hat  which  was  on  his  head.  The 
servant,  who  was  a  foreigner,  approached  Frank,  and  said, 
in  broken  English,  that  his  lady  did  not  receive — that  she 
was  unwell,  and  kept  her  room.  Frank  thrust  a  sovereign 
into  the  servant's  hand,  and  begged  him  to  tell  Madame  di 
Negra  that  Mr.  Hazeldean  entreated  the  honour  of  an  inter- 
view. As  soon  as  the  servant  vanished  on  this  errand, 
Frank  seized  the  thin  man  by  the  arm — "What  is  this? — 
an  execution?" 

"Yes,  sir.'' 

"For  what  sum?" 

"  Fifteen  hundred  and  forty-seven  pounds.  We  are  the 
first  in  possession." 

"  There  are  others,  then? 

"Or  else,  sir,  we  should  never  have  taken  this  step. 
Most  painful  to  our  feelings,  sir;  but  these  foreigners  are 
here  to-day,  and  gone  to-morrow.     And " 

The  servant  re-entered.  Madame  di  Kegra  would  see 
Mr.  Hazeldean.  Would  he  walk  up-stairs?  Frank  has- 
tened to  obey  this  summons. 

Madame  di  Kegra  was  in  a  small  room  which  was  fitted 
up  as  a  boudoir.  Her  eyes  showed  the  traces  of  recent 
tears,  but  her  face  was  composed,  and  even  rigid,  in  its 
haughty,  though  mournful  expression.     Frank,  however, 
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did  not  pause  to  notice  her  countenance — to  hear  her  digni- 
fied salutation.  All  his  timidity  was  gone.  He  saw  but 
the  woman  whom  he  loved,  in  distress  and  humiliation. 
As  the  door  closed  on  him,  he  flung  himself  at  her  feet. 
He  caught  at  her  hand — the  skirt  of  her  robe. 

"Oh,  Madame  diNegra! — Beatrice!"  he  exclaimed,  tears 
in  his  eyes,  and  his  voice  half-broken  by  generous  emotion ; 
'^  forgive  me — forgive  me;  don't  see  in  me  a  mere  acquaint- 
ance. By  accident  I  learned,  or,  rather,  guessed — this — this 
strange  insult  to  which  you  are  so  unworthily  exposed.  I 
am  here.  Think  of  me — but  as  a  friend — the  truest  friend. 
Oh,  Beatrice!" — and  he  bent  his  head  over  the  hand  he 
held — "  I  never  dared  to  say  so  before — it  seems  presuming 
to  say  it  now — but  I  cannot  help  it.  I  love  you — I  love 
you  with  my  whole  heart  and  soul; — to  serve  you — if  only 
but  to  serve  you! — I  ask  nothing  else."  And  a  sob  went 
from  his  warm,  young,  foolish  heart. 

The  Italian  was  deeply  moved.  Nor  was  her  nature  that 
of  the  mere  sordid  adventuress.  So  much  love  and  so  much 
confidence !  She  was  not  prepared  to  betray  the  one,  and 
entrap  the  other. 

"Rise — rise,"  she  said,  softly;  "I  thank  you  gratefully. 
But  do  not  suppose  that  I " 

"Hush — hush! — you  must  not  refuse  me.     Hush!  don't 
^  let  your  pride  speak." 

"  No — it  is  not  my  pride.  You  exaggerate  what  is  oc- 
curring here.  You  forget  that  I  have  a  brother.  I  have 
sent  for  him.  He  is  the  only  one  I  can  apply  to.  Ah  I 
that  is  his  knock !  But  I  shall  never,  never  forget  that  I 
have  found  one  generous  noble  heart  in  this  hollow  world. " 

Frank  would  have  replied,  but  he  heard  the  Count's 
voice  on  the  stairs,  and  had  only  time  to  rise  and  withdraw 
to  the  window,  striving  hard  to  repress  his  agitation  and 
compose  his  countenance.  Count  di  Peschiera  entered — 
entered  as  a  very  personation  of  the  beauty  and  magnifi- 
cence of  careless,  luxurious,  pampered,  egotistical  wealth. 
His  surtout,  trimmed  with  the  costliest  sables,  flung  back 
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fioin  his  splendid  chest.  Amidst  the  folds  of  the  glossy 
satin  that  enveloped  his  throat  gleunied  a  tur<iiioi.sc,  of 
such  value  as  a  jeweller  might  have  kei)t  for  fifty  years 
before  he  could  find  a  customer  rich  and  frivolous  enough 
to  buy  it.  The  very  head  of  his  cane  was  a  masterpiece  of 
art,  and  the  man  himself,  so  elegant  despite  his  strength, 
and  so  fresh  despite  his  years  I — It  is  astonishing  how  well 
men  wear  when  they  think  of  no  one  but  themselves! 

"Pr-rrI"  said  the  Count,  not  observing  Frank  behind 
the  draperies  of  the  window  j  **  Tr-rr — .  It  seems  to  me 
that  you  must  have  passed  a  very  unpleasant  qmirter  of  an 
hour.     And  now — Dlcii  me  dunnie — 7//0/  f^ilrc  /" 

Beatrice  pointed  to  the  window,  and  felt  as  if  she  could 
have  sunk  into  the  earth  for  shame.  lUit  as  the  Count 
spoke  in  French,  and  Frank  did  not  very  readily  compre- 
hend that  language,  the  words  escaped  him;  though  his  car 
was  shocked  by  a  certain  satirical  levity  of  tone. 

Frank  came  forward.  Tlic  Count  held  out  his  hand,  and, 
with  a  rapid  change  of  voice  and  manner,  said,  "  One  whom 
my  sister  admits  at  such  a  moment  must  be  a  friend  to 
me." 

"Mr.  Hazeldean,"  said  Beatrice,  with  meaning,  **  would 
indeed  have  nobly  pressed  on  me  the  offer  of  an  aid  which 
I  need  no  more,  since  you,  my  brother,  are  here." 

"Certainly,"  said  the  Count,  with  his  superb  air  of  ymml 
selfjneur  ;  **  I  will  go  down  and  clear  your  house  of  this  im- 
pertinent canaille.  But  I  thought  your  affairs  were  with 
Baron  Levy.     He  should  be  here." 

"I  expect  him  every  moment.  Adieu!  Mr.  Hazel  dean." 
Beatrice  extended  her  hand  to  her  young  lover  with  a  frank- 
ness which  was  not  without  a  certain  pathetic  and  cordial 
dignity.  Kestrained  from  further  words  by  the  Count's 
presence,  Frank  bowed  over  the  fair  hand  in  silence,  and 
retired.  He  was  on  the  stairs  when  he  was  joined  by 
Peschiera. 

"Mr.  Hazeldean,"  said  the  latter,  in  a  low  tone,  "will 
you  come  into  the  drawing-room?" 
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Frauk  obeyed.  The  man  employed  in  his  examination 
of  the  furniture  was  still  at  his  task :  but  at  a  short  whisper 
from  the  Count  he  withdrew. 

"My  dear  sir,"  said  Peschiera,  "I  am  so  unacquainted 
with  your  English  laws,  and  your  mode  of  settling  embar- 
rassments of  this  degrading  natiu-e,  and  you  have  evidently 
showed  so  kind  sympathy  in  my  sister's  distress,  that  I 
venture  to  ask  you  to  stay  here,  and  aid  me  in  consiUting 
with  Baron  Levy." 

Frank  was  just  expressing  his  imfeigned  pleasure  to  be 
of  the  slightest  use,  when  Levy's  knock  resounded  at  the 
street-door,  and  in  another  moment  the  Baron  entered. 

"Ouf!"  said  Levy,  wiping  his  brows,  and  sinking  into  a 
chair  as  if  he  had  been  engaged  in  toils  the  most  exhaust- 
ing— "  Ouf !  this  is  a  very  sad  business — very ;  and  nothing, 
my  dear  Count,   nothing  but  ready  money  can  save  us. 
here. " 

**  You  know  my  affairs.  Levy,"  replied  Peschiera,  mourn- 
fully shaking  his  head,  "  and  that  though  in  a  few  months, 
or  it  may  be  weeks,  I  could  dischai'ge  with  ease  my  sister's 
debts,  whatever  their  amount,  yet  at  this  moment,  and  in  a 
strange  land,  I  have  not  the  power  to  do  so.  The  money 
I  brought  with  me  is  nearly  exhausted.  Can  you  not 
advance  the  requisite  siun?" 

"Impossible! — Mr.  Hazeldean  is  awai*e  of  the  distress 
under  which  I  labour  myself." 

"  In  that  case,"  said  the  Count,  "  all  we  can  do  to-day  is 
to  remove  my  sister,  and  let  the  execution  proceed.  Mean- 
while I  will  go  among  my  friends,  and  see  what  I  can 
borrow  from  them." 

"Alas!"  said  Levy,  rising  and  looking  out  of  the  win- 
dow— "alas I — we  cannot  remove  the  Marchesa — the  worst 
is  to  come.  Look! — you  see  those  three  men;  they  have 
a  writ  against  her  person :  the  moment  she  sets  her  foot  out 
of  these  doors  she  will  be  arrested. "  * 

"  Arrested!"  exclaimed  Peschiera  and  Frank  in  a  breath. 
1  At  that  date  the  law  of  mesne  process  existed  stilL 
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"I  have  done  my  best  to  prevent  this  ilisgiace,  but  iii 
vaiu,"  said  the  Baron,  looking  very  wretched.  "  Voii  see 
these  English  tradespeople  fancy  they  have  no  hold  iijion 
foreigners.  But  we  can  get  bail;  she  must  not  go  to 
prison " 

"Prison!"  echoed  Frank,  lie  luisteued  to  Levy  and 
di*ew  him  aside.  The  Coimt  seemed  paralysed  by  shame 
and  grief.  Throwing  himself  back  on  the  sofa,  he  covered 
his  face  with  his  hands. 

"My  sister!"  groaned  the  Count — "daughter  to  a  Pe- 
schiera,  widow  to  a  di  Negra!"  There  was  something 
affecting  in  the  proud  woe  of  this  grand  patrician. 

"What  is  the  sum?"  whispered  Frank,  anxious  that  tlie 
poor  Count  should  not  overhear  him ;  and  indeed  the  Count 
seemed  too  stimned  and  overwhelmed  to  hear  anything  less 
loud  than  a  clap  of  thunder ! 

"We  may  settle  all  liabilities  for  £5,000.  Nothing  to 
Peschiera,  who  is  enormously  rich.  Entre  nous,  I  doubt 
his  assurance  that  he  is  without  ready  money.  It  may  be 
so,  but " 

"Five  thousand  pounds!     How  can  I  raise  such  a  sum?" 

"You,  my  dear  llazeldean?  What  are  you  talking 
about?  To  be  sure  you  could  raise  twice  as  much  with  a 
stroke  of  your  pen,  and  throw  your  own  debts  into  the 
bargain.     But — to  be  so  generous  to  an  acquaintance!" 

"Acquaintance! — Madame  di  Negra!  the  height  of  my 
ambition  is  to  claim  her  as  my  wife!" 

"And  these  debts  don't  startle  you?" 

"If  a  man  loves,"  answered  Frank,  simply,  "he  feels  it 
most  when  the  woman  he  loves  is  in  affliction.  And,"  he 
added,  after  a  pause,  "  though  these  debts  are  faults,  kind- 
ness at  this  moment  may  give  me  the  power  to  cure  for 
ever  both  her  faults  and  my  own.  I  can  raise  this  money 
by  a  stroke  of  the  pen!     How?" 

"  On  the  Casino  property." 

Frank  drew  back. 

"No  other  way?" 
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*' Of  course  not.  But  I  know  your  scruples;  let  us  see 
if  they  can  be  conciliated.  You  would  marry  Madame  di 
Nogra;  she  will  have  £20,000  on  her  wedding-day.  Why 
not  arrange  that,  out  of  this  sum,  your  anticipative  charge 
on  the  Casino  property  be  paid  at  once?  Thus,  in  truth, 
it  will  be  but  for  a  few  weeks  that  the  charge  will  exist. 
The  bond  will  remain  locked  in  my  desk — it  can  never  come 
to  your  father's  knowledge,  nor  wound  his  feelings.  And 
when  you  marry  (if  you  will  but  be  prudent  in  the  mean 
while),  you  will  not  owe  a  debt  in  the  world." 

Here  the  Count  suddenly  started  up. 

"  Mr.  Hazeldean,  I  asked  you  to  stay  and  aid  us  by  yom* 
counsel ;  I  see  now  that  counsel  is  unavailing.  This  blow 
on  our  home  must  fall !  I  thank  you,  sir — I  thank  you. 
Farewell.  Levy,  come  with  me  to  my  poor  sister,  and  pre- 
pare her  for  the  worst." 

**  Count, "  said  Frank,  "  hear  me.  My  acquaintance  with 
you  is  but  slight,  but  I  have  long  known  and — and  esteemed 
your  sister.  Baron  Levy  has  suggested  a  mode  in  which 
I  can  have  the  honour  and  the  happiness  of  removing  this 
temporary  but  painful  embarrassment.  I  can  advance  the 
money." 

"No — no!"  exclaimed  Peschiera.  "How  can  you  sup- 
pose that  I  will  hear  of  such  a  proposition?  Your  youth 
and  benevolence  mislead  and  blind  you.  Impossible,  sir — 
impossible !  Why,  even  if  I  had  no  pride,  no  delicacy  of 
my  own,  my  sister's  fair  fame " 

"Would  suffer  indeed,"  interrupted  Levy,  "if  she  were 
under  such  obligation  to  any  one  but  her  affianced  husband. 
Nor,  whatever  my  regard  for  you.  Count,  could  I  suffer 
my  client,  Mr.  Hazeldean,  to  make  this  advance  upon  any 
lestt  valid  security  than  that  of  the  fortune  to  which 
Madame  di  Negra  is  entitled." 

**  Ha! — is  this  indeed  so?  You  are  a  suitor  for  my  sis- 
ter's hand,  Mr.  Hazeldean?" 

"  But  not  at  this  moment — not  to  owe  her  hand  to  the 
compulsion  of  gratitude,"  answered  gentleman  Frank. 


OR,  VARIETIES  IN  ENGLISH  LIFE.  493 

"Gratitude!     And  you  do  not  know  her  heart,  then? 

Do  not  know ''  the  Count  interrupted  himself,  and  went 

on  after  a  pause.  *^Mr.  Hazeldean,  I  need  not  say  that 
we  rank  ainong  the  first  houses  in  Europe*.  My  ])ride  led 
me  formerly  into  the  error  of  disjwsing  of  ni}  sister's  hand 
to  one  whom  she  did  not  love — merely  because  in  rank  he 
was  her  equal.  I  will  not  again  commit  such  an  error,  nor 
would  Beatrice  again  obey  me  if  I  sought  to  constrain  her. 
Where  she  mai'ries,  there  she  will  love.  If,  indeed,  she 
accepts  you,  as  I  believe  she  will,  it  will  be  from  affection 
solely.  If  she  does,  I  cannot  scruple  to  accept  this  loan — 
a  loan  from  a  brother-in-law — loan  to  me,  and  not  charged 
against  her  fortune!  Thnt^  sir  (turning  to  Levy,  with  his 
grand  air),  you  will  take  care  to  arrange.  If  she  do  not 
accept  you,  Mr.  Hazeldean,  the  loan,  I  repeat,  is  not  to  be 
thought  of.  Pardon  me,  if  I  leave  you.  This,  one  way 
or  other,  must  be  decided  at  once."  The  Count  inclined 
his  head  with  much  stateliness,  and  then  quitted  the  room. 
His  step  was  heard  ascending  the  stairs. 

"If,"  said  heyy,  in  the  tone  of  a  mere  man  of  business — 
"  if  the  Count  pay  the  debts,  and  the  lady's  fortune  be  only 
charged  with  your  own — after  all  it  will  not  be  a  bad  mar- 
riage in  the  world's  eye,  nor  ought  it  to  be  in  a  father's. 
Trust  me,  we  shall  get  Mr.  Hazeldean' s  consent,  and 
cheerfully  too." 

Frank  did  not  listen;  he  could  only  listen  to  his  love,  to 
his  heart  beating  loud  with  hope  and  with  fear.     . 

Levy  sate  down  before  the  table,  and  drew  up  a  long  list  of 
figures  in  a  very  neat  hand — a  list  of  figures  on  two  accounts, 
which  the  i)ost-ohit  on  the  Casino  was  destined  to  efface. 

After  a  lapse  of  time,  which  to  Frank  seemed  intermi- 
nable, the  Count  re-appeared.  He  took  Frank  aside,  with  a 
^gesture  to  Levy,  who  rose,  and  retired  into  the  drawing-room. 

"  My  dear  young  friend,"  said  Peschiera,  "  as  I  suspected, 
my  sister's  heart  is  wholly  yours.  Stop;  hear  me  out. 
But,  unluckily  I  informed  her  of  your  generous  proposal ; 
it  was  most  unguarded,  most  ill-judged  in  me,  and  that 
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has  well-nigh  spoiled  all;  she  has  so  much  pride  and  spirit; 
so  great  a  fear  that  you  may  think  yourself  betrayed  into 
an  imprudence  which  you  may  hereafter  regret,  that  I  am 
sure  she  will  tell  you  that  she  does  not  love  you,  she  cannot 
accept  you,  and  so  forth.  Lovers  like  you  are  not  easily 
deceived.  Don't  go  by  her  words;  but  you  shall  see  her 
yourself  and  judge.     Come." 

Followed  mechanically  by  Frank,  the  Count  ascended  the 
stairs  and  threw  open  the  door  of  Beatrice's  room.  The 
Marchesa's  back  was  turned;  but  Frank  could  see  that  she 
was  weeping. 

*'I  liave  brought  my  friend  to  plead  for  himself,"  said 
tlie  Coiuit,  in  French ;  "  and  take  my  advice,  sister,  and  do 
not  throw  away  all  prospect. of  real  and  solid  happiness  for 
a  vain  scruple.  Heed  vie /^^  He  retired  and  left  Frank 
alone  with  Beatrice. 

Then  tlie  Marchesa,  as  if  by  a  violent  effort,  so  sudden 
was  her  movement  and  so  wild  her  look,  turned  her  face 
to  her  wooer,  and  came  up  to  him  where  he  stood. 

*'  Oh!"  she  said,  clasping  her  hands,  "  is  this  true?  You 
would  save  me  from  disgrace,  from  a  prison — and  what  can 
1  give  you  in  return?  My  love!  No,  no.  I  will  not  de- 
ceive you.  Yoimg,  fair,  noble  as  you  are,  I  do  not  love 
you,  as  you  should  be  loved.  Go;  leave  this  house;  you 
do  not  know  my  brother.  Go,  go — while  I  have  still 
strength,  still  virtue  enough  to  reject  whatever  may  pi'otect 
me  from  him!  whatever — may — Oh — go,  go!" 

"You  do  not  love  me,"  said  Frank.  "Well,  I  don't 
wonder  at  it;  you  are  so  brilliant,  so  superior  tome.  I  will 
abandon  hope — I  will  leave  you  as  you  command  me.  But 
at  least  I  will  not  part  with  my  privilege  to  serve  you.  As 
for  the  rest — shame  on  me  if  1  could  be  mean  enough  to 
boast  of  love,  and  enforce  a  suit,  at  such  a  moment. '^ 

Frank  turned  his  face  and  stole  away  softly.  He  did 
not  arrest  his  steps  at  the  drawing-room ;  he  went  into  the 
parlour,  wrote  a  brief  line  to  Levy  charging  him  quietly  to 
dismiss  the  execution,  and  to  come  to  Frank's  rooms  with 
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the  necessary  deeds;  and,  above  all,  to  say  nothing  to  the 
Count.  Then  he  went  out  of  the  house  and  walked  back  to 
his  lodgings. 

That  evening  Levy  came  to  him,  and  accounts  were  gone 
into,  and  papers  signed;  and  the  next  morning  Madame 
di  Negra  was  free  from  debt;  and  there  was  a  great  claim 
on  the  reversion  of  the  Casino  estates ;  and  at  the  noon  of 
that  next  day  Kandal  was  closeted  with  Beatrice ;  and,  be- 
fore the  night,  came  a  note  from  Madame  di  Negi'a,  hurried, 
blurred  with  tears,  summoning  Frank  to  Curzon  Street. 
And  when  he  entered  the  Marchesa's  drawing-room,  Pe- 
schiera  was  seated  beside  his  sister;  and,  rising  at  Frank's 
entrance,  said,  "My  dear  brother-in-law!"  and  placed 
Frank's  hand  in  Beatrice's. 

"You  accept — you  accept  me — and  of  your  own  free  will 
and  choice?" 

And  Beatrice  answered,  "  Bear  with  me  a  little,  and  I 

will  try  to  repay  you  with  all  my — all  my "    She  stopped 

short,  and  sobbed  aloud. 

"  I  never  thought  her  capable  of  such  acute  feelings,  such 
strong  attachment, "  whispered  the  Count. 

Frank  heard,  and  his  face  was  radiant.  By  degrees 
Madame  di  Negra  recovered  composure,  and  she  listened 
with  what  her  young  lover  deemed  a  tender  interest,  but 
what,  in  fact,  was  mournful  and  humbled  resignation,  to 
his  joyous  talk  of  the  future.  To  him  the  hours  passed  by, 
brief  and  bright,  like  a  flash  of  sunlight.  And  his  dreams, 
when  he  retired  to  rest,  were  so  golden!  But,  when  he 
awoke  the  next  morning,  he  said  to  himself,  "What — what 
will  they  say  at  the  Hall?" 

At  the  same  hour  Beatrice,  burying  her  face  on  her  pillow, 
turned  from  the  loathsome  day,  and  could  have  prayed  for 
death.  At  that  same  hour,  Giulio  Franzini,  Count  di  Pe- 
schiera,  dismissing  some  gaunt  haggard  Italians  with  whom 
he  had  been  in  close  conference,  sallied  forth  to  reconnoitre 
the  house  that  contained  Violante.  At  that  same  hour. 
Baron  Levy  was  seated  before  his  desk  casting  up  a  deadly 
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array  of  figures,  headed,  "Account  with  the  Right  Hon. 
Audley  Egerton,  M.P.,  Dr.  and  Cr." — title-deeds  strewed 
around  him,  and  Frank  Hazeldean's  post-obit  peeping  out 
fresh  from  the  elder  parchments.  At  that  same  hour, 
Audley  Egerton  had  just  concluded  a  letter  from  the  chair- 
man of  his  committee  in  the  city  he  represented,  which 
letter  informed  him  that  he  had  not  a  chance  of  being  re- 
elected. And  the  lines  of  his  face  were  as  composed  as 
usual,  and  his  foot  rested  as  firm  on  the  grim  iron  box ;  but 
his  hand  was  pressed  to  his  heart,  and  his  eye  was  on  the 

clock;    and  his   voice   muttered,   "Dr.    F should  be 

here!"  At  that  hour  Harley  L'Estrange,  who  the  previous 
night  had  charmed  courtly  crowds  with  his  gay  humour, 
was  pacing  to  and  fro  the  room  in  his  hotel  with  restless 
strides  and  many  a  heavy  sigh; — and  Leonard  was  standing 
by  the  fountain  in  his  garden,  and  watching  the  wintry  sun- 
beams that  sparkledjathwart  the  spray ; — and  Violante  was 
learning  on  Helen's  shoulder,  and  trying  archly,  yet  inno- 
cently, to  lead  Helen  to  talk  of  Leonard; — and  Helen  was 
gazing  stedfastly  on  the  floor,  and  answering  but  by  mono- 
syllables;— and  Randal  Leslie  was  walking  down  to  his 
office  for  the  last  time,  and  reading,  as  he  passed  across  the 
Green  Park,  a  letter  from  homey  from  his  sister;  and  then, 
suddenly  crumpling  the  letter  in  his  thin  pale  hand,  he 
looked  up,  beheld  in  the  distance  the  spires  of  the  great 
national  Abbey ;  and  recalling  the  words  of  our  hero  Nel- 
son, he  muttered — "  Victory  and  Westminster,  but  not  the 
Abbey!"  And  Randal  Leslie  felt  that,  within  the  last  few 
days,  he  had  made  a  vast  stride  in  his  ambition ; — his  grasp 
on  the  old  Leslie  lands — Frank  Hazeldean  betrothed,  and 
possibly  disinherited;  and  Dick  Avenel,  in  the  background, 
opening  against  the  hated  Lansmere  interest  that  same  seat 
in  Parliament  which  had  first  welcomed  into  public  life 
Randal's  ruined  patron. 

"  But  some  must  laugh,  and  some  must  weep ; 
Thus  runs  the  world  away !" 

END   OP   VOL.    II. 
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